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INTRODUCTION 


The plays in this volume are all comedies — although comedies c 
various kinds. James Agate, when called upon once to give a shoi 
list of his likes and dislikes, included my serious plays among his like 
and my comedies among his dislikes. On the other hand, I know a 
equally distinguished man of the Theatre who greatly prefers m 
comedies to my serious plays. The playgoing public appears to hav 


no preference one way or the other, and this seems to me very sensibl 
of it, and here I applaud its sound judgment. There are some me 
who should never try to be funny and there are others who are leas 
eflFective when they are in grim earnest. But most of us are some 
where between these two extremes. And for my part I would bitter! 
resent being compelled to restrict my writing for the stage to eilhc 
one form or the other. On the whole I think I find it easier to plai 
and then to write a serious play than I do a comedy (and to this poin 
I shall return), but I enjoy the actual staging of a comedy more thai 
I do that of serious play, and if asked to produce one of my owi 
plays I would certainly choose a comedy. Nor do 1 think it difficul 
to explain these preferences. There is about a serious play that i 
properly constructed a natural sweep forward, an inevitable progress 
that makes it easier to write, so that often a big scene of considerabh 
technical intricacy will almost write itself. But in the detailed pre 
sentation of a comic scene on the stage, where inflections and timing 
are all-important, I find myself more at home and happier on th< 
job than I do with the more serious plays. And it is, of course, fai 
easier to test the value of your work in comedy, if only because the 
laughter of the audience tells you what is happening. 

There is, however, an important point to be made here. To mv 
mind it is only in the broadest farce that “anything for a laugh” i<; 
legtimate. In the production of comedy this can be a very dangerous 
pohey. Many productions of Shakespeare’s comedies have been 
^ed for me by antics more suitable to the Crazy Gang at the 

was not the fun 
g'orious orchard 

bv tuiSnf^?7n ^ provoke laughter 

twature. The producer of comedy should set himself the task of 
^swvemg and then exploiting to the full the particular kind of 
comic effect the author intended, instead of going an^herf and 
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doing anvthing for a laugh. Falling about or thro^sing custard pies 
will always produce bigger laughs than the most adroit examples of 
mental absurdity. I delight in wild clovsning myself, but it is delightful 
only in its own place, .\ctors are often at fault here, because, having 
been given a comic pan, they feel that every laugh, no matter how 
obtained, is a personal contribution of value to the production in 
hand, whereas they may easily be sacrificing the whole structure and 
value of a scene, and any lasting impression it can make, by these 
dubious triumphs. Every comedy worth playing has its own par- 
ticular atmosphere, flavour, and appeal, and these should not be 
sacrificed to the dangerous notion that “every laugh is worth five 
pounds”. It is always possible that a few five-pound laughs may 
finallv cost several thousands. 

I have already suggested that — to me at any rate — the s^xiting of 
a comedy is not as easy as pie. The point is worth making if only 
because more than once when a comedy of mine has been produced, 
some critics have told their readers in effect that I have merely been 


filling in a gap v^ith a hasty bit of fooling, probably knocked off in 
a few days. Nothing could be further from the truth. I have usually 
spent far more time and trouble, done far more re-constructing and 
re-writing, demanded far more additional rehearsals, in the comedies 
than in the serious plays. To take two examples from the plays 
selected for this volume, which, incidentally, does not include all the 
comedies I have written and had produced; When We Are Married 
and Ever Since Paradise. During the prosincial try'-out of When 
We Are Married I wTOte and re-wrote many scenes, and we were 
actually presenting one version of the play in the evenings while we 
were rehearsing an altered version of it during the day. Ever Since 
Paradise was first written in 1939; it w'as substantially re-wntten 
during the war; and then much of it was changed before it was 
finallv produced in 1946. and even then, during its provinaal tour, 
some scenes were re-wntten. The critic who was not amus^ is 
clcarlv at liberty to retort that the result was not worth all this laboi^ 
That is a matter of opinion. But, at the risk now of bemg accuse 
of wasting mv time and energy . I do firmly declare tl^t no comedy 
of mine ever arrived in a London theatre as a hasty bit of foolmg, 

to which not sufficient attention had been given. k ii t«/ tr. 

These comedies. I repeat, are of various kinds and I shall ^ to 

pve some indication of how I see them myself in discussmg ^ 
mdindual pla>-s. But they all more or less fall into 
of comedv. althoueh that again can be easily sub-dnaded Tl^ 
larce divisions, I fanev. arc High, Light and Broad High ^om^y. 

hxs never bc^n popular with English writers and audiences, though 
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as 


I think we might fairly claim Somerset Maugham’s The Cnde 
a successful example of this form. The preference here, cspcu. 
among the stalls pubUc, has been for Light Comedy, paith, l.ccan c 
it is a form that provides admirable vehicles for popular ami higlil . 
skilled star performers, without whom these flimsy pieces are apt 
look very thin indeed. (This is a fact that Repertory and amateur 
producers ignore at their peril.) It is a form of comedy tliat I dr) not 
much care about myself, and I have not included m this selection the 
two attempts of mine made some years ago. My own choice is 
Broad Comedy, which is stronger in situation and richer in its 
characterisation than Light Comedy, and more frankly farcical and 
less austerely intellectual in its approach than High Comedy. It is, 
I believe, peculiarly suitable to the English temperament, and a. 1 
consider I possess a fairly thick slab of this temperament, this is the 
field of comedy in which I have chosen to work. One final point : the 
reader who is also a London playgoer must not confuse the real 
existence of these plays with their life on London playbills. Hi us, 
the earliest of them. Laburnum Grove, is still being widely played; 
and the latest, Ever Since Paradise, has been produced from Stock- 
holm to Madrid and has lately enjoyed much success throughout 
Central Europe. 

LABURNUM GROVE; This comedy of suburban life, whiv.h 
brought back that fine actor, Edmund Gwenn, to the stage after some- 
years’ absence in films, was originally produced at the Duchess 
Theatre in the autumn of 1933. It had a very long run, which I 
deliberately broke (for I was the management too) to send the com- 
pany to New York, where the play did reasonably well. It is a great 
favourite with Repertory and amateur companies here, but. perhaps 
because it is very English in atmosphere and humour, it has not been 
as widely and successfully produced abroad as many of my other 
plays have. The droll business with the bananas, w hich has am used 
thousands of audiences and appears to remain in their memory, owes 
nothing to me but was a happy invention of my friend, Sir Cedric 
Hardwicke, who produced the play. At the time I wrote it, when 1 
was also gathering material for English Journey, I was very suspicious 
about our financial system, if only because the banks appeared to 
flourish when industry was failing, and this explains certain references 
in the text. Frequently in the Theatre, as most people who work iii 
It wiU agree, either everything goes right or everything goes wrone 
With Laburnum Grove, which I planned in a nursing home and w rote 
rapidly during convalescence, everything went right. We had a go.d 
cast, headed by Edmund Gwenn and Mary Jerrold, Ethel Colcridc- 
and Melville Cooper; and this production brought me to the Duchc . 
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Theatre and a long and happy association with its owner, J. P. 
Mitcheihill. 


BEES ON THE BOAT DECK: This was an attempt to write 
political satire in terms of farcical comedy. A few critics — 1 seem to 
remember an encouraging notice in The Times — saw that I was trying 
to do something new and rather difficult, and there were people — 
Humbert Wolfe was one of them — who were tremendously enthusi- 
astic about the piece. But for most people, it did not quite come off, 
in spite of the fact that the production, which opened, without any 
preliminary tour, at the Lyric in May 1936, had an astonishing cast, 
which included Kay Hammond, Rene Ray, Ralph Richardson, 
Laurence Olivier, Raymond Huntley, Richard Goolden, John Laurie, 
Alan Jeaves. It was produced by Richardson and Olivier, who were 


my partners in the enterprise. Some good judges have told me that 
we made a mistake in choosing a fairly large theatre and a big realistic 
set, that the symbolism of the piece demanded a different type of 


setting and production. It has always been a favourite of mine, and 
I consider that one or two of its scenes contain the richest comic 


writing 1 have contrived for the stage. How it reads today, I caimot 
imagine, for I cannot look at the text without remembering, with 
pleasure and w ith regret, the superb acting of that unusually fine cast. 


WHEN WE .ARE MARRIED; Produced at the St. Martin’s in 
October 1938. and transferred to the Prince’s at the end of March 
1939. It has been very popular ever since. I enjoyed writing this 
broadly farcical comedy because I had a lot of fun remembering and 
then usinc various aspects of West Riding life and manners known 
to my boyhood. The plot is nonsensical but the characters and their 
attitudes and their talk are all authentic. The play was magnificently 
cast and produced by Basil Dean, who in my opinion has a great 
flair for this kind of comedy. It was during the early part of its run 
that I had to take over, at twenty-four hours notice, the part of 
Henr>’ Ormonroyd, the drunken photographer, and thus did some 
actine, of a sort, about which I have boasted ever since. 


GOOD NIGHT CHILDREN; After a long provincial tour, this 
plav arrived at the New Theatre in February 1942, but was withdravra 
after a short run. It has at least one admiier, and a most distmpished 
one namely. James Bridie, who considers it to ^among the very 
best of its kind, really excellent vintage nonsense. The play may haw 
all manner of faults not apparent to me, but I am certain t^^^t the 
chief reason why it failed to attract people in 1942 w^ that at that 
time people took their broadcasting very seriously and resented any 
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easy mockery of radio performers and officials. Perhaps too it is one 
of those pieces that are too much of a private joke, with a special 
appeal to an inner circle, ever to be widely popular. 

THE GOLDEN FLEECE: This play, which has had a curious 
history, has never been produced in London, because 1 have long felt 
that it would not succeed if it were produced. It was originally w ritten 
just before the w'ar and was then called Bull Market. I put it aside 
when the war came because I felt that its story of sudden vast gains 
in speculation would seem old-fashioned or unreal to wartime 
audiences, even though, as we now know, such fortunes were actually 
being made. But being asked to help with a new play by both the 
Bradford Civic Playhouse and the Glasgow Citizens Theatre, I gave 
both of them Bull Market and both of them did verv well out of it. 
Later, after some re-writing and a change of title to The Golden Fleece, 
the play went out on tour with Betty Warren and Meryvm Johns 
playing the two leads, but somehow it failed to capture public interest, 
chiefly, I think, because audiences found the main theme incredible, 
and so was withdrawn. I put a great deal of work, at various times, 
into this play, though as a piece of writing it still remains rather rough- 
and-ready. I still find the story itself attractive and beliese the two 
chief characters to be admirable playing parts; but it may well be 
that the film and not the Theatre is the proper medium. 

HOW ARE THEY AT HOME?; This topical wartime comedy was 

produced at the Apollo in May 1944. But it was never intended to 

be a contribution to the West End Theatre. It was WTitten specially 

to be performed by ENSA companies to service men overseas ; hence 

the title. I have included it here because of its wartime topical interest, 

Md because many of the men and women who saw performances of 

it during their service abroad might like to have a copy of the text. 

Those who played in it at the ApoUo— and it had an excellent cast- 

are not likely to forget the warnings and buzz-bombs that punctuated 
most performances. 


EVER SINCE PARADISE: This experimental comedy, as I ha\e 
already explained, _ was originaUy written in 1939 and then much 
re-wntten at odd intervals. With some extremely adroit music b\ 

Livesey plavinc Helen 

and Wilham (and aU that that involved), in a production I directed 

Osmund 

i '''' ^ and very successful 

provmcial tour m the summer of 1946. At the end of that tour there 

was no theatre for us in London, so we laid off the production for 
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six months, and then opened at the New in June 1947. I it ■ 
true, as several knowledgeable persons have told me, that we achieved 
a sparkle and gaiety in the original touring production th»i we never 
qujte recaptured afterwards. Nevertheless, the reception this fday 
had in London (though it ran for sevoal months ttwiAt nmny 
friends) was a shock and a bitter disapp<^tment to roe. To 
with, I felt that the astonishin^y versatile and brilliant perfonnaaoes 
by Ursula Jeans and Roger Livesey never received the attention and 
the praise they deserved. And tl^n many of the notices were not 
merely inadequate but downri^t wilfully stupid. Let me give one 
example. One critic who, I know from personal observation, was 
not ev^n in the auditorium during the funniest scenes of the play, 
condemned me — in this of all plays — for solemn preaching. Being 
producer as well as author, I often looked in at this play, and always 
the audiences appeared to be having an uproariously good time (as 
they have done since with it in many Continental capitals); yet it is 
a fact that fifty per cent of the Press was sullenly hostile. And why, 
I cannot imagine, unless it was because I wms at least trying to do 
something new. One final point, whi<di brings me back to what I 
said earlier about my comedies in generaL is that althou^ this play, 
if properly produced and acted, should often have the air being 
a gay charade, it was in fact written and re-written with great care 
anH made far greater demands on such technical knowledge as I 
possess than any of the other plays in this volume. But it was worth 
the time and trouble, not only because of all the fim we and the 
audicTMres had with it, but also because here and there it seoned to 
roe to create a new and valuable relationship between players and 
audience, and because it might possibly drop a hint or two to youngrar 
and more hopeful playwrights, 

J. B. Prebstlet 

January, 1949. 
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LABURNUM GROVE 

An Immoral Comedy in Three Acts 



EDMUND GWENN 



CHARACTERS 


(in order of appearance) 

Elsie Radfern 
Mrs. (Lucy) Baxley 
Bernard Baxley 
George Radfern 
Harold Russ 
Joe Fletten 

Mrs. (Dorothy) Radfern 
Inspector Stack 
Sergeant Morris 


ACT I 

Sunday Evening 
ACT II 

Scene I. Early Monday Morning 
Scene II. Monday Afternoon 

ACT III 
Monday Evening 

The whole action takes place in the living-room of the Radferns’ 

house, Ferndale, Laburnum Grove, Shooters Green, a suburb of 
North London. 



Lab^fnum Crort^ — Copvrigtt, 1933 , bjr Jolm Barmtom FHettlty. 


'^Liiburmtm Grove'" was first produced in London on November 2bdt, 
1933 . at the Duchess Theatre with the fottowing cast: 


Fi^siF Radfern 
M rs. (Lucy) Baxley 
Bernard Baxley 
Gborge R.\dfern 
Rarold Russ 
Joe Fletten 

Mrs. (Dorothy) Radfern 
Inspector Stack 
Sergeant Morris 


Margery Pickard 




Melville Cooper 
Edmund Gwenn 
Francis James 
James Harcourt 
Mary Jerrolo 
David Hawthcmne 
D cRxnAS Payne 



ACT I 


The Scene is the living-room in the Radferns’ house, “Ferndale , 
Laburnum Grove, Shooters Green— a suburb in North London. 
The time is Sunday evening in late summer, still daylight at first. 
On the back wall from right to left are a small window, then a door 
that can lead directly into a greenhouse, then a larger window look- 
ing out on to a back garden. In the right wall, downstage, is a 
door into a small hall, leading to the front door of the house and 
the stairs. In the left wall is a door leading into the kitchen. Against 
this wall, beyond the door, is a small sideboard with whisky decanter, 
soda syphon, and several bottles of beer on it. In the comer, be- 
tween the left wall and the large window, is an oval or round table, 
on easy castors, that is laid for supper but is covered with two cloths. 
In the opposite comer is a small table on which is a telephone, and 
near it a loud-speaker and wireless set. There are one or two easy 
chairs and several dining-room chairs in the room, which is brightly, 
comfortably furnished in a suburban style. When the curtain rises 
Mrs. Baxley and Elsie are discovered seated at a small card table 
in the centre. Mrs. Baxley is a woman in her forties, dressed in 
a smart-shabby style, a mixture of silliness and calculating selfish- 
ness. Elsie is a pretty but rather petulant and discontented girl of 
twenty or so, the kind you see in the High Street of every fairly 
prosperous suburb. Elsie is shuffling a pack of cards and when she 
has finished she cuts them into tw o, towards Mrs. Baxle^', who 
then proceeds to put them together and deal them face downward 
on the table into six packs. 


Mrs. Baxley {as she finishes dealing the cards) : To yourself . 
your home . . . your wish. Have you wished, Elsie? 

Elsie: Yes, auntie. Very definitely. 

Mrs. Baxley: What you do expect— what you don’t expect and 
what’s sure to come true. Mind you. I’m not always in the mood, 
you know. Sometimes I can’t see things at all, and then at other times! 
it’s aU as clear as anything, and everything I teU people comes true’ 
It’s a gift, you know. One can’t control it. 

Euie (with signs of excitement ) : Well, you must be in the mood 
to-mght. Aunt Lucy. 

Mrs. Baxley: Why? What’s exciting you to-nieht? I know there’s 
something. 
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Elsie: T 11 tell you afterwards. It would spoil it if I told you now. 
You must tell me ihinas first. 

Mrs. B.vxley : All right, but I hope your mother won't come back 
in the middle of it, because she doesn’t like me to read the cards for 
you — she told me so, the other day. 

Elsie; Mother won’t be back from Mrs. Repington’s until after 
supper. That's why she got supper aU ready {indicating table in corner) 
before she went. So you needn’t worry about her. 

Mr.s. B.\xley: All right then. 

Picks up first lot of cards and examines them, and does the same 
with succeeding lots throughout the speeches that follow. She 
assumes the usual far-away mystical air of the clairvoyant, which 
is in sharp and comic contrast to her tone and manner when making 
remarks not directly concerned with the fortune-telling. 

Mrs. Baxleti': Um . . . Um . . . Well, the first thing I see, Elsie, 
is a great surprise. Yes, you’re going to have a great surprise. 

Elsie; A surprise? When? 

Mrs. Baxley'; Very soon. 

Elsie; How soon? Ne.xt week? 

Mrs. B axlev; Perhaps sooner. 

Elsie ; Well, it can't be much sooner. It’s Sunday night and nearly 
next week now. 

Mrs. Baxlev: Well, it’s coining very soon. And it isn’t a nice 
urprise. I don’t think you’ll like it. 

Elsie {reproachfully)'. Oh — Aunt Lucy! 

Mrs. Baxley; I can’t help it. I’m only telling you what’s here in 
the cards. 


Elsie; What's it about? 

Mrs. B.axley {brooding over more cards): I think it’s something to 
do with a medium-coloured man. 

Elsie ( thinking hard) : A medium-coloured man? Is he young? 
Mrs. B.axley : No, I don’t think he is. Your home comes into it, 

Elsie {disappointed): Oh! 

Mrs. Baxley; Yes, I think the medium-coloured man must be 

YOur father. 


Elsie; Is it— is it about an engagement? 

Mrs. Baxley . No, I don’t see an engagement 
I think vou're simply going to get a great surprise from your fatter. 

Elsie idiseusted) : That’s just like the cards. They’re alw^ like 

that A iSTurprise-fromDad-ofaU people! I suppose the great 
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act I LABURNUM GROVE 

surprise will be that he’s grown two tomatoes in his greenhouse. Or 
they’re going to play Handel’s Largo for him on the wireless. Or hs 
can’t find his pipe or one of his silly detective stories or something, 

Dad! 

Mrs. Baxley: Well, it’s all here— Kjuite plain. 

Elsie: Perhaps you’re not in the mood to-night, auntie. 

Mrs. Baxley {coldly) : As a matter of fact, I am seeing very' clearly 
to-night. But it was you who asked me to read the cards, Elsie, and 
if you don’t choose to accept what I see. I’ll stop. 

Elsie: No. Sorry. Go on. 

Mrs. Baxley {examining more cards): Also a great surprise for two 
people staying in your house. And they’re going to leave quite soon. 

Elsie: That must be you and Uncle Bernard. You’re the only 
people staying in the house, besides Dad and Mother and me. 

Mrs. Baxley {not pleased at this): Humph! Very queer. I can’t 
imagme what surprise we’ll get and anyhow we hadn’t thought of 
leaving you yet and nothing’s been said about our going. Humph! 
Perhaps I’m not getting it right after aU. 

Elsie; Go on. Tell me some more. 

Mrs. Baxley {examining last lots of cards) : You’re going to tra\el. 
And quite soon. 


Elsie {excitedly) : I’m not, am I ? 

Mrs. Baxley: You are. It’s aU here. A journey. Strange beds. 
Crossing water. And it’ll come as a great surprise. This isn’t the same 
surprise as the other, though. That’s quite different. You’re going on 
a long journey very soon, across water. 


Elsie: It sounds too good to be true. You’re not just making this 
up to please me, are you? 

Mrs. Baxley {on her dignity): Certainly not. I never make up any- 
thing to please anybody. 

Elsie. Then it s just the cards again. They call anything a long 
journey, just to make it exciting. They’ve had me before like that. 
They tell you about a journey and crossing water and a strange bed 
and a fair woman and a dark man until you think you’re in for some- 
thing marvellously exciting, and then it turns out you’re going to 
spend the night at Aunt Florrie’s at Sydenham. I’U believe in this 
long journey when I see it. I’ll bet it turns out to be like that great 
^rpnse from the medium-coloured man— just something dull about 


Mrs. Baxley {putting the cards together) : Next i 
teU your own fortune. I’ve told you aU I could see. 
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ELsre . But you’ve missed the really important thing. Wasn’t there 
anything about an engagement for me? 

Mrs. Baxley: Not a sign of one. 

Elsie {triumphantly) ; Well, that’s where they’re wrong — and it just 
shows you— because I’m really engaged now, and I’ll be properly 
engaged to-night. 

Mrs. B.axley: Engaged! Well, I am surprised. 

Elsie: You don’t sound very pleasantly surprised. Aunt Lucy. 
Mrs. B.axley; If you must know, I’m not. 

Elsie; Why? 

Mrs. Baxley; Because I think you’re too young to be engaged. 
Elsie; I’m not too young. I’m twenty. 

Mrs. Baxley; Well, what’s twenty. You’re not old enough to 
kno'w your own mind. 

Elsie : Yes, I am. I don’t see what age has got to do with knowing 
\ our own mind. I’se always been old enough to know my own mind. 

Mrs. Baxley : That’s what you think. Is it that young man who 
was here the other night? 

Elsie; Yes, Harold Russ. And I’m bringing him here to supper 
to-night and he’s going to ask Dad. 

Mrs. Baxlea'; Funny time to come, isn’t it, when he’s had all day 
to do it in? 

Elsie: He couldn’t help it. He’s been helping a friend of his to sell 
second-hand cars, and he had to take a man out in one of them to- 
night. He w ants to start in the second-hand car business for himself, 

when he gets some capital. 

Mrs. Baxlfi'; Well, I can tell you one thing, Elsie. Your Dad 
doesn’t like him much. 

Elsie : 1 know that. But then Dad doesn’t really know him. And 
you know w hat Dad is. If Harold was as duU as ditchwater and lived 
here in Laburnum Grove or somewhere in Shooters Green, and went 
into the City in the morning and came home at night and ^ttwed 
about in a greenhouse. Dad would think he was marvellous, ^^ust 
because Harold’s smart and wants to get on and once lauded at 
Labumuin Gro\e and Shooters Green 

Enter BERNARD Baxley, a rather glossy, shifty fellow in his 
forties, always either over-confident or uneasy. 

Mrs. Baxley ; WeU, I don’t see anything to laugh at. 

Baxley ; Who’s laughing at what? 

Elsie* I’m talking about Harold Russ, uncle. 
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Baxley: Oh — ^your boy friend who was here the other night. 

Elsie: Yes. Dad doesn’t like him because he once made fun ol 
Laburnum Grove here and Shooters Green. 

Mrs. Baxley: And I see nothing to laugh at. It’s a very nice, 
respectable, refined neighbourhood. 

Elsie: That’s just it. It’s all so deadly dull, all slippers and green- 
houses. Nothing ever happens except that the people at Ben Machree 
have bought a new car or the woman at Heather Brow is going to have 
a baby. 

Mrs. Baxley: Well, wait until you’re going to have a baby, you’ll 
find it exciting enough. 

Baxley: Ah — ^Elsie’s like me. She doesn’t care for this ultra- 
respectable, humdrum, suburban sort of existence. I don’t mind 
paying it a visit — ^like this— just while I’m wondering what to do next, 
but I couldn’t live in it. I want life. There’s no life here. What is 
there here for a man who’s been out East? 

Mrs. Baxley {emphatically): I can tell you what there is for a 
woman who’s been out East — three decent meals a day and a good 
night’s sleep. 

Baxley: Yes, but Lucy, you never got into the life out there. 

Mrs. Baxley: Well, you didn’t seem sorry to get out of it. 

Elsie : Well, I agree with Uncle Bernard. And I know Harold does 
too. Oh— what time is it? 

Baxley: Just after nine. 

Elsie: I promised to meet him at the Tube station in ten minutes. 
I must fly. {Hurries out.) 

Baxley: What’s on? 

Mm. Baxley: She’s got herself engaged to that chap, and she’s 
bringing him here so that he can ask George’s permission. 

Baxley: Oh— that’s it, is it? 

Mrs. Baxley : Yes, and another thing. What he’s after is borrow- 
ing some money from George to set him up in the second-hand car 
business. 

Baxley: How do you know? 

Mrs. Ba^ct: I don’t know. But it’s a good guess — from some- 
thmg t^t Elsie let drop. Besides, that chap wouldn’t bother asking 
her father s permission if he wasn’t after something. 

Baxley: Well, how does that aflfect us? 

Mrs. Baxley: Did you see that man .? 

Baxley: Simpson? Yes. And they won’t look at me unless I can 
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put dowTi four hundred and fifty pounds, and they only give me until 
Wednesday. 

Mrs. Baxley; Then the sooner we ask for that four hundred and 
fifty pounds the better. 

B axlfh' ; Shall I do it direct through him or had you better try and 
work It through Dorothy? 

Mrs. Baxley: Not through Dorothy. 

Baxley' : \Miy not? After all, she’s your sister. 

Mrs. Baxley: Yes, but I think she’s getting a bit fed-up with us. 
We’ve been here nearly a fortnight this time, and it’s the third time 
we’^e stayed with them during this last year. And she knows you’ve 
been borrowing pretty freely from George. How much have you had 
out of him now? 

Baxley: Well, you know. 

Mrs. Baxley (grimly^: Oh no, I don’t. I only know about the 
amounts you’ve mentioned to me, that’s all. 

Baxley; Well, that’s all there’s been. 


Mrs. Baxley; And the rest! 

Baxley; There might be — ^perhaps ten bob here and there — just 
lomething and nothing. 

Mrs. Baxley; Too many somethings and nothings. Dorothy may 
oe my sister and easy-going as a rule, but I think she’s had about 
mough' She’s been rather sharp with both of us, I’ve noticed, these 
last few days. So you try George himself. He’s good-natured enough 

for anything. 

B axley ; So he ought to be. Nothing to worry about Just stuck 
in the one business and let it keep him. Money for nothing. YouVe 
only got to look at him to see that it must be money for nothing. He 

doesn't know he’s bom. 

Mrs. Baxley: He ought to be married to you for a bit and then 
he would. 

Baxley : All right, all right The point is, are we going to try him 

*°"mrs. Baxley: We’d better try him now, before Elsie’s darling 
Harold begins borrowing. 

B.axley: Is Dorothy in? 

MRS. Baxlev : No. she’s visiting a friend of heis, 
and she won’t be back until after supper. So now s the tune. 

B AXLEV : He’s out there in the greenhouse, I suppose? 

Mrs. Baxley; Yes, call him in. 
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Baxley: Half a minute. I haven’t worked out the tactics yet 
Might be a good idea to sort of take a high hand with him. Aftei 
all, I’ve seen the world. I’ve been somewhere. I’ve done something, 
and he hasn’t. Now suppose I 

Mrs. Baxley: Suppose you just call him in and get done with it. 
And if you won’t, I will. 

She goes towards door at back and calls: 

George, George. 

Radfern {off, at back): All right. Just coming. 

He enters through the door at the back. He is a man about fifty 
with nothing remarkable about his appearance, though eren at the 
first there should be a certain quiet assurance and authority visible 
beneath his easy manner. At this hour^ he is very much the suburban 
householder at ease, wearing slippers and an old coat, and smoking 
a pipe. He is carrying two small tomatoes in one hand, and he dis- 
plays these with an air of humorous triumph. 

Radfern {holding out tomatoes): Look at these. What more do 
you want? All fresh, 

Mrs. Baxley: Charming, They look very nice, George. Won’t 
you sit down? 


Radfern: Beautiful tomatoes. The Special Radfern brand. Apply 
Femdale Nurseries, Laburnum Grove, Shooters Green. {Looking 
round!) But I thought supper was ready. 

Mrs. Baxley: No. Icalledyouin, George, because we just wanted 

to have a word with you while we’re by ourselves. 

Radfern: Oh— I see. WeU? {A pause.) 

Mrs. Baxley {impatiently): Go on, Bernard. 

Baxley: It s like this, old man. I’ve just seen this chap Simpson 

I mentioned to you the other day. Only time I could see him, because 

he s out of London all the week. I think I told you the other day— 
It’s a marvellous opportunity. ^ 

Radfe^: Doesn’t sound like one to me. When there isn’t much 
busmess, I don t see that you’re going to seU a lot of business supplies. 

Ba;^: You are with these things. I’ve worked aU that out old 
man. Trust me. But the point is this, they say I can have that agency 
-exclusive agency-if I put down four hundred and fifty pounds 
Radfern: Put it down? 


Baxley : Just put it down, that’s s 
need the money, but their agent has 
fifty pounds. 
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Baxley: That’s right. Leave ’em to it, then. After all, I got in 
first 

Mrs. Baxley: This sounds like them. 

Voices heard outside. Enter Elsie, looking very bright. She is 
followed by Harold Russ, not bad-looking and smartly dressed, 
but with nothing in him. In twenty years' time he will look and 
behave exactly like Baxley. 

Elsie {happy and excited) : Harold, this is my Aunt Lucy and my 
Uncle Bernard But you’ve all met before, haven’t you? 

Mrs. Baxiey {smiling very falsely): Yes. Last Tuesday, I think it 
was. What a lovely day it’s been, hasn’t it ? 

Harold: Yes, hasn’t it? I’ve seen a lot of it, too. Been taking a 
fellow round in a car, trying to sell it to him. 

Baxley: Any luck? 

Harold: Shouldn’t be surprised. 

Baxley: How is business? 

Harold: Not too good. How are things with you? 

—looking round. 


le, the other night. 


Baxley: Well, just now — ^Tn 

Harold: Oh — yes. I remember 
Been out East, haven’t you? 

Baxley: That’s right Malay States. Singapore chiefly. Wish I’d 

never come bacL It’s a man’s life out there— even yet, a man’s life. 
Isn’t it, Lucy? 

Mrs. Baxley {tartly) : I don’t know about a man’s life. I know it 
isn’t a woman’s life. 

Baxley: She wanted to get back, you see. And I thought I’d give 
the Old Country another chance. 

Elsie: Fd love to travel. So would you, wouldn’t you, Harold? 
Harold: Wouldn’t mind. I knock up and down a bit, you know. 
Baxley: And now you’re going to pop the question to I>ad, eh? 
Harold: Hello, who’s been t elling you? 

Dot ®axley) 

Mrs. Baxley {mth ferocious parody of him) : Yes, we know. 

Elsie: AU right. Thanks. But I think we’ll wait a bit 

Baxley {with dignity) : If a proper opportunity presents it- 
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Radfern appears in doorway at back, carrying another tomato. 

H.arold; Good evening, Mr. Radfern. 

Radfern : Oh — good evening. And there’s another one {indicatmg 
tomatoes), making three. Do for supjjer. 

Elsie {to Mrs. Baxley): You see, auntie. That’s the surprise in 
the fortune. What did I tell you? Dad and his three tomatoes. 

Radfern {pointing to cards on table): Oh — ^you’ve been telling 
fortunes again, have you? Don’t you know it’s unlucky to read the 
cards on Sunday? 


Mrs. Baxley ; That’s just superstition. 

R-adfern: Of course it is. But then it’s all superstition, isn’t it, 
and you might as well be thoroughly superstitious while you’re at it. 
Well, what do the cards say to-night? 

Mrs. Baxley: A great surprise for Elsie. And she’s going on a 
long journey quite soon. 

Harold: Oh? 

Elsie {smiling at him): Well. I wouldn’t mind. 

Radfern: Anywhere but Laburnum Grove and Shooters Green, 
eh? 

Elsie: No, not anywhere. But somewhere exciting. 

Baxley: I know what you want. You go 

Radfern {chiming in hastily): Out East. And I said it first, 
Bernard. 

Elsie: Everybody’s so smug and settled down and dull here, and 
so pleased themselves. 

Radfern : Well, why shouldn’t they be pleased with themselves? 
They’ve got nice peaceful homes 

Elsie {bitterly^: Yes, and greenhouses and wireless sets. 

Radfern {good-humouredly ) : WeU, what do you want us to have 
—elephants and tigers and a scenic railway? 

Elsie: Yes — but it’s aU so — so 


Harold {loftily) : Subi 
Ftsie: Yes — suburban. 


Radfern: That’s aU right to me. When your mother and 1 ca^ 
here, we thought we’d got somewhere. That’s why we were so pleased 
with ourselves and ready to live a nice quiet life. 

Baxley : That’s aU right for you, George. You’ve always led that 
sort of life. But give me— adventure. 

Mrs. Baxley {bitterly): Oh — and since when? 
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Harold: I know what he means. I’m just the same. 

Elsie: I am too. 

Radfern: Well, I’m not. You know, you don’t get this sort of life 
handed to you on a plate. 

Elsie: What do you mean. Dad? 

Radfern: I mean this. Though you get all this handed to you on 
a plate — given, free, gratis, and for nothing — / don’t. And (pointing 
outside) he doesn’t and he doesn’t. 

Baxley (staring fatuously): Who doesn’t? 

Elsie: I don’t see what you’re driving at. 

Radfern: Now listen. Here’s Shooters Green, one of North 
London’s newest suburbs. Very clean, very respectable, bright as a 
new pin. Nice little shops in the High Street. Yes, Madam, shall I 
send it? Certainly, Madam. Tearooms. Picture palaces. Good morn- 
ing, Mrs. Robinson. Good evening, Mr. Johnson. And here’s Laburnum 
Grove, one of its best roads, very quiet, very select, best type of semi- 
detached villas. Ben Machree. Craig Y Don. Mon Repos. All 
nations, you see. Heather Brow — though there isn’t any heather for 
mil^ around. And us — Ferndale. Nice little houses. Nice people. 
Quiet, respectable. No scandals. No brokers’ men. No screams in 
the night. Morris Oxfords, little greenhouses, wireless sets. 

Elsie (rather bitterly) : That’s it. You know it all right, Dad. 
Harold: Gosh — yes! 

R^fe^ (good-humouredly): Yes, I know it. But you don’t. 
You re like somebody who thinks that buns grow on trees. You 
don t know the world. Because all this has been handed to you on 

a plate, you think it’s been handed to everybody else 

Baxley: Well, hasn’t it? 

Radfern: No. Therp 


lone. 


been 


they 


Baxley (with suggestion of contempt): Well, Georg 

loots you to-morrow morning on your way to the 
oticed you running many risks. 

Radfern: Oh— me. Well, of course I’m different 
Baxley: You’ve been lucky. 

Mrs. Baxl^: I’m sure George has always work 
. has been safe and comfortable in his own busine; 

Elsie (InnJrino nt Uaw\ • IT- 


Baxley 
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Oh — yes. Certain 


Baxl£Y : ^\'hat for? {As die glares at ton.) 

The\ t'orh go out, 

Radfern (staring after them): What’s the matter with those two? 

Elsie They're leaving us alone because they know wc want to 
talk to vou. 


R-adfern ; I see. 


this, Mr. Radfem — Elsie 
ensaeed. 


H.AJtOLD; Well, we ’want to be. 

R-kdfern; I see. {To Fi.sn-) Have you told your moth^ yet? 

Elsie: No, I’ll tell her when she comes in, after supper. 

Harold : Nattuany I wanted to talk to you about iL 

R.\dfern: Quite so. 

Harold: W'e’d like to get married very soon. 

Radfern: What on? 

Harold: W’ell, that’s the poinL Of course Fd like to grt a bit 
more settled first. 

Radfern : Let me see, arro’t you helping a friend of yours to sdl 
second-hand cars just now ? 

Harold {loftily): Yes. Of course that’s just while Fm looking 
round. 


Radfern: Ah 


Mill 


-you’re looking round, are you? Like your Unde 
Bernard, Elsie. He’s great on looking round. 

Elsie (impatiently): Oh, Harold, why don’t you talk to 
properly. The point is. Dad, we’re engaged— -and Harold knows of 
a second-hand car business he could buy if he only had some 

capital 

Radfern : Not four hundred and fifty pounds, by any chance, is it? 
Harold; WeU, it could be more and it could be a bit less. I can 
give you the figures. 

Radfekn (jwppi-* him): Not just now. I asked if it was f.^ 
hundred and fifty pounds because that seems to be the popular 

amount to-nighL 


Front door bell rings loudly. 

Elsie: Ob— bother! Who can that be? 

: Probably Joe Flenen. I expected him to look 


diis 



vening. 

Else {jyetulantly): ^"hy 


does he want to come 
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He’ll be coming in the middle of the night to ask about his greenhouse 
soon. 

Radfern; I shouldn’t be surprised. Well, just let him in. (Elsie 
goes out.) It looks as if we’ll have to postpone this little talk. 

Harold: That’s all right We could talk it over after supper 
perhaps. 

Radfern: Yes, perhaps we could. But it seems to me I’m going 
to be rather busy after supper to-night. By the way, you’ve never 
thought of becoming an agent for business supplies, have you ? 

Harold: Not my line. But I do know a car when I see one. And 
there’s a business there just waiting to bo picked up 

Radfern: If only you can put some money down. Just put it 
down, eh? 

Harold: That’s all it amounts to. You see 

Radfern {stopping him): After supper. 

Enter ELSm, followed by Fletten, a rather loud, jovial, middle- 
aged man, somewhat lower in the social scale than anybody we 
have met here so far. He carries his hat. 

Fletten: Good evening, Mr. Radfern. 

Radfern: Good evening, Joe. Thought you might be looking in. 

Fletten {to Harold): Good evening. Seen you before here, 
haven’t I ? 

Harold {rather sulkily): I believe so. Good evening. 

^rry to be so late, Mr. Radfern. But that greenhouse 

of mine’s giving me a lot of trouble, and I just wanted a tip or two 
about 

Radfern {hastily): About your tomato plants. Come on then. I’ll 
show you how I manage them. {Moves towards door at back.) 

Fletten {as he follows) : Shan’t keep you a minute. {Jovially to 
Euib and Harold) This greenhouse business is a terrible hobby I 
give you my word. Keeps you busy all the time, aU the time. 

They go out. 

foJh^r^ I hope that chap’s not going to stay 

(going over to him): No, he won’t stay long. But he’s an 
awful old nuisance, though. Comes here two or three times a week 
to look at Dad’s greenhouse. Oh— Harold-I hope it’U be aU 
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Elsie • He will when he gets to know you better. He's just a bit 
stupid, that's all. 

H vrold: And I don't know that I’m very' keen on Aum. 

Elsie; Oh — D^d's all right when you know him. He’s dull, but 
he's rather nice, and he’ll als^ays do anything for me. It’s mother I’m 
frightened of. Dad's easy. 

Door into House opens and Mrs. B.i^XLEY peeps into the room, 

Mrs. B.v\lf\ ; Oh — all alone? 


Elsie (nor too pleased): Yes, you can come in. (^5 she comes in, 
leasing the door open behind her) Mr. Fletten called and Dad's gone 
back into the greenhouse with him. 

Mrs. B.vxley: Can't imagine what your Dad sees in that man. 
Common, I call him . 


H.vrold: Yes, looks like a bookie’s clerk. 


Mrs. B.oojey (m'r/i dignity): I’\-e ne%Ter seen a bookie’s clerk. 
(B.-oiEY looks i>i.) .All righL Bernard, you needn’t stand there looking 
so silly. You can come in. (He does.) I wonder if u'e could get ready 
for supper now. 

B.ooLEy ; That's a good idea! 

Elsee: Yes, why not? 

Mrs. B.otley: I was only thinking that if supper was here, all 
ready, your father might take it into his head to ask that Mr. Fletten 
to stay, and don't want that, do we? 


Elsie; Good Lord, no! 

Harold: No, don't let’s ha\e anybody else, if we can help k. 


B.VKLEy : Hear, hear! 

Elsie: But he won't stay, he never does. We can risk iL 
Mrs. B.vxLEy : Come on then, Bernard. Don’t just sh there. 


He, Mrs. B.k.xley and Elsie more the table fomets-d, removing 
the small table vrith the cards on it, and take off the cloths. Elsie 
can go into the kitchen for something, and B.vxley can be putting 
the beer or whisky from the sideboard on to tl^ table. H.\R0LD 
should stand up looking on in a rather lofty fashion. 

W hy your Dad won't have a servant in the house, I can't imagine. 

He can afford iu 

Two or I should think. 

Elsie : It's one of his little fads. Mother doesn't mind. She and 


the char do it easily 


help 


vxLE^' (sarcastically) 


— with voter help 
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Elsie: It’s not my fault I’m kept at home, pretending to help 
mother, instead of going out to work. I’d much rather go out to work. 

Baxley: They’re coming in. 

£>!/«/• Radfern ojtt/ F letten. The supper table, now in the centre 
of the room, is being laid for five people. The meal consists of slices 
of ham and tongue, cold potatoes, stewed fruit and custard, bread 
and butter. To drink — whisky, beer and a jug of lemonade. During 
this period of the action, the light can be going rapidly. 

Fletten (Jovially ) : Well, weU, the feast is spread. 

Radfern; Have a bite with us, Joe? 

Fletien (moving towards door into house): No, thank you, Mr. 
Radfern. Must be getting along. I’ll look in to-morrow night, then. 
Radfern (following him) 

FtETTEN (turning as he reaches door, to Mrs. Baxley): Nice 
weather we’re having, isn’t it? I should think it is. Good ni^t, all. 
Good night. 

The others murmur 'good night\ Radfern follows him out. 

Mrs. Baxley (softly but with 
nice weather! Common, I call 

Baxley (quoting) : The feast is spread. That’s a way to talk. Any- 
one would think he had never seen anybody laying a supper table 
before. 

Mrs. Baxley: Perhaps he hasn’t. 

Baxley: Never seen the world, that’s his trouble. 

Elsie. Oh, he s just one of Dad’s silly old men. If it wasn’t for the 
gieeiihouse he wouldn’t come here. 

Mrs. Baxley: Well, if he’s what you get when you keep green- 
houses I’m glad I don’t keep one. ^ 

Elsie (softly): Harold— r 
to-night. 

Harold: Yes, I know, I know. 

Mrs. Baxijey: And Bernard, don’t forget— after supper. 

Baxley: Leave it to me. 

Ent^ Radfern, who switches on lights at door. It is 
that the supper table should be brilliantly lit. 

(WW: Let’s have some light on the subje 

Mrs. Baxley: If that’s how you can go on about three t 
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I’m you don't grow pineapples. I don't know what would happen 





R^KDFEKN i looks M 


E\ 



hing 

on. 


;n its rlace 

e\ervbodv. 


szdpper roi'/e); 

and just what I 







s get 



Th c> seal the^elres in this order: R_ax>fers full facing the 
jiMi:e'ice. Elsie on one side of him. Mrs, Baxley on the other, 
then Harold next to Elsie, and Baxley* next to Mrs. Baxley. 
ILaDFERN helps them to meat, and they help themselves to salad 
and potatoes, making a fen- conreniional remarks in the imstle. 
Ba: -n h^n the dialogite begins, they are all quietly artepoire. 


Baxley ; This huTn looks goovL George. 

R_aDFEB.s {heartily^: I expect it is good, Bernard, Too know, I 
don': rhi-^k there's a meal in the week I enjoy more than Sunday night 
surner, and I couldn't teli you why. Unless it’s all so nice and p 

4 A 

ful. 

r ; AIT (witA a touch of contempt): \ou re all for it being nice and 
peaceful, aren't you. Dad? 

R-adfeils (wir/i mock humility'): I m afraid I am. Tm not like you 
folks. 

Mrs. Ba-XLE^': Don't count me with them. I don't want any 

I want to see a regular income arriving. 



Harold: We'd all like that. 

R.ADFERS ( faintly sardonic) : Yes, I beliese you would. But it's not 


thes 



Ba-XLEY' 

That's the 


O) 


not s 




easy if you're straighL 
next man, but it’s got 


'tean money 


same strain): Ot course, I 
straizhL 


the same. 


xxley : Good £rack>usl I should think 


axley : I'Ne had chances of the other kind— packets 




saiDC as yoi 


YLkdfeks {ironically): No, Bern-ird, >ou reall> - 

B.A.XLEY : 1 baxe, George. But Fve always turned it down. 

Wouldn't touch iL t- v ^ 

H arold: Wouldn't touch it with a 'txarge 

you get them in our business — but 1 

wouidn’i look at queer money. 

v'CT wilL Harold 

Harold: Of course I shan'u 
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Baxley {s&itentiously): It’s the only thing to do, whatever happens 
— keep straight 

Radfern: Well, Vm glad to hear you fellows feel like that. I used 
to feel like it myself in the old days. 

Elsie: What do you mean. Dad — ^in the old days? 

Radfern: I mean, in the days when I used to be in the wholesale 
paper trade. 

Baxley: But you’re still in the wholesale paper trade. 

Radfern: How do you know I am? 

Baxley: I’ve always understood you were. 

Radfern: Well, I’m not. Haven’t been in it for several years. 

Baxley: But the firm’s there and the office ? 


Radfern: Oh, I keep them going, but that’s just a blind. Pass the 
mustard, will you, Elsie. 

Elsie: But I never knew you’d c hang ed your business. 

Radfern; No? I don’t think this ham’s as nice as the last. I must 
teU your mother about ft, Elsie. 

Elsie. But listen. Dad — does Mother know you’re not in the paper 
business any more? 

Radfern; No, she doesn’t And I don’t want a word of any of 
thp repeated to her. She s a bit old-fashioned in some ways and it 
might give her a shock. You can ask me any questions you like, and 

ra answer ’em truthfiiUy. But not a word to her. Ifyou can’t promise 
that, we’U change the subject. 

Harold and Else (together) : I promise. 

Mrs. Baxley: So do I. 

Baxley: All right to me. 


Honest to God? (They murmur agreement.) That’; 
settled then. Not a word to her. Now what is it you’d like to know ; 

Elsie: Dad, when did you leave your old business'' 

Was it the year when we didn’t go away for the holidays? 

se^^^WP il- ^thout going to the 

rtf /»ave been sold up. Well, that was when I 
musned with the wholesale paper trade. 

What happened? 

Oh, I’d struggled with the business ever since I came 
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somebody wanted that, a big firm. They made me an offer. I didn’t 
like it or the chap who made it. I turned it down, so this big firm did 
me in — never mind how — ^but they did. They won all right. Clever 
chap that, he’s been knighted since — ^the dirty swine. 

Baxley: And then — what? 

R.adfern: Well, having given honesty a fair chance, 1 thought I’d 
try the other thing. 

Mrs. Baxley: The other thing? 

Radfern: Yes. 

Mrs. Baxley: You don’t mean — dishonesty? 

Radfern : I do. 

Baxley: You’re pulling our legs. 

Radfern: Certainly not. 

Mrs. Baxley: Then you are going to tell me you’re deliberately 
dishonest ? 

Radfern : That’s what I am telling you. 

Elsie; But Dad, it’s ridiculous. You’re talking as if you were a 
crook. 

Radfern {nonchalantly): Well, I am a crook. 

Mrs. Baxley: A crook! 

Radfern: Yes, a crook. A criminal. An enemy of society. 

They all stare at him open-mouthed. Elsie recovers first. 

Elsie {getting up): Dad, you’re being funny. 

Baxley : Course he is. That’ll do now, George. We ve bought it. 

Radfern {with quiet earnestness): I’m perfectly serious, Bernard. 
This isn’t a joke. Have a little more salad, Elsie? 

Elsie {staring at him, faltering): No thanks. Dad. I— don’t feel 

very hungry. 

Radfern : Now come along, none of that. Never let anything put 
you off your food— that’s one of my mottoes. What do you say, 

Harold? ^ 

Harold {dazed): Yes— Mr. Radfern— I should think-thats a 

good idea. ^ 

Mrs. Baxley {solemnly) : George Radfern, you don’t look like a 

crook to me. 

Radfern : Yes, but you can’t judge by appearances. Why do you 
think Joe Fletten comes here? 

M RS. Baxley : You mean that man who comes to talk to you abou 
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Radfern: You must be innocent if you think that Joe Fletten 
knows anything about greenhouses. You’ve only got to look at him 
to see he’s no gardener. 

Mrs. Baxley: I suppose he’s a crook too? 

Radfern: Of course he is. Very old hand, Joe. He works under 
me in the same organisation. (To Mrs. Baxley) Have a little more 
tongue? 

Mrs. Baxley (faintly ) : I can’t eat what Fve got 

Elsie: Dad, do you really mean all this? 

Radfern : Of course I mean it. Every penny that’s come into this 
bouse for the last few years has been dishonestly earned. 

Baxley: My God! 

Radfern (coolly): Tainted money. You’ve eaten it and drunk it 
and it’s clothed you and housed you and taken you to the pictures 
and sent you to Ae seaside. If I’d gone on trying to make an honest 
living, I don’t know where you’d have been now, Elsie. As it is, look 
at us. So nicely off that Harold here— and your Uncle Bernard here 
— are both hoping I’ll lend them several hundred pounds each, on 
vray doubtful security. 

Harold; Here, I say 

Elsie: But Dad, what do you do? 

Mrs. Baxley: Do you burgle places? 

Radfern: Burgle places! Certainly not. Do I look as if I bureled 
places? ^ 

Mrs. Baxley: No, you don’t But then you don’t look like a 
crook at all to me. 


Elsie (t^pealingly): You’re not Are you, Dad? 

Rad^; I’ve told you-I am. And one slipHust one slip, that 
all— and Td be for it. 


Mrs. Baxley (awed): Prison! 

Radfern: Yes, and a good long spell of it too. 

Elsie (looking at him in awe and terror): Dad! 

Baxley: But look here, George, what do you do? 

^fbrn: Well, you might describe it as a private pobcy of 


Elsie: I don’t know what that Tnftar^<; 
Mrs. Baxley: Neither do I. 

Elsie; Do you, Harold? 


I ^ stewed 

Let’s put these plates on the side. (Makes a move.] 
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Elsde i hastily) : No, let me do it. Dad. 

Mrs. Bocley: Stewed fruit! 

Radfern: That's it, stewed fruit. \\Tiat about it? 

Mrs. Baxley: This is no time for stewed fruit. 

R-\dfern: Yes, of course it is. \Mien do you want it? 

Baxley: She doesn’t mean that, old man. As a matter of fact, 
she’s ver> fond of stewed fruit. 

R.ADFERN: Good, and mind you, this is real garden rhubarb. 

Mrs. B.axley: I don't want garden rhubarb — I want the truth. 
R.ADFERN: -All right, Lucy, you shall have the truth, and garden 
rhubarb and custard too, if you like it. 

Mrs. B.AXLFi': Custard! 

Elsie puts the used plates on the sideboard and then begins 
serving the fndt and custard. 

Baxle\': But what about this mflation business? 

R-ADFERN : -Ah, that. \N’ell, a lot of people think this depression in 
trade is chiefly due to the fact that there isn’t enough money in 
circulation. Like plajing a game- with counters and ^ding you 
haven't eot enough counters to go round. Our organisation ^m> 
associates and myself— have been quietly busA- these last few years 
ming to remedy this unhappy state of things. It started in America 
—forging and counterfeiting bonds and notes — and then developed 
here, but just lately the .American end has been doing badly, almost 
stopped. But we’re doing quite nicely here, and some^es I thmk 
that things in England would have been worse if it hadn t been for 
us. In fact you might say we’ve been doing our bit. 

B.AXT.EY (dazed): Forging and counterfeiting bonds and notes. 

Harold {av,ed): My hat! ^ 

R.ADFER.N (blandly): Ver>- interesting work. It begins as an art and 
ends as a profitable business. 

Elsie: But is it — serious? 



Harold: Is it serious! - , , t 

• One of the most serious crimes m the calend^, 

YOU see me banks don't like it, and what the ba^s don t like : 

be a serious crime nowadays, like blasphemy in the nu eg. 

Flste’ Ajid vou're mixed up in it? 

R.ADFERN- I'm engaged in it, not mixed up in it. I was able to 

.He organisation at ^ 

rst‘ nie aw.y, of course. I'm c 
Birmingham early to-morrow mormng. 
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Mrs. Baxley: What, you’re going to Birmingham on this crooked 
work? 

Radfern: Why not? If I can do it in London, I can do it in 
Birmingham. There’s nothing peculiarly sacred about Birmingham, 
is there? 

Elsie: But are the police really after you? 

Baxley: Don’t be silly, Elsie. They must be. It’s a terribly serious 
crime, forging bonds and coimterfeitmg notes. 

Radfern {calmly): I should think we’ve given Scotland Yard it’s 
biggest and most worrying case for years. After us! They’re after 
us. Detectives, police, bank officials, magistrates, judges, the Treasury, 
the Army, the Navy, the Air Force. We haven’t even the League of 
Nations on our side. 

Baxley: But I don’t see how you’ve managed to go on so long 
without being found out. 

Radfern: Partly luck, partly good management. Of course you 
can’t really tell what’s happening on the other side. They may have 
got the net out, and it may be closing in on us now. 

Telephone bell rings, very sharp and loud. 

Elsie {with a little scream) : Oh— what’s that ? 

She rises, Mrs. Baxley half rises, and Harold pushes his chair 
back. 


Radfern {coolly): That’s the telephone. I’ll answer it. Have you 

got a bit of cheese there for me? {Goes to telephone.) Hello! No . . . 

I m not . . . Well, I can’t help it. You’ve got the wrong number. 

{Comes back from telephone.) Wants to know if I’m the North 
London Dogs Hospital. 

Elsie : Oh— it gave me such a flight. 

Radfern: Well, I’m sorry, but after all you wanted a bit of excite- 
ment, didn’t you? 

Ba^ {solemnly) : George, that might have been somebody who 
was after you, tracking you down. 

Harold: Yes, it might. 


R^fern: And then again, it might not. If tracking people down 


^ {mgerly): And after all, I don’t suppose they’d think 
lookmg for crooks of any kind in a place like Shootere Green. 

haven’t your ideas, El 

in Shooters Green and Laburnum Grove? They took away^tl 
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solicitor who used to live at Stella Maris and gave him a couple of 
years. That was a start. Probably there are one or two more of us 
in Laburnum Grove who’U have to go yet. 

Harold pushes his chair well back and rises. 

Hello, what’s the matter? 

Harold {muttering): I must be going. 

Elsie (disappointed): Harold! 

Harold: I’m sorry but I must be going. 

Radfern (smoothly): What about that little talk we were going to 
have? Another time, eh? 

Elsie (moving round to him): But, Harold, you can’t go like this. 

Harold (muttering) : I’m sorry, but it's getting late and I’m feeling 
ver>' tired 

He moves towards the door. Elsie intercepts him^ and puts a 
hand on his arm. 


Elsie: Oh — but Harold. 

Harold (releasing himself and suddenly raising his voice in a rather 
hysterical manner) : Leave me alone. I tell you I’ve got to go. Good 

night. 

He hurries out and she follows him. The other three watch them, 
and then stare at the door. After a moment the outer door is heard 
to bang. Then Elsie, looking tearful, opens the door and stands m 

the doorway. 

Mrs. Baxley: Has he gone? 

'Eism (tearfully): Yes. And I’m going to bed. Goodnight. 

Radfern (gravely): Listen, Elsie a c' ^ 

Elsie (shaking her head) : No, no more now. I can’t. Dad. Good 


night. 


She closes the door and vanishes. 


Radfern (looking after her, gravely): Poor kid. I’m afraid she’s 

got more than she bargained for. _ 

MM. Baxley {tartlyY We’ve aU got more than we taigamed tor. 
if you ask me. Even the great adventurer, Bernard here. 

Baxley (dh.-ed. s.aring a, Radfern): Look here. George, tor God a 
sake tell us the truth now. 
r^fern (imprerrive/y): I’m 

in the wholesale paper tra |. ,nd criminal actions. 

Soy*"* it tor some ^me. 
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andl believe you’d like a good slice more of it, wouldn’t you? 
money. Ill-gotten gains. And mind you’re not an accessory 

Baxley (frightened): I’ll see to that. 

Mrs. Baxley: This is upsetting my stomach. Why, ever> 
see a policeman now. I’ll be frightened out of my life. 

Radfbrn: Oh — ^forget about it. 

Mrs. Baxley (scornfully): Forget about it! (There is a shi 
at the front door bell.) What’s that ? 

Radfern (coolly): I can tell you what that is. That’s Doroi 
she’s forgotten her fix)nt door key again. Now don’t forget, 
word to her. 

Baxley (moving towards door): Here, I’m off upstairs. 

Mrs. Baxley: So am I. I couldn’t face her to-night. 

Baxley: Let’s get out of the way first. 

Radfern (almost pushing them in front of him): Go or 
huny up. 

They hurry out and he follows, stopping to light his pipe 
he goes out and re-enters with Mrs. Radfern, a pleasant-, 
woman in her early forties. 

Mrs. Radfern (staring): Hello, where is everybody? 

Radfern: I think Elsie had a bit of a tiff with that young i 
hers, and went to bed early to have a little cry about it. 

Mrs. Radfern: Do you think I ought to go up? 

Radfern: No, leave her alone. She’ll be all right. 

Afes. Radfern: Well, where are Bernard and Lucy? 

Radfern: They’ve just gone to bed. 

Mrs. Radfern: They went early. 

Radfern (very innocently): Yes, I think they must have wanted to 
have a talk about something* 

Mrs. Radi^ (taking her things off): Well, I must say. Dad— 
thoi^ Lucy is my own sister— I wouldn’t be heart-broken if they’d 
gorm iqrstairs to talk about leaving us. And I know you wouldn’t be. 

l^FB^; I’d get over it. (Begins putting supper things to- 
gether^ Here, FU give you a hand with these. 

, Mrs. R^fern: No, you sit down and smoke your pipe in peace, 

l^i’t yS ™ morning to get yourself off, 

Radfern: Yes. Early train to Birmingham. 

R^F^MVeU. then. (She begins bustling about with things 
htf stops to add affectionately.) You know. Dad, I sometimes thiSc 
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you're a bit too quiet and easy-going, but — dear me! — Mrs. Reping- 
ton’s been letting drop one or two things about her husband — and 
I was thinking on the way back I ought to be thankful I’ve got a nice 
honest, sleepy old thing like you. 

Radfern (giving her a pat on the shoulder')'. Ah — now you’re talking! 

The curtain falls on them as they clear the table. 

End of Act One 
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Scene: Same as Act one. 


Time : Early next morning. 


The room has that very early morning look about it. Elsie, not 
yet properly dressed, is discovered bringing in the milk. Then after 
a few moments Baxley enters. He is wearing an old dressing gown 
and looks dishevelled and still sleepy. 


loving about down here. 


Baxley {yawning): Morning. 

Elsie: Morning, uncle. 

Baxley: Thought I heard somel 
Elsie: It must have been me. 

Baxley: Of course it was you. But you’re usually the last d 
stairs and not the first. What made you get up so early? 

Elsie: I couldn’t sleep. And why are you up, uncle? 

Baxley: Well, I couldn’t sleep either. And I suddenly rememl 
your Dad was going to Binnin^am early this morning. 

Elsie. I know. I thought I’d get up and make his breakfast. 
Baxley: That’s a new idea, isn’t it? 

Elsie: Yes. But the woman we have is away — ^ill. So I tho 
I’d get up and do it. 

Baxley: Quite right, quite right. But, you know, if he were 

East, a man like your Dad could have twenty servants — thirty 
vants. Waited on hand and foot. 

Elsie: I know. 

Baxley: Hand and foot. 

Elsie: He could be here, if he wanted to. 

BAxpY: I dare say, but you see now why he won’t have a ser 
livmg in the house, don’t you? You see? 

Elsie: Yes. 

Baxlct : He’s too clever for that, m 
he s doing. Those his boots ? 

Elsie: Yes. 

Baxley : They could do with a bit 
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Elsie ; I was going to do them. 

Baxlfv' ; No, no. I’ll give ’em a mb. It’ll pass the time. Get me 
the polishing outfit, will you, Elsie. {Sits down with boots, yawning, 
while Elsie brings him the polishing outfit.) Thanks. Now I’ll make 
a good job of these. It’ll amuse your Dad. What are you giving him 
for breakfast? 

Elsie; Boiled eggs. They’re easiest. 

Baxley: How does he like his eggs boiled? 

Elsie; I can’t remember. 

Baxley {reproachfully): You ought to remember how your own 
Dad likes his eggs boiled. 

Elsie: Do you remember how your Dad liked his eggs boiled? 

Baxley; Don’t be silly, Elsie, that’s quite different. You’re a girl. 
And, besides, it’s such a long time since I lived with my old governor. 

Elsie: What did your Dad do, uncle? 

Baxley: He used to travel the North Midlands — from Wolver- 
hampton to Stockport— for the Wesleyan Methodist Publishing 
Company, selling hymn-books and’ Sunday school prizes. He had 
to look religious all the time, so he always dressed in black, and he 
wore a chin beard, like a Mormon. And he didn’t smoke, and he 
didn’t drink, so he used to eat a lot of cou^ candy. Bags of it. 
Absolutely stank of cough candy. I can smell it now. {He sniffs.) A 

sort of iruxture of treacle and fire-lighters. 

Elsie: Was he nice? 

Baxley; No, he was hellishly dull. 

Elsie {plaintively): I thought my Dad was dull. And I wish he 


w'as now. 

Baxley: Well, he isn’t. 

Elsie; I know. Uncle, do you think it’s really tme— what 
told us last night? 


Baxley 


think 


Baxley {irritably): It’s no good telling me to tl^ of it, ^le 
,e been thinking about it— and talking about it— half the mght. 

Elsie : I’ve hardly slept a wink. 

Baxley: I’m not surprised. 

Ei^b: I got so ftightened in the middle ofthenight. ^ ^ 

w^ii ifvou ask me. you’ve got something to be gh 


about. 
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Elsie (in tense whisper)'. Listen, uncle — they caught him, would 
he really be sent to prison? 

Baxley; I should think he would. He’d get years and years. Penal 
servitude. 

Elsie: But he’s never done anything before. 

Baxley: What difference does that make, when he’s been doing 
this aU the time. This is a big job. They’d drop on him like a ton 
of bricks. 

Elsie (awed): Would they? 

Baxley (with gloomy pride): Go for him tooth and nail. Yes, tooth 
and nail. Like a ton of bricks. Penal servitude for years and years 
— and years. 

Elsie: But, uncle — ^it’s awful. 

Baxley (solemnly beginning on other boot): Well, speaking as a 
man of the world who’s seen the world — call that a weU-polished 
boot! It’s pretty serious — ^pretty serious. 

Elsie: And they’ve orJy got to catch him . 

Baxley: Just got to lay their hands on him, once, that’s all. 

Elsie stares at him in horror. Mrs. Baxley enters, half dressed 
and looking very worn. Elsie gives a tiny scream and whirls round. 

Elsie : Oh— auntie — ^you made me jump. 

Mrs. Baxley: I dare say. Any thin g’s enough to make anybody 
jump, in this house. What are you up so early for? 

Elsie; I’m getting Dad’s breakfast ready. 

Mrs. Baxley: Well, I thought I’d just come down to see if I could 
do anything for him. And what are you doing, Bernard? 

Baxley (very offhandedly): Oh— just giving George’s boots a bit 
of a mb. 

Mrs. Baxley: Be careful — or you might be cleaning my boots next. 
Is the tea made yet?— because I must say I could do with a cup. (Sits 
down wearily.) What a night! 

Baxley (irritably ) : We know, we know. 

Mrs. Baxlct: She doesn’t know, does she? (To Elsie) I haven’t 
had such a mght for years. Talked and talked about it all, then 
thought and thought about it all, and then when I did get a bit of 
sleep, I had to dream about policemen, hundreds of policemen. 

Elsie (distressed) : Oh— don’t ! 

Baxley: No. What do you want to start that for, first thing in 
the monung? ® 

Mrs. Baxley: Start what? 
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Baxley: Talking about policemen. 

Mrs. Baxley; Well, they stiU exist, don’t they? And I know I 
shan’t be able to look a policeman in the face. 

Baxley : WeU, why do you want to look a policeman in the foce? 

Mrs. Baxley; Oh — don’t you begin again. You said enou^ last 
night. 

Baxley; Yes, when I could get a word in ed^ways. 

Mrs. Baxley ; It was tw o o’clock when I asked you to stop talking. 
Baxley; Yes, and it wns half-i)ast two when you began again. 
Elsie (svho has gone to door into house and closed it)'. Now listen 
— you’re not to tell anybody. 

Baxley; Not likely! 

Mrs. Baxley {indignantly) : As if we should ! It’s bad enough know- 
ing about it without telling anybody. 

Elsie; But not even mother. Don’t forget. 

Mrs. B.axley: You’re not going to teU me that all this has been 
going on all this time and your mother doesn’t know anything 

about it? 

Elsie : I’m sure she doesn’t know anything about it. 

Mrs. Baxley : Well, I can’t understand why. She’s my ovm sister, 
and she never seemed to me to miss much. And if she doesn’t know, 
she ought to. If your uncle here had been up to any queer game like 

that, rd have known all about it* 

Baxley : You might— and then again you might noL 


Mrs. Baxley; What’s that? 

Baxley : I said you might — and then again you might not. 

Mrs. Baxley; Oh— and what’s your funny game been then? 
Baxley ; I didn’t say there’d been any funny game. I only said— 
if there had been, you might know— and then agam— — 

Mrs. Baxley: I might not. I heard you. WeU, there isnt any 
might about it. I’d have known. And I don’t see how George has 

kent it from Dorothy all this tune. 

Baxlev (»irt gloomy pride): Ah^^’s 

v.T;n| , it ftBin her and fromus and ftom everybody. That whe 

I'^jTse he must have been terribly clever aU Ure 

time. And I never thought he was. 

Buoiy: Ah-rve always had my ovm ideas about h^ 

Mns. Baxley: Well, his being clever was never 

Baxley: Oh. yes, it was. Tve had my suspicions for some time. 
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Mrs. Baxley: That’s news to me. 

Elsie: The kettle! (She hurries into the kitchen.) 

Baxley: He’s got a lot of brains, George has. 

Mrs. Baxley: Oh? 

Baxley: Yes. Some of the things he’s said to me showed that. 
He didn’t bother saying them to you. 

Mrs. Baxley: I see. 

Baxley: Good. 

Mrs. Baxley: Well, it isn’t good. And let me tell you he never 
struck me as being clever. 

Baxley: Yes, but what do you know about it? 

Mrs. Baxley: I know this about it, that he’d have been cleverer 
if he’d kept all this to hims elf. It’s bad enough telling us, but he went 
and told that young fellow of Elsie’s. Is that clever? 

Baxley: Yes, if he wanted to get rid of him. And I believe that’s 
what he was after. 

Mrs. Baxley: Yes, and where’s that young feUow — Harold— now? 
Baxley: In bed, if he’s any sense. 

Mrs, Baxley: You know what I mean. What’s to prevent him 
going to the police and telling them? 

Baxley; We had that out last night. 

Mrs. Baxley: Well, let’s have it out again this morning. 

Baxley: I tell you, he’s got no real evidence, and if he went to 
the police, they’d lau^ at him. Besides, he wouldn’t go. Would you ? 

Mrs. Baxley: Me! Don’t be silly. I don’t want to see a police- 
man for weeks. 

Elsie returns with the teapot, which she places on the table. 
Elsie; I know he likes his tea strong, anyhow. 

Mrs. Baxley (staffing round the pot) : That’s a good thin gs because 

by the time he comes down it’ll have stewed itself as black as ink. 
I like my tea fresh. 

Elsie: You shall have a cup in a minute, auntie. I expect Dad 

will be down soon. And now I know he’s so clever, I wish I didn’t. 

I wish now I hadn’t said he was dull and stupid. I wish he was 
dull and stupid again. 

Baxley: How could he be dull again if he never was? 

Elsie (tSstressed): You know what I fn«.gn 

Mrs. Baxley: Oh, don’t bother with your uncle. He doesn’t know 
what anybody means this morning. 
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Elsie: 1 believe I siartcd it last night by saying this was a dull and 
stupid place where nothing happened. 

Mrs. Baxley: I dare say you did — you and your young man 
between you. 

B.axley: Don’t be so silly. How could they start it when it's been 
going on for years? 

Mrs. Baxley: It was all in the cards. 

Baxley: If it was all in the cards, why didn’t you tell us then? 

Mrs. B.axley: Elsie, didn’t I say your Dad was going to give us 
a big surprise? 

B.axley: Well, what’s the good of telling us we’re going to get a 
big surprise, if you don’t say what the surprise is? 

Mrs. B.axlea': If I knew what it was, it wouldn’t be a surprise. 


would it — cleverhead? 

Elsie: The point is, if I hadn’t started talking like that, last night, 
we shouldn’t have known all about this, and it’s knowing about it 
that's so awTul. I can’t help thinking about it all the time. 


Mrs. Baxley' : Same with me, just the same. 

Elsie: Besides, there’s — Harold. 

Mrs. Baxley: Ah, yes. How’s he going to take it? 

Baxley: You saw how he took it last night. (In loud complacent 

tone.) You’ve got to look at it this way 

Elsie: He’s coming down. 


Mrs. B.axley: Shut up. He’s here. 

They all three of them are instantly expectant, rigid, like soldiers 
a^yaiting a general. ILadfern enters, a bustling genial figure, 
fully dressed except that he is wearing slippers. 

Po^dfern: Good morning. HeUo, what’s all this? Three of you up? 

Baxley (respectfully)'. Good mormng, George. 

Radfern (dryly)'. Good morning, Bernard. I trusl I see you weU. 

And you, Lucy. Morning, Elsie. 

Elsie: Good morning. Dad. . ^ o 

Mrs. {gloomily)-. How did you sleep last mght. feorge . 

RsDfKN {heanilyy. How did I sleep? I slept like a top. I always 

{reproackfulW. I didn't last night. None of us did. 
Radfern: Oh? Well, why have you all got up so earl> . 

• I thought I’d get your breakfast ready. Dad. 
r^eekn: Ve^ kind of you, Elsie, ver>- kind of you. And-er 

(looks quizzically at the other two) 
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Baxley: Well, old man, I thought I’d just look down and see if 
there was anything I could do. Like to make myself useful at times, 
y’know. Knew you were going oflF early. 

Radfern: Aren’t those my boots? 

Baxley (pff-handedly): Yes. Matter of fact I’ve just been giving 
them a bit of a rub. 

Radfern {looking at them): You’ve given them a very good rub, 
Bernard. T hank you. And what about you, Lucy? 

Mrs. Baxley {rather dejiantly): Oh— you needn’t thank me. I 
came down because I couldn’t sleep and I wanted a cup of tea. 

Radfern: Quite right. And have you had a cup of tea? 

Mrs. Baxley: No. 

Radfern: Then give your Aunt Lucy a cup of tea — quick, Elsie. 

As Elsie does this, Radfern sits doHn and looks quizzically 
from one to the other of them. 

Radfern: Well, well, well. My boots. Tea all ready. I call this 
being waited on hand and foot. This is as good as being out East, 
Bernard. 

Baxley: Oh no. I was just saying, George, that a man like you — 
out East — ^would have twenty or thirty servants. 

Radfern: I wouldn’t know what to do with them. 

Elsie: Dad, how do you like your eggs boiling? 

Radfern: I haven’t touched a boiled egg for the last two years, 
Elsie. Don’t agree with me. 

Elsie {self-reproachfuUy): Shows how much I’ve been noticing 
things, doesn’t it? 

Radfern {affectionately, embracing her) : Never mind. 

Elsie: What will you have for breakfast then. Dad? 

Baxley: Want a good breakfast if you’re travelling, George. 
R^fbrn: Oh— I always breakfast on the train. Helps to pass 

tufi tunc* 


Elsie: Oh — but I’ve made the tea. 

Radfern: That’s all right. I’ve time for a cup o 

Mrs. Baxley: Where is it you’re going, George 

I^FERN {cheerfully) : I’m going to Birmingham 
busmess. 


Mrs. Baxley {bitterly): Business! 

RiU)F^: That’s what I said— busmess. 
to Birm ingham for pleasure, do you? 
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Mrs. Baxley instill bitter)'. Yes — but there’s business and business. 

Radfern (genially, but with point): You mean — ^there’s your own 
business — and other people’s business? 

Mrs. Baxley: No, I don’t. 

Elsie (reproachfully): You know what she means. Dad. 

Radfern (echoing Mrs. Baxley): No, I don’t. 

Baxley: The queer work, that’s what she means. 

Elsie: Yes — you know— crook stuff. 

Radfern : Crook stuff! Crook stuff! What a way to talk, especi- 
ally early on Monday morning. Crook stuff. 

Mrs. Baxley: Well, what do you call it then? 

Radfern: Business. Not crook stuff! This comes of going so 
often to the pictures. What would they think if they heard you at 
Ben Machree? 

Elsie (earnestly): But, Dad, you told us last night. 

Radfern: Oh — so 1 told you last night, did I? 

Baxley: You know very well you spilt it all last night, George. 
Can’t get out of it now. We know.* 

Elsie: And I was awake all night thinking about it. And so were 
Uncle Bernard and Aunt Lucy. 


Baxley: No, not all night. 

Mrs. Baxley: Well, you never stopped talking all night. I suppose 
you must have been talking in your sleep. 

Baxley : And I suppose you must have been listening in your sleep. 

Radfern: Just a minute. Here’s a very good rule, if you want to 
have a nice quiet comfortable existence 

Mrs. Baxley (bitterly): Like you, I suppose, George? 

Radfern : Yes, like me. It’s a rule I’ve just invented, but never 
mind about that. Somebody’s got to invent the rules some tunc. 

Baxley: Quite right, old man. 

Radfern : The rule’s this. Never think or talk on Monday mom- 
ing about something that’s been said on Sunday night. 

Elsie (half laughing, half tearful) : Oh, Dad— that’s silly. 

Radfern: No, it isn’t. On Monday morning you must start with 
a clean slate, because you’re beginning a new week. 

Mrs. Baxley (bitterly): Did you say a clean slate? 


Radfern: That 


Baxley (angrilyf. Well, how you can t^ 
after aU the things you told us last night and with the police 
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to maich in here any minute and take us aJl off 

knock outside. She stops and gives a little scream.) 

Wliafs that? 

Radfbrm (aroHy): ITie postman. 

Pf-siB (Ratify): rU go. 

5kc hurries out. Radpern lights his pipe. 

Radfbrn (looking at watch): How’s the time? Oh — I’m all right. 

Begins puttmg on his boots. 

Baxlet: fe there anything I can do for you, George? 

Radiern ( re ^ Kctfidl }^: No, I don’t think so, thank you, Bernard. 
You’ve done fttinn gh. Look at these boots. You mustn’t spoil me 
just because I don’t make an honest living. 

BfiCTR returns with three letters^ two of which she places on the 
uAle. 

Elsie: Two for you. Dad. This is mine. 

Baxlbt: Nothing for os then? 

Mrs. Baxley: Well, what should there be for us? 

Baxley: Oh, 1 dunno. I thought one of the chaps might have 
written. 

Mrs.Baxiey: What chaps? 

Baxley: WeB— the chaps. 

Mrs. Baxley: I heard you. 

Baxley: All right then, if you heard me, shut up. 

Rtaiw opens her letter and reads it eagerly, then gives a slurp 
ay of £muiy. 

Radpern: What is it? 

Elsie (in distress): It’s from Harold. He says he won’t — oh, it’s 
all over. 



Radpern (going to her): Never mind, Elsk. 

Elsie (tearfid): Oh — but you don’t understaikl 

Radiern (softly)', listen, Elsie. Honestly, he’s not worth bother- 
ing about — 

Btsa(teiafid and angry, cutting in): It’s all your fault. You’vcdoni 
iL 


She bursts into tears, pudtes Radfoin away and hurries towards 

doer into house. Before she gets there Mrs. Radpern appears in 
doorway. 

Mss. Radpern (astonished): What’s the matter? 

Elsie (in tears): Everything. 
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Elsie pushes past and goes out. Mrs. Radfern stares after h » 
for a moment, then stares at the other three. 

Mrs. Radfern: Now will anybody tell me what’s happening in 
this house? Elsie up early. You two up. Elsie crying. What in the 
name of wonder is it aU about? 

Radfern : Leave Elsie alone, mother. It’s that blathering, weak- 
kneed, spineless young man of hers, Harold. 

Mrs. Radfern: What’s he done? 

Radfern: She’s just had a letter from him. They’ve bad some 
sort of quarrel. And he’s just broken it off. 

Mrs. Radfern: So that’s it. I’d like to say something to that 
young man. Doesn’t know his own mind. 

Baxley: Hasn’t got one. Spotted it in a minute. 

Mrs. Radfern: "What does he want to make her miserable like 
that for? Who’s he — I’d like to know — ^to be going on shilly-shallying 
and quarrelling 

Radfern: He’s not worth it. 


Baxley: Of course he isn’t. I could have told you that. 

Mrs. Baxley: Pity you don’t tell us all the things you know. 
Radfern: Listen, mother. Don’t say anything to her. Leave her 
alone. 

Mrs. Radfern: Well, that’s all right, but I don’t want her crying 
her eyes out all day 

Radfern: Couldn’t you take her out, for the day. Down into 


town — shopping — or something ? 

Mrs. Radfern: I don’t see how I cein to-day. Dad. I’ve a lot to 


do, and I promised Mrs. Repington I’d go 


to the servants’ registry 


for her this morning. 


Radfern : Well, you’re not doing anything this morning, are you. 


Lucy? 

Mrs. Baxley {bitterly) : No, just enjoying myself, that’s all. 

Radfern: Well, enjoy yourself a bit more, and you and Bernard 
take Elsie into the West End. Look at the shops. Go to the pictures. 

Mrs. Baxley: And see one of these crook films, I suppose? 

Radfern {heartily) : That’s it. Find a good crook film. Be a nice 
change after this duU suburb. Here. {Takes two pound notes out of 
his pocket book.) Take these and help her to spend them. 

Mrs. Baxley {taking the notes but looking at them dubiously) : All 

right — I suppose . . . ? 

Radfern: Go on — they won’t bite you. 


[ 38 ] 



ACT U 


SCEKt I 


LABURNUM GROVE 

Mrs. Radfern: But it’s too much. Dad. 

Radfern: Oh — ^let her spend it. 

Mrs. Baxley {bitterly): Plenty more where these come from, I 

expect. 

Mrs. Radfern: Well, that’s a nice way to talk, Lucy. 

Mrs. Baxley {grimly): I beg your pardon. 

Mrs. Radfern: You’ll go and make Elsie worse. I’m sure she 
doesn’t know the value of money as it is. The way she talks some- 
times, you’d think all you have to do is to pick money up in parcels. 

Mrs. Baxley {grimly) : Indeed ! 

Radfern: Good idea that. Money in parcels. What do you say, 
Bernard? 

'Oaslev {embarrassed): Er — yts — quite. {Laughs falsely.) 
Radfern: Better than looking rotmd, eh? Wish I knew where to 
pick some up. 

Mrs. Baxley: You ought to try Birmingham. 

Radfern: I think I will. Time to be off too. IT anybody wants 
me, you can say I’ll be back about eight. Joe Fletten may call round. 
If he does, ask him to wait. 

Mrs. Radfern: What, Joe Fletten again! He’ll never be out of 
the house soon. 

Mrs. Baxley: No, these greenhouses do seem to give a lot of 
trouble, don’t they? 

Radfern: You’re right, Lucy, they do. Well, have a good day. 
And keep Elsie quiet. Must go and earn an honest penny now. 

Mrs. Baxley {in a deep disapproving tone): A what? 

Radfern: I said an honest penny. Bye-bye. 

Gives Baxley and Mrs. Baxley a quizzical grin, kisses Mrs. 

Radfern and then briskly departs. 

Mrs. Radfern: I don’t know what brought you down so early this 

morning, Lucy, but you seem to have got out of the wrong side of the 
bed. 

Mrs. Baxley {bristling): Oh — and why? 

Baxley: You know why, Lucy. 

Mrs. Baxley {severely): And you be quiet. {To Mrs. Radfern) 
May I ask what’s the matter with you? 

Mrs. Radfern: Well, George gives you two pounds to take Elsie 

out with— and if you ask me, it’s a lot too much— and then you go 

and stare at him and at the money, without a word of thanks as if— 
as if 
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Mrs. Baxley: As if what? 

Mrs. Radfern : I don’t know. As if he’d stolen it or someOimg 
instead of having worked hard for years for it. 

Mrs. Baxley: I suppose he has worked hard for years for it? 

Mrs. Radfern {indignantly): Of course he has. I’ve told you so 
many times. 

Mrs. Baxley: Yes, but sometimes I think he looks a bit too 
pleased with himself to be a man who’s worked hard for years. 

Mrs. Radfern : Indeed ! But you see some men don’t mind work- 
ing hard. 

Mrs. Baxley: That’s one at you, Bernard. I’ll leave you with it. 

She makes a move. 

Mrs. Radfern: You can first explain what’s the matter with you. 

Mrs. Baxley (with cold dignity) : Perhaps I can get into the bath- 
room now. 

She stalks out. 

Mrs. Radfern: Now what is the matter with her? She’s very 
queer this morning. 

Baxley {uneasily): Oh — she didn’t sleep so well last night. 

Mrs. Radfern {significantly): Perhaps she could do with a change. 

Baxley : Oh — no. Bit too much noise perhaps and not enough air. 

Mrs. Radfern {with hostility): There’s plenty of air in this house. 

Baxley {hastily) : Yes, but it all depends on what you’re used to. 
Now when we were out in Singapore 

Mrs. Radfern {coldly): Just a minute, Bernard. You had a great 
time in Singapore, didn’t you? 

Baxley: Oh — yea, a great time, a great time. 

Mrs. Radfern : Well, there’s one thing you seem to forget about 
Singapore. 

Baxley: Oh no, never forget anything about Singapore. 

Mrs. Radfern : No, there’s one thing you forget about it. 

Baxley: What’s that? 

Mrs. Radfern : You forget that it’s still there, waiting for you. 

She marches towards kitchen. 

Baxley {puzzled): Eh? 

By the time it dawns on him, she has disappeared into the kitchen, 
and the curtain is rapidly falling. 



Scene II 


Scene: Same as Act One. Time: Late afternoon. 

When the curtain rises, the room is empty. On the centre table there is 
a book, "'The Great Bank Mystery", and a work basket. Mrs. 
Radfern enters and begins looking in the work basket for things, 
finally produces some work and sits down with it. The front door 
bell rings, and she goes out to open the door, and the sound of her 
voice and her visitor's can be heard a moment later. She returns, 
followed by Inspector Stack, a plain-clothes officer, a smart-look- 
ing fellow about forty with an assured authoritative manner. NIrs, 
R^FErn likes the look of him. 

Stack: Only for the day, eh? 

Mrs. Radfern: Yes. Won’t you sit down? 

Stack: Thank you. 

They both sit. 

Mrs. Radfern {chattily): Yes, he’s gone to Binningham on busi- 
ness, just for the day. He often goes there. 

Stack: I see. Do you happen to know what time he’ll be back 
to-night ? 

Mrs. Radfern: He said about eight o’clock. 

Stack: Then if I called some time after eight. I’d catch him in. 

Mrs. Radfern: Sure to. I don’t think he’ll be going out again. 
It’ll be either the greenhouse or the wireless for him to-night. 

Stack {respectfully): Very wise of him too, Mrs. Radfern. 1 wish 
they’d let me have more nice quiet evenings at home like that. 

Mrs. Radfern {enjoying the little chat): Oh — my husband’s always 
been quite a home bird, you know. His business takes him out, of 
course, and sometimes away too, but the minute he’s back, all he 

wants are his slippers and his pipe, and a book or his greenhouse or 
the wireless. 

Stack: Let me see, he’s in the paper trade, isn’t he? 

Mrs. Radfern; Yes, the wholesale paper trade, not newspapers, 

you know, but paper for printing and writing on, and chiefly very 
fine-quality papers. 

Stack {blandly): Good enough for— what shall we say?— bank 
notes, eh? 

Mrs. Radfern: I dare say, but I don’t know exactly. But I do 
know it’s wholesale paper he’s in, and always has been. 

[41 ] 



THE PLAYS OF J. B. PRIESTLEY 

Stack: Got an office and a warehoiise somewhere in the city, 1 
suppose? 

Mrs. Radfern: Oh yes. It’s just off Cloth Fair, you know, by 
Smithfield. I remember the only time I went there, it was a very warm 
day and you could smell the meat in Smithfield Market — ^horrid it was. 

Stack: I know. Never cared for that smell myself. Puts you off 
your beefsteaks. And he’s been able to keep going all right, through 
all these bad times? 

Mrs, Radfern: Yes, I’m sure we can’t grumble. He got a bit 
down four or five years ago — ^lUce a lot of other people, you know — 
no fault of theirs at all 

Stack {sympatheticallyy. Quite. Just the hard times. 

Mrs. Radfern: That’s it. But, however, he’s picked up again 
wonderfully since then. I’m sure we can’t grumble at all. 

Stack: And I’m sure you don’t grumble, Mrs. Radfern. 

Mrs. Radfern: Why do you say that? 

Stack (smiling politely)-. Well, you don’t look the grumbling sort. 

Mrs. Radfern (pleased)-. Oh, I’ve always beh'eved in making the 
best of everything. We’re only on this earth once, I always say, and 
so we’d better make the best of it. (With more energy ^ though not at 
all rudely) Though why I’m talking like this to a complete stranger, 

I really don’t know. Let me see, you didn’t give me your name, 
did you? 

Stack: No. I’m sorry. Here’s my card. (Hands it over.) 

Mrs. Radfern (reading)-. Detective-Inspector Stack, Criminal 
Investigation Department, New Scotland Yard. Good gracious! Are 
you from Scotland Yard? A detective? 

Puts card down in prominent place on the table. 

Stack (smiling): I am. Do I look like one? 

Mrs. Radfern: I’m sure I don’t know. I’ve never seen anybody 
from Scotland Yard before. You certainly don’t look like a policeman. 

Stack: Well, that’s something to be thankful for. 

Mrs. Radfern: But what do you want with my husband? 

Stack (smoothly): I’m only making a few enquiri^, 

Radfem’s name was given to me as one of the people who might Ite 

able to give me a little information. I’m sorry to disappomt you, bm 
it’s nothing sensational. Nobody murdered. No jewels stolen. Just 

one of those dull routine commercial cases. 

Mrs. Radfern: WeU, I’m sure if my husband^ 
he will. And it’U amuse him meeting somebody from Scotland Yard. 
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because he’s very fond of reading these detective stories. He's just 
made me read one with him. 

Stack; Well, I imderstand Mr. Radfem had some dealings wah 
one of the firms in question, some years ago, so I thought he might 
be able to give me a little information. .And then he gets up and dou n 
a good deal, I think, doesn’t he ? 

Mrs. Radfern: Yes, he has to get about. 

Stack: Birmingham, for instance. Of course, that’s not very far, 
is it? 

Mrs. Radfern: No, but that’s about the nearest place. Some- 
times he goes to Liverpool. And Newcastle. 

Stack: And up into Scotland, I expect? 

Mrs. Radfern: Yes, he has to go to Glasgow quite a lot. 

Stack: Has he really? Still that’s not so troublesome as having to 
go abroad, after all. 

Mrs. Radfern: Oh — he has to do that sometimes, too. 

Stack: Yes? Well, I’m not surprised. I used to have a friend in 
the same line of business and he used to have to go quite often to 
Amsterdam and Brussels. 

Mrs. Radfern: That’s just where my husband has to go some- 
times. Amsterdam and Brussels. He probably knows this friend of 
yours. 

Stack; I wouldn’t be surprised if he did. 

Mrs. Radfern: You must ask him, if you’re calling in to-night. 

Stack: I will. (Rising.) I won’t detain you any longer, Mrs. 
Radfem. I’ll look in again to-night, if Mr. Radfem won’t mind having 
a private little chat with me. 

Mrs. Radfern: I’m sure he won’t. (Noise of people entering house.) 
Just a minute, that’s my daughter and my sister and her husband 
coming bacL Do just let me introduce you because they’ll be terribls 
interested in meeting a detective from Scotland Yard. 

Stack nods, smiling, and stands half facing door. Elsie, 
Baxley and Mrs. Baxley enter, carrying some small parcels. 
They stare at Stack but Mrs. Radfern begins before they have 
a chance to speak. 

(Playfully) Now you three. I’ll bet you anything you’ll never gues^ 
who this is. 

All three look enquiringly at Stack, 

Mrs. Baxley (gloomily): Nobody I know. 

Baxley (hopefully): The face is familiar. 
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Well, this is Detective 


Elsie; No, I can’t guess. 

Mrs. Radfern {pleased with hen 
Inspector Stack from Scotland Yard. 

Elsie, Baxley and Mrs. Baxley instantly look the picture of 
dismay, alarm and horror. Elsie jttst stifles a littk scream. 
BAXLEY'syavv drops. Mrs. Baxley’s eyes nearly pop out of her head. 

You needn’t look like that. If he’d come to lock you all up, you 
couldn’t look worse. {To Stack) I’m sorry. If they’ve all been up 
to something, I don’t know what it is. 

Stack; Oh, that’s nothing. We get used to people looking at us 
like that. Well, I’ll call again to-night to see Mr. Radfem. Good 
afternoon. 

Moves to the door, and Mrs. Radfern follows, to let him out. 

The other three, dumb with terror, simply stand watching them. 

Mrs. Radfern returns at once. 

Mrs. Radfern: Well, I must say you’re a fine lot. It’s a wonder 
he didn’t t hink you were a lot of crooks or something. Such a nice 
man, I thought, too. Superior, and very gentlemanly manners, I’m 
sure. What’s the matter? 

Elsie : Mother, was he really from Scotland Yard and wanting to 
see Dad? 

Mrs. Radfern: Of course. 

Baxley: My God! Here, Lucy, we’re packing. 

Mrs. Radfern: What do you mean you’re packing? What’s the 
matter? 

Mrs. Baxley: Arresting and prison and penal servitude’s the 
matter. 

Elsie {ready to break down): Oh- — mother! 

Baxley {moving towards door): Come on, Lucy. We re getting oui 
of this — sharp. 


Mrs. Radfern {taking a place in front of door and blocking the way): 
Oh no, you’re not, Bernard, not until you’ve told me what’s wrong. 

What have you done? 

Baxley {indignantly): Me! I’ve done nothing. 

Mrs. Baxley: No, don’t start trying to blame it on to us now. 

Mrs. Radfern: Blame what on to you? 

Mrs. Baxley: Better ask Elsie. This isn’t any place for us. 

Mrs. Radfern: WeU, it’s going to be until you teU me what it is 

you’re all frightened of. 

Elsie; Oh — mother — ^it’s Dad. 
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Mrs. Radfern: Dad! 

Mrs. Baxley {bitterly): Yes, Dad, your precious quiet respectable 
George with his honest pennies. 

Elsie: It’s true, mother. He told us himself, last night. 

Mrs. Radfern {exasperated): Told you what, you stupid? 

Mrs. Baxley: Told us he was a crook. 

Baxley: And been one for years. 

Mrs. Baxley; Every penny dishonest. 

Baxley: Working with a big gang, all the detectives after them. 

Mrs. Baxley: And proud of it, glories in it. 

Baxley: And he’ll get years and years, penal servitude. 

Elsie {tearfully): Oh — ^mother, it’s true. 

Mrs. Radfern {loudly): Stop, stop! {They are quiet, so she con- 
tinues quietly): Now what is it you’re all trying to teU me? What did 
Dad say to you last night? 

Baxley: You’d better get Elsie to tell you. We’re going to pack. 

Mrs. Radfern: No, you’re not. Nobody’s leaving this room 
until I understand exactly what all this is about. Now who’s going 
to tell me? 

Mrs. Baxley: Go on, Elsie. You tell her. 

Elsie : Last night, just before you came back. Dad told us that he 
hadn’t been in the paper business for years, but that he’d been a crook. 

Mrs. Radfern: He told you and Lucy and Bernard here 

Elsie: And Harold. 

Mrs. Radfern: Oh, he told Harold too, did he? 

Elsie: Yes. And he said he’d been a sort of crook for years, and 
that he worked for a big international gang 

Baxley: That started in America. 

Mrs. Radfern: I see. That started in America. Go on. 

Elsie : And that they swindled banks, in America, and here in and 
France and all over. 

Baxley: Counterfeiting notes and forging bonds. 

Mrs. Baxley : All sorts of dangerous dirty tricks. 

Elsie: And that the detectives had been trying for years to track 
down this gang but they couldn’t manage it, but if he was caught, 
he’d get years and years of prison. 

Baxley; And so he would too. 

Mrs. Radfern: And that’s what he told all the four of you, is it? 

Elsie: Yes— and mother, it’s true. And that’s why he has to keep 
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going to various places, up and down the country, and abroad. And 

that’s why Mr. Fletten conies here such a lot, bemuse he’s workkig 

for this gang too, and he doesn’t really know anything about green- 
houses — that’s 

Baxley: Just a blind, just a blind. He’s taken everybody in up to 
now, but this time he’s for it. 

Mrs. Radferj'i: And he asked you not to tell me? 

Mrs. Baxley: Yes. Said you didn’t know, and weren’t to know 
though I must say how he’s kept it from you all this time beats me! 

Mrs. Radfern: Oh — that’s quite simple. 

Mrs. Baxley: Is it? 

Mrs. Radfern ; Certainly it is. I can explain in three seconds why 
he’s never told me and yet told you aU about it last night. 

Baxley: Why? 

Mrs. Radfern: Because he knew very well that you were four 
silly fools who’d believe any nonsense he told them, and he knew 
very well he couldn’t come out with that silly stuff in front of me. 
Can’t you see he was simply having a game with you? And serve 
you right too. Just because he likes* to be quiet when he’s at home, 
you’ve got it into your heads that he’s a dull old stick. I’ve heard you 
say as much, Elsie. And you two are as bad. And as for your Harold, 
I know what Dad was trying to do to him — just scaring him away. 
{To Elsie.) And is that why you had that letter from him this morn- 
ing, breaking it off, and why you cried your eyes out? 

Elsie: Yes of course. 

Mrs. Radfern: And why you were all so queer and said you 
hadn’t slept last night? 

Mrs. Baxley {with dignity): Naturally. 

Mrs. Radfern : And why you all got up so early this morning? 

Baxley: That’s it. 

Mrs. Radfern: Then you’re all sillier than I ever thought you 
were. 


Elsie: But mother, it’s true. 

Mrs. Radfern : Of course it isn’t true. Not a word of truth in it. 
Do you think I wouldn’t have Imown? How you could ever have 

thought it was true, I can’t imagine. 

Baxley: It’s all right talking like that 

Mrs Radfern : And now I suppose you thought that Inspector 
had come to arrest him. If you want to know, that Inspector was only 
making some enquiries about a commercial case 
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Baxley: That’s what he says. 

Mrs. Radfern: Oh— have some sense, Bernard, even if you have 
been to Singapore. Do you think I’d be calmly talking about it like 
this if I thought for a minute Dad had ever done anything wrong? 

Mrs. Baxley: Well, you don’t know he hasn’t. 

Baxley: We heard him last night, remember — not you. 

Mrs. Radfern: I know that story he told you last night was all 
nonsense, just made up to tease you and frighten you. 

Elsie (hopefully): Oh mother, do you think it was? 

Mrs. Radfern: I tell you, I know it was. 

Baxley; But you can’t prove it. 

Mrs. Radfern (triumphantly): I can. (She goes to table and picks 
up the book there^ You see this book. It’s called The Great Bank 
Mystery. I’ve just read it, and Dad’s just read it. And if you want 
to know all the rest of that story about the international gang of bank 
swindlers and bond forgers that started in America, you’ll find it in 
this book. 

Baxley (sitting down and mopping forehead): Well, I’ll be damned ! 

Elsie (joyfully): Mother! (Hugs her.) 

Mrs. Baxley (grumbling): Well, that’s a nice trick, frightening 
people with a lot of siUy stuff out of a detective tale! 

Baxley: Yes, it’s a bit thick. 

Mrs. Baxley (indignantly): It’s a lot thick. 

Mrs. Radfern (suddenly beginning to laugh): Dad’s a monkey 

Mrs. Baxley: And I call it a foul monkey trick, too. I’ve had an 
awful day. Every time I’ve set eyes on a policeman I’ve shivered, and 
when I found that detective here my heart stopped and my blood 
went cold. I might easily be ill after this. 

Baxley: Well, I must say it’s not my idea of a joke. 

Mrs. Radfern (still laughing): Evidently not, Bernard. But it 
seems to be George’s. And very well he did it too, though he’ll hear 
something from me about it when he comes back. 


Elsie (happily): Oh, I don’t care now. Everything’s different. It’s 

been awful. 1 11 never say anybody’s dull again — never, never, never. 

I don’t care how dull they are. It’s all nice and safe and sensible again 
now. Lovely. 

She hurries out. 


Mrs. Radfern: Well, she’s feeling 
of George to frighten her like that. 1 
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Mrs. Baxley; And what about us, DoftMhyT WcNa*l 
frightened, too? 

Baxl£Y: I've been worried to death about Georpe «v«r 
told us that story. 

Mrs. Haxlfy: So have 1. And I do think. Dorothy, tK^t 
owes us some consideration after this silly trick he's i^yed oa na. 

Mrs. Radfbrn: You do, eh? 

Mrs. Baxley: Yes, I do. He’s not been as pleasant as he 
have been these last few days, and I hope he'll realise now tlf* the 
least thing he can do is to help Bernard to buy that link 
we’ve talked about. 

Baxley: Well, seeing you've mentioned it, Lucy, I might 
say that's what I feel too. He’s had his fun 

Mrs. Radfern (very quietly): And now he must pay fo 
that it? 

Baxley: Oh — you can’t put it like that. But you know oar poaH 
tion, Dorothy. If George can let me have a temporary loan of a few 
hundreds and we can stay on here until the deal goes through 

Mrs. Baxley : I don’t think you can object to that, Dorotlqr. And 
you can teU him how much he’s upset me with that silly joke of his 

Mrs. Radfern (quietly, but decisively): Just a minute. I want to 
understand you properly. You both feel that, after this, I ought to 
persuade George to let you have the money and I also ou^ to ask 
you to stay on until you’ve bought the business you’re after. Is 

that it? 

Baxley: Yes, that’s it. 

Mrs. Radfern : Well, Lucy— and Bernard— I’m going to xOk you 
straight what I think about it. I think— you’re both the linriL And 
I see now that Dad was right about you and I was wrong. 

Mrs. Baxley: What do you mean? 

Mrs. Radfern: I mean that he was right in not wanting to put 

up with you any longer. You’re my relations, not his. You’ve tato 

advantage of his good-nature, and so have I, throu^ yotL You^ 
stayed here and borrowed money from him too oft^ Hed ^ 
enough of it when he told you that story last night. And now I've 

had enough of it too. 

Baxley : But here, half a minute, what have we done? 

Mrs. Radfern: You’ve shown me quite plai^y 
care tuppence about him, and that you’re only 

J^uble and might L arrested, what did you do? AU you thcrnght 

[48 ] 


ACT n 


SCENE II 


LABURNUM GROVE 

about was yourselves. You wanted to pack up and go at once. I 
had to stop you going out of that door. Well, now I m not stopping 
you. You can pack and go as soon as you like. 

Mrs. Baxley and Baxley look at one another. Elsie enters, 
and looks enquiringly from one to the other of them. 

Mrs. Baxley: That’s a nice thing to say to a sister, isn’t it? 

Mrs. Radfern: No, it isn’t, but that’s how I feel, Lucy. 

Baxley: More shame to you. Come on, Lucy. We’ll pack. 1 m 
not staying where I’m not wanted. {Goes to door, Mrs. Baxley 
following. Then, turning at door.) I’d laugh now if the old boy really 
was a wrong ’un all the time. 

Mrs. Radfern: Well, you’ll have to find something else to laugh 
at, Bernard. 

Mrs. Baxley {bitterly, at door)'. That oughtn’t to be difllcult — here. 
They go out. 

Elsie: Are they going? 

Mrs. Radfern: Yes. I told them to. They’ve been sponging on 
Dad long enough and they’re not going to get anything else out of 
him. Wanted to bolt as soon as they thought he was in trouble. {As 
Eisir goes to telephone) What are you going to do ? 

Elsie: I’m going to teU Harold it was all Dad’s nonsense. At least 
I’m going to ask him to come here, so that I can tell him. 

Mrs. Radfern: He broke it off, didn’t he, after what he heard last 
night? 

Elsie: Yes. 

Mrs. Radfern: Another one that was found out. 

Elsie: Well, mother, you can’t blame him for not wanting to be 
engaged to the daughter of a crook. 

Mrs. Radfern {sharply, derisively): Can’t you? 

Elsie {doing her best): No, of course you can’t. 

Mrs. Radfern: Can't you? 

Elsie {confusedly): No. Yes — ^I suppose you can. 

Mrs. Radfern: Of course you can blame him. He ought to have 
been ready to stick to you, whatever your father turned out to be. 
And you know it. I can see Dad’s right about your Harold. He’s a 
weak-kneed, shufiiing boy — just out for what he can safely get. 

Elsie: You’ve no right to say that, mother. I don’t blame Harold 

really for breaking it off. And anyhow he deserves another chance. 
I’ll tell him it was all a joke. 

Mrs. Radfern: If you do. I’ll be ashamed of you. 
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Elsie; What for? 

Mrs. Radfern: W'ell, where’s your pride? 

Elsie: I don’t see where my pride comes in. After all, it hoj a joke. 

Mrs. R„\dfern: This is where your pride comes in, or ought to 
come in. He’s proved already that he's not suflSciently fond of you 
to marr>' you whatever your father is. 

Elsie (hurt by this): Don’t — mother. 

Mrs. Radfern: .And now you want to tell him it’s all right. If it 
v^us me, I wouldn't have him on those terms. You get him up here — 
give him a last chance if you like — but don’t tell him that last m'ght 
was a joke. Let him think it’s still serious and then ask him if he still 
wants to break off the engagement finally. That'll be a fair test. 

Elsie : .All right, mother. I'll do that. (Begins dialling at telephone.) 
I'll simply ask him to come and see me, and then when he comes, I 
won’t say a word about last m'ght’s business not being true. Hello, 
I want Mr. Harold Russ. 

Mrs. R.A.DFERN (moving to kitchen): And I want a cup of tea. 

Quick Curtain 
Ent> OF Act Two 
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Scene; Scone as Act Two. 

The book and the Inspector’s card are still prominent on the table in 
centre. In front not far from the door into the home is a fairly 
large suitcase, with a hat and raincoat on top of it. Baxley is dis- 
covered poking about the room, looking for something. He is out 
of temper, though not furiomly angry. 

Baxley {going to door into home and calling ) : I say, Lucy. Lucy, 
[s my cigarette case up there? {Pomes, listening to reply.) It isn’t. I’ve 
fust looked for it. Oh, all right. 

Gives a final glance round the room, but can't see it. Then goes 
over to his raincoat and carefully searches pockets. He finds the 
case in one of them, opens it and discovers that it is empty. He 
goes to the sideboard, finds a box of cigarettes there and — after 
one glance over his shoulder— fills his case from the box, finally 
lighting one. Then he puts the case in his pocket, and replaces the 
raincoat on the suitcase. As he does this, the front door bell rings. 

He hesitates a moment, then goes out, re-entering a moment later, 
followed by Harold. 

Harold: Isn’t Elsie in? 

Bajoey: Yes, she’ll be down in a minute. She’s helping my wife 
o finish her packing. 

Harold: What? You oflF? 


Baxiey: Yes. Night train to Scotland— Dundee. Got a brother 
here. Nothing for me down here, you know. 

Harold {sceptically): No? 

Baxley: Oh no. Not the right sort of opening. They tried to 
ersuade me to take an agency for business supplies— exclusive 
gency too-chap called Simpson— I said ‘What’s the good of busi- 
es supplies, when business itself is so bad?’ That stumped him 
4md you. there’s an opening there-in a smaU way. Might suit a 
omgster Me yourself. But no good to me. So I’m on the move. 

Id man, bit of a roamer. 


Harold {sceptical): Sez y 

Baxley: What’s the sez yi 

Harold; No, but you’re i 
It so suddenly just because 
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Lan, but still I don’t know wbat 



be here? — Oh — you mean 


Baxlby: Oh? 

Harold ; No, I know why you’re going, and I don’t htonm 

Baxlby : Very good of you, old i 
you’re talking about. 

Harold : And I think if I’d any sense, I wouldn’t be here either. 

Baxley : Of course you wouldn’t. Marriage is a mug’s game, y 
can take it from me. 

Harold: I’m not talking about 

Baxley: Then why shouldn’t 
because of what he told us last night? 

Harold: Yes, of course. 

Baxley: And you still believe that? 

Harold: Yes, don’t you? 

Baxley: Of course not. All a joke. Bit of leg-pulling, that’s alL 
We’re always pulling one another’s legs here, you know. Sometimes 
I pull his leg, sometimes he pulls mme. Last night it was his turn. 

Harold: It was his turn all right. 

Baxley: And he’s taken you in all this time. Well, you surprise 
me. I thought you were smart. In the second-hand car trade, too. 

Harold: Was it a joke? 

Baxley: Yes. All rot. Out of a book. There’s the book. 
Harold: Look here, are you sure? 

Baxley: Well, I know a book when I see one. 

Harold: Yes, but I mean — are you sure it did come firom that 
book and it was a joke? 

Baxley: I keep telling you, don’t I? If you don’t want to beBeve 
me, don’t. It doesn’t matter to me. 

Harold: Oh well, I do believe you. Does Elsie know? 

Baxley: Yes. She knows. 

Harold: I suppose she’s asked me to come so that she can tcB 
B, though she could have done that on the telephone. 

Baxley {looking curming): Perhaps she isn’t going to tell you. 
Harold: Of course she’s going to tell me. Why shouldn’t she? 

Baxley: She might be going to try you out. . 

Harold: Try me out? Oh— I see. pretend it wasn’t a joke. Keep 

the old man’s game up for him, eh? 

Baxley: It’s a possibility, isn’t it? 

Harold: Ym. Look here, don’t teU ter you’ve told me ttet it 
wnB all a Joke. 
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Baxlby: I won’t tell her. I hope it works— witn ner ana ner wiuci 
too. Serve ’em right. 

Harold: What do you mean — serve them ri^t? Do you mean 
rd serve right, because if you do, you’re being very insultmg. 

R ayth v Then that isn’t what I mean. (Looks at his watch.) Time s 
going on. (Goes to door and shouts outsit.) I say, it’s time we were 
ofiF. . . . Well, come on, then. Oh, all ri^t. 

He goes out, and after a moment, Elsie enters. 

Elsie: Hello, Harold. 

Harold: Hello, Elsie. You see, I came as soon as I could. 

He tries to kiss her, but she fends him off. 

Elsie: No, I want to talk first. 

Harold : Oh, all right. Well, let’s talk then. 

Elsie: Wait a minute. My uncle and aunt are just going. 

Enter Mrs. Baxley, dressed for travelling and carrying a small 
case. 

Mrs. Baxley: Oh— you’re here again, are you? 

Harold: Yes — do you mind? 

Mrs. Baxley: It doesn’t matter to me who’s here, though I know 
one who won’t be here again for a long time — not if some people beg 
on their bended knees— and that’s me. 

Elsie: Must you go now. Aunt Lucy? 

hfes. Baxley: Your Uncle Bernard says so, if we’re going to get 
that train. 

Elsie: You won’t wait to say good-bye to mother? She’ll be back 
in a minute. 

Mrs. Baxley: No, thank you. If I could wait, I wouldn’t. But 
you can give her one message from me. 

Elsie: What’s that? 

Mrs. Baxley: Just remind her, firom me, tha t there’s no smoke 
wkhout fire. That’s alL No smoke without fire. 

Enter Baxley, carrying another bag. 

Mrs. Baxley: Here you are then. I’m all ready. 

Baxley: What about a taxi? 

Nte. Baxley: We’re not having any taxis. We can go to the 
station by Tube, can’t we? 

Baxley: Yes, but what about from here to the Tube? 

Mrs. Baxley: We can walk that 

Baxley: Yes, but what about these bags? 
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Haroio (mo/k'kwtt/v): It't ten nunutcs* wmlk. 
Mrs. BAXunr; Ten minutes’ walk won’t kill tm. 


Baxicy; it won’t kill you but it will kiB ok, carryiaf 
( Trifi them.) This ci>incs of giving the old coun t ry a chm 
ing hags. It’t a giM-td job some of the chap* I knew oM 



see me now. 


Mrs. Baxijky (cohSy): What chaps? 

Baxi ey! Welt- the chapa — you know — out East. 

Mrs. Baxicy: Anybody would think you’d been Eauparor of 
China to hear you talk. Wliat chaps? 

BAXifY (shoutint): Never mind what chap*. I don’t like carrying 
these damned bags. So there. 

Mrs. Baxi£y: Well, you’ll have to put up with it for once. Good- 
bye. Elsie. (Aisser her per/wtetorUy.) And just try and be seaaihle, 
though that won’t always be easy in this house. (To Harold.) 

Good-bye. 

Harold: Good-bye. 

Mrs. Baxley (rery grimly): Pleased to have met you. Come on, 
Bernard. 


She stalks out. 

Baxley (grappling **ith bags): Ten minutes walk! Its murdA 
I’ve known stronger chaps than me strain their hearts doing silly 

things like this. 

Elsie: Never mind, uncle. you’U be able to have a good rwt m 
the train. 

Baxley (grumbling): Good rest! It’t a stopping tram to Dundee, 
ril be able to take root. Well, good-bye. 

Harold: Good-bye. 


Elsie: Good-bye, uncle. 

Baxley: Good-bye, Elsie. (Groans.) Good-byc- 
Coer o«/. follow by Eleie, hY/A 

door. You hear the outer door banged to, then Elsb rmrw 

Harold: They’re clearing off suddenly, aren’t they? 

Fi w • Yes, as soon as they thought we were in trouble, they wa 
to pack up and go. and that made mother angry 

Harold (puzzled): In trouble? You mean, becaum of what 

father told us last night? „ 

bLSiB. L»n . |-j_j (iiey wanted to go at < 

body was coming here to arrest Uad. j 
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So then mother told them to go. She doesn’t like people who leave 
you in the lurch, and {meaningly) I don’t either. 

Harold: But wait a minute. There isn’t anybody coming here to 
arrest your father? 

F.r.sTP {watching him): Perhaps. 

Harold {watching her, with faint smile): Well — I don’t care. 

Elsie {eagerly) : Harold — do you mean that ? 

Harold {whose tone must suggest insincerity): Yes, I do. I really 
came to tell you how sorry I was — and am — about the way I 
went off last night and the letter I wrote to you. You see — I hadn’t 
time to think . The whole thing completely took me by surprise. 

Elsie: You hadn’t time to think about — what? 

Harold: About you. And me. When all that stuff came out, last 
night, all I felt — as any honest man would — was that I must keep 
out of this. And for the moment — well — I suppose I mixed you up 
in it. I realise now that’s where I was wrong. It’s got nothing to do 
with us what your father is and does. 

Elsie: Do you really mean that, Harold? 

Harold {uneasily): Yes, Elsie. 

Elsie {gravely) : Are you sure ? 

'Rarou) {still uneasy): Well — yes. 

Elsie: Think of the disgrace, though, if Dad is found out. 

Harold {with mock nobility): Never mind. We’ll stick it. {Then 
hesitating.) And, after all, your father was exaggerating it, wasn’t he? 
Elsie: Was he? 

Harold: You know he was. I should think he’s rather a leg- 
puller, anyhow, isn’t he? 

Elsie {solemnly): Oh no. Dad isn’t. That’s not like him at all, 
Now, Uncle Bernard— you know, the one who wns here just now— 
he’d say anything for tuppence. You can’t believe a word he says. 
Harold {laieasily) : Can’t you ? 

Elsie: Good Lord, no! He’s an awful mischief-maker and a Uar 
I hope he hasn’t said anything to you. 

Harold: Er — ^no — of course not. 

Elsie {watching him) : That’s all right then, because you simply can’t 
beheve him. Dad’s quite different. 

Harold: Look here — don’t quite understand this. 

{who is now standing in front of the centre table)- Well it 
doesn t matter, does it? After aU, the important thing is-os. ’ 

Harold: Oh yes — of course. 
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Elsie: That's aU that matters, isn’t it? 

Harold {approaching her)'. Yes. 

Elsie {edging away): No, I’m not going to kiss you — just yet. 
Harold {moving): Oh — come on, Elsie. 

Elsie; You must remember, Harold, you upset me terribly — ^run- 
ning away like that last ni^t and then writing me that letter. I haven’t 
got over it yet. 

Harold; Well, I’ve told you it’s all right now. 

Fi <nF : Yes, it may be for you, but it isn’t for me. I’d given you 
up, you see. And it’ll take me a very long time to get very fond of 
you all over again. 

Harold: No, it won’t. 

Elsie {who now puts the table between them): Yes, it will. Besides, 

I want to talk. And if you’re kissing, you can’t talk seriously. 

Harold: Well, we don’t need to talk seriously. {They are now 
standing, looking at each other across, the table.) I’ve told you, I want 
you and I don’t care now what your father is and does. 

He catches sight of the card on the table and stares at it. 

Elsie; What’s the matter? 

Harold {uneasily): I suppose this is part of the joke, too? 

Elsie {cooHy) : Oh— the card. No, the man left it when he came 
here this afternoon. 

Harold: An Inspector from Scotland Yard? 

Elsie: Yes, he came here this afternoon, to 
coming again to-night. 

Harold: My God! 

Elsie (buicWi* himy. Oh— I was terribly upset at first, but Fve 
got over it now. 

Harold (angrily): Look here, what’s going on here? First, your 
fath« °em us ^ tot stuff about being a er^k. and tha>y°>t ui^te 
telb rn^-s all a joke, and now you say there's somebody eonnng 

from Scotland Yard. . , « 

Elsie: So uncle told you it was all a joke? 

Hakold (sulkily): If you must know-yes. 

Elsie; And you didn’t teU me he told you. You let me think you 
didn’t know. 

Harold. WeU, what does that matter? 

ELSIE : It matters a lot. ^ 

Harold {flinging away, then turning on her). P 
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Is it a joke or isn’t it? And if it is a joke, why did this chap from 
Scotland Yard come here? 

Elsie: You’d better wait and ask him. He’ll be here soon. 

Harold {nervously)'. I’m not going to wait for him, I can tell you 
that. It’s no business of mine. 

Noise outside. 

Ft.str {scornfully): There’s somebody there now. Hadn’t you better 
go while there’s time? 

Enter Radfern and Fletien. 

Radfern {heartily): Hello, Elsie. I found Joe Fletten here waiting 
on the doorstep. Hello, what’s the matter? 

Elsie: I think you’d better go now, Harold. 

Radfern {to Harold, rather grimly): I thought you had gone — 
for good. 

Elsie: So did I, this morning. But I thought I’d give him another 
chance. And now you can tell him. Dad. 

Radfern: Tell him what? 


Elsie: You can teU him what we foimd out from mother this after- 
noon, that what you said last night was all a joke and that Harold 
ran away for nothing. 

Radfern: Oh— you’ve found that out, have you? 

Elsie: Yes, mother showed us the book— it’s this one, isn’t it?— 
you got all that stuff out of. 

Fletien: What stuff? Or is this private and confidential? 

Elsie: No, it isn’t. Dad, last night, pretended he was a crook 

Fletien {humorously shocked): Mr. Radfern, how could you! 

ELsie: .^d told us a lot of stuff he got out of this book. We all 

beh'eved him at the time, and Harold here sdll thinks it’s true and 
wants to run away. 

Fletien {severely to Harold): Do you mean to say you could 

^lieve for one minute that my friend, Mr. Radfern, was a crook? 
Mr. Radfern of all people! 


Radfern : Oh, he swallowed it aU right. 

Harold {sulkily): And so did everybody else. 

Fietien: Where’s your intelligence, young man? Where 

“in u '7^°“ know— sense of character. Mr. Radfern a 
ou 11 be t hinkin g I’m a crook next. 


Elsie {demurely): We all did. 


Fletien: What me! Poor old Joe Fletten, wl 
ly hann. And is this your idea of a joke. Mr. 
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Raufcrn; Sorry, Joe. Just a bit of fbn on my pm. Rot I ttenifM 
It mi^ht cuUh one or two people. 

PLErTFN (severely, looking at Harolo): And it seems to do—. 

Radfern: Have your Aunt Lucy and Uncle Bernard go— T 

Ei.sie: Vc<:, but that was because mother told them to go. 

RADreRs: That’s all right, as long as they’ve go—. 

Flbtten (lo Harold); Don’t you think you might apologiM to o— 
or two of us? 


Harold: No, 1 don’t. (To Elsdb) Look here. I’ve had —oogh 
of this. 

Elsie (sadly) : AH right, Harold. I gave you a chance, yon know. 
Dad was right after all. Oood-bye. 

Harold (as if about to break out angrily): Oh — good nighL 

Swings away and goes out quickly with Radfhrn foUowbig Mw 
to the door. Elsib remains quite still. Flbtibn looks at her, eiemrs 
his throat as if to speak, thinks, better of it and cotq^ hutea d, 
then hums a little. When Radfern returns, Mas. iUiif— n, 
dressed in her outdoor thirds, follows him in. 

Mrs. Radfern; Good evening, Mr. Flcttcn. (To Elsd) So Lucy 
and Bernard have gone? 

Elsie; Yes, quarter of an hour ago. And so has Harold. 

Mrs. Radfern; I know that. I nearly bumped into him at the 

front gate. Has he— gone for good? 

Elsie (rather unhappily): Yes. Tried and tested— and found 


wanting. 

Radfern; Never mind, Elsie. I’U think of something very nice 

make up for it. 


tng man actually thought your husband and 

a pair of crooks or something. The cheek of it! . 

Mrs. Radfern; Oh— that was only George’s nonsense, last nigld. 

And a very silly thing to do, too. Dad. 

Fletten ; I can't understand how anybody believed it for a minute. 

Mrs. Radfern. Well, I must say. I’m surprised, too. 

Radfern; I did it very weU. k, k 

FLErraN isementiomly). WeU, I W <3 

in you, Mr. Radfern, to play a part hke ttat for • W «« 

a joke. And I doubt if ifs anything to joke about 

Mrs. RADFratN: 1 rather agree with you tber^ ' 

FtnrraN (ur beforey. We oughtn't to tnfle with our good 
even in fun. That’s what I feel. 

[ 58 J 


act m laburnum GROVE 

Radfern {dryly): And it does you credit. 

Ft - siF (ay she begins moving towards door): As a matter of fact, it 
wasn’t anything Dad had said, but that card that caught Harold out 

to-night. 

Radfern: What card? 

Elsie (turning in doorway): That one on the table. 

Goes out. 

Mrs. Radfern {amused): Oh— how absurd! She means the one 
left by the man from Scotland Yard. 

Fletten {alarmed): From where? 

Radfern {quietly): What’s this about, then, mother? 

Mrs. Radfern: Well, it’s all rather amusing. It happened that a 
Detective-Inspector from Scotland Yard called to see you this after- 
noon — a very nice man indeed, and we had quite a nice little chat 

Fletten {with glances of despair at Radfern): Did you now? 

Mrs. Radfern: And he left his card. But what was so amusing 
was that Elsie and her aunt and uncle arrived before he’d gone and 
you ought to have seen their faces when I told them he was from 
Scotland Yard. You’d have screamed. 

Fletten {who is wearing the same sort of face they had): I know 
I should. Oh — very amusing. 

Radfern {putting up a good show): Oh — yes, that's good. Ha, 
ha, ha! 

Fletten {not so good): Isn’t it? Ha, ha, ha! 

Radfern: Did he say what he’d come for? 

Mrs. Radfern: Yes. Of course it was something and nothing. 
Just some enquiries he was making in connection with a commercial 
case. I told him to come back to-night. He’ll be here any minute 
now, I expect. You ought to have a good chat. 

Radfern: I’m sure we shall. 

Mrs. Radfern: Well, ru go and take my things off and see w hat 
sort of mess Lucy and Bernard have made of their room upstairs. 

Goes out. 

Fletten: Look here, what’s the idea? 

Radfern: I don’t know. 

Fletten: I don’t believe in that commercial case he’s come to 
make a few enquiries about. 

Radfern: Neither do I. 

Fletten: Look here, I don’t like this 

Radfern: Now don’t get into a panic. Take it easy, but keep on 
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your toes. Listen, you’ve got to stay here. I can’t risk liitHn g you 
go now. Besides, there may be a lot to do. Now the mimtte we hear 
him, I want you to go out through the greenhouse and sit on the 
grass on the other side, so you can’t be seen. 

Fletton: Well, somebody’ll see me. 

Radfern; Yes, but this chap won’t or anybody he’s got with him. 
Doesn’t matter about the neighbours. Look as if you’re studying 
botany. 

Fletten: I can’t look as if I’m studying botany. 

Radfern : Well, look as if you’re half tight and are falling asleep. 
Fletten; I can do that all right. 

Front door bell rings. 

Radfern : And don’t come out tmtil you hear me calling you, but 
when you do hear me calling you, don’t lose a second. Understand? 
Outside, quick. And keep down. 

Fletten goes out through door at back, closing it behind him. 
Radfern goes through door into house, and then re~enters, 

followed by Stack. 

Radfern; Take a seat. Inspector. 

Stack; Thanks. 

Radfern; Have a drink? 

Stack; No, thanks. 

They both sit down, preferably near the table. 

Radfern: This is very interesting. I’ve never had the pleasure of 
talking to anybody from Scotland Yard before. 

Stack; No, I don’t suppose you have, Mr. Radfern. 

Radfern; Must have a very exciting life, you chaps. Different 

from some of us. ^ 

Stack: It’s not as exciting as people seem to thnik. Most of is 
dim ronUne. and very long hours at that. Not many qmet evenings 

at home. 

Radfern: Ah — that’s a pity. 

Stack- Yes, Mrs. Radfern was telling me this afternoon ^t you 
UkL to be quiet at home, with your greenhouse ^d so forth. 

radfern; Yes. My wife and daughter often laugh at me. They 

think T’m a very dull old stick. 

C rsgr . «:tin I’ve known wives and children go sadly wrong about 

men, and think they were leadmg one sort of hf 
they were leading a very different sort of bfe. 

^fkrn; Is that so? I’ve never struck that myself. 

[ 60 1 ^ 
Jaurniv A University 

Acce«sio« No 




ACT m 


LABURNUM GROVE 


Stack {meaningly): Really? Are you sure? 

Radfbrn: Well, I can’t recall a case at the moment. 

Stack (meaningly): You surprise me. 

Radfern: But if there’s anything I can tell you, I’ll be only too 
pleased, though I can’t imagin e why you’ve taken the trouble to come 
and see me. 

Stack: Trouble’s nothing to us, Mr. Radfern, if the case is big 
enough. 

He idly reaches out for book and looks at title. 

Radfern: I can well believe that. 

Stack (holding up book) : Have you read this ? 

Radfern: What is it? Oh — The Great Bank Mystery. Yes, I 
finished it yesterday. 

Stack: What do you think of it? 

Radfern: Oh — ^veiy entertaining. But like most of these things, 
veiy far-fetched. Have you read it? 

Stack: Yes, I have. 


Radfern: What do you think of it? 

Stack: Well, as you say, it’s rather far-fetched. The swindlers 
work on far too big a scale, to start with. 

Radfern: Yes, I should think so. 

Stack: All the same, though, it reminds me of a case we’ve been 
working at now — one or other of us — for over three years. 

Radfern: Really! Now I call that interesting. And over three 
years, you say. 

Stack. Yes, over three years. And no trouble and reasonable 
expense spared. Mind you, we’ll win in the end. We can’t lose. 

Radfern. Well, Inspector, I should hope not. We taxpayers want 
to see something for our money. 

Stack: We’re sometimes very slow 

Radfern: But you’re sure. Isn’t that it? 

Stack: That’s it, Mr. Radfern. You see, for the last four years 
at 1^ there’s been a gang— a very clever, well-organised gang— 
who-ve been engaged in counterfeiting bank notes and Treasury notes. 

Radfern: No? I shouldn’t have thought it could be done, these 
days. ’ 


Stack: This gang operates here in England 

chiefly from Amsterdam and Brussels. Some of tl 

there, some of them here. Here’s one of their no 
like to see it. 
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Brings out pocket-book and produces pomd note. 

Radfern; I would. 

He brings out handkerchief and takes iq> note by one cmmear with 
a bit of handkerchief between his fitters and the note. 

Stack ; You needn’t handle it as carefully as all that, Mr. Radfetn. 


Radfern; Well, I thought one couldn’t be too careful. 

Stack (softly): If I w'anted your fingerprints, you know, I could 
think of better v.-ays of getting them. 

Radfern (examining note, laughs): Never occurred to me. I 
always thou^t this fingerprint business chiefly belonged to th^ 
detective yams. W^ell, y’know, if this is a fake, it would take me in. 
I’m no expert, of course, but I’m in the paper trade, you know. 

Stack (significantly): So I understand, Mr. Radfern. 

Radfern; I wouldn’t have hesitated a minute giving anybody 
eight half-crowns for this chap. Isn’t it marveUous what they can 

do. Never would have thought it! . 

Stack; Surprising, isn’t it? Oh — ^they’re a clever lot. 

Radfern; They must be. 

Stack; Humph! 

Radfern; Humph! 

Stack ; They’ve been clever at getting the right sort of paj^, and 
with their engraving and printing, and with the way they ve dis- 

tributed the slush. 

Radfern: Slush? 

Stack- Slush. And the Treasury and the banks haven t givOT us 
a mimite s peace about this case. But at last we're gettmg results. 


Radfern; Splendid! 

Stack ; Yes, hundreds of little details that haven t m^t anything 
much for months are now beginning to look like something. 

Radfern; Just like a jigsaw puzzle, eh? 

Stack That’s it. Of course there are still a few pieces missmg. 
but not mLT-not many. Ifs only a matter of tune now. 

Radfern: Thafs good, isn't it? You must be feeling very pleased 

'’stacT Wd’ {k\ better still if we could just mop it all up now. 
Radfern (n-mpatheticaUyy. Of course you would. 

^c^YouX-this is how it often works in these cas«^I bope 

I’m not boring you, Mr. Radfern. 

Radfern ; Not at aU, Inspector. Very mterestmg. 
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Stack: It works like this. We come across a nice little nest ol 

clues in — say — ^Birmingham 

Radfern: Birmingham will do. I was there only to-day. 

Stack: And among these clues is a name, just one of several names 
in a notebook. And that name may turn up somewhere else— perhaps 
in Glasgow — ^perhaps in Amsterdam. Well, the owner of that name 
is perhaps passing hims elf off as an ordinary respectable citizen and 
business man. And he thinks he’s safe. Do you follow me ? 

Radfern {beaming, but with sardonic emphasis): Yes, I should 
think I do. Poor devil. I can see it ah. This chap imagines he’s safe. 
And of course he isn’t because you’ve got a lot of evidence against 

him . 

Stack: Yes, a lot of evidence. 

Radfern {as before, but with more emphasis): And of course it's 
sohd evidence, cast-iron solid evidence that wouldn’t make you look 
silly if you took such a quiet respectable chap into a police court. 

Stack {now taking up the challenge): No, that’s not quite it, 
because in this instance, we haven’t bothered to pile up the solid 
evidence yet. But we’ve got one or two interesting little bits. Would 
you like to hear them? 

Radfern: I would. Inspector. 

Stack: Weh— for example— we know that a member of this 

counterfeiting ring arrived in Glasgow from the continent on the 

twenty-third of last month and was met by one of his confederates 

here. And we’re pretty sure we can prove that this quiet respectable 

citiKn we re talking about was also there, in Glasgow, on the twenty- 
third of last month. 

Radfern: In Glasgow on the twenty-third of last month? You 

know, that reminds me of something. The twenty-third? {He takes 

out pocket diary and consults it.) Not that I was in Glasgow. As a 
matter of fact I was in 

Stack {quickly, triumphantly, standing): Newcastle. And so was 
this man who came from the continent. Not in Glasgow at aU. That 
was a little trap and you walked straight into it. 

Radfern {very calmly): Did I? I’m afraid I don’t quite follow 
you there. Inspector. Bit too sharp for me, I expect. 

Stack {gnmly): I shouldn’t be surprised. 

But what I was going to say was that I remember the 
twenty-t^d of last month because the Bowling Club here had an 
o^ng that day— up the nver first and then finished off at the Pall- 
adium— and I was with them. About twenty of us, there were. 
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Stack {disappointed): Humph! 

Radfern {quietly, but forcibly) : Now that’s what I was meaning, 
you know, Inspector. Isn’t that what they call an alibi? Well, you 
know, if I was that man and you were silly enough to rush me into 
court, that’s the sort of thing — an alibi like that — ^which would make 
you all look very foohsh, I imagine. Mind you, I know nothing about 
it — but I’ve read some of these detective tales. 


Stack {walks away, then suddenly swings round) : If you were that 
man we’re talking about, do you know what I’d say to you? 

Radfern: I can’t imagine. 

Stack: I’d say to you straight out, look here, we know you’ve 
been in this, but as yet we can’t prove it, though sooner or later we’ll 
be able to prove it. But as the case has dragged on long enough and 
we want quick results, don’t wait like a fool until we can put you in 
the dock, where nobody’s going to have any mercy on you, but tell 
us all you know now — ^help us to clean the whole thing up — and we 
won’t even try to prove anything agmnst you. 

Radfern: Well, of course, I can’t answer for this man 

Stack {sardonically): Never mind. Make an effort and try. 

Radfern : I fancy the first thing he’d say is that you’re bluflBng. 

Stack: And do you know what I’d reply to that, just to show 
him we weren’t bluffing? First, I’d simply give him two addresses: 
59, Pool Road, Glasgow. And, 17, Bellingham Street, Newcastle. 

Radfern {admiringly) : Just two addresses, like that. Isn t that 


interesting, now? 

Stack {grimly): Oh— he’d find it interesting aU li^t. Then I’d 
give him two names. Peter Korderman and William Frazerl y.^ N o 
Muffing there, you see. We know about Korderman and Frazeny. 

Radfern {keeping it tq>): You know. Inspector, this is as ^od as 
any of the films and detective tales to me. Better. It’s a treat. Go on. 

STACK : All ri^t. Seeing that I’m putting some of my car^ on 
the table. I might as weU put this one. {He proems ^If a playmg 
card, the Knave of Diamonds.) What do you think of that . ^ 

Radfern {examining the card) : Half a Jack of Diamonds. That s 
grand. But you’re not going to tell me these chaps you re after use 

a thing like this? ^ o r • 

Stack {ironically) : We’ve got m idea they do. S<^ of visrtmg 

card you know, Mr. Radfern. Quite romantic, isn t it? 

Rv^fern {shaking his head) : That’s the trouble. It seems a bit too 


romantic to me* 

Stack: What do yoii mean? 
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Radfern {apologetically): Well, of course, I don’t know an> thing 
about these things 

Stack {grimly): No, no. We know all about that. 

Radfern: But I’d say offhand that this tom card business looks 
like a bit of leg-pulling. Too much in the story-book style, you know. 
Sherlock Holmes. Edgar Wallace. I can imagine some chaps— ) 0U 
know, chaps who like a bit of Am — just planting something Like this 
card on you, to keep you guessing and to amuse you. {Gives the card 
back.) And that Carl Korderman you mentioned 

Stack: Peter Korderman. 

Radfern: Peter Korderman, then. Well {shaking his head) he 
doesn’t sound quite real to me, you know'. Inspector. Perhaps that’s 
another bit of leg-pulling. 

Stack stares at him speculatively, grunts, then walks away. 

Stack {suddenly turning): Now listen, Radfern. Let’s drop this 
nonsense and talk straight. 

Radfern: Go on. 

Stack {accusingly): You’re in this counterfeiting game. I know 
damned well you are, and you know' I know. That’s straight talking, 
isn’t it? 

Radfern: I don’t know whether it’s straight or not, but it seems 
to be very offensive talking. 

Stack: Well, here’s some more. We want convictions, of course, 

but what we want even more than that is to break up the ring as soon 

as possible, because the Treasury and the banks are at us all the time. 

Tell us all you know now, put the game into our hands, and we’ll 

forget about you. And you know what it means if we don’t forget 

about you. There’ll be none of this my-first-offence-and-I-didn’t- 

know-any-better humbug for you if you do find yourself in court. 

You’ll get as much as the judge can give you, and that’s plenty. Now 
what do you say? 

Radfern {impressively): This is what I say. Inspector Stack. My 

name is George Radfern, and I’m in the paper trade and can prove 

it. I five at Femdale, Laburnum Grove, Shooters Green, w'here I’m 

well known as a decent respectable citizen and a householder. I've 

been swindled myself in my time, but if ever I’ve injured any man, 

woman or child in this country, then it’s news to me. And > ou haven’t 

enough evidence against me to take me to that door. And you 
know It. 

Sta^: Give me a bit more time, and I’ll take you a lot funher 
than that door. 
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Thtrt is a knock at the door. Mu. RAOnntM hoks tm, 

Mrs. Radfern: Oh — good evening. Inspector. 

Stack . Good evening, Mrs. Radrem. 

Mrs. Radfern: Excuse me interrupting you for a mmute. but Tve 
left my scissors down here. {Comes in, looks for them, and /bids them.) 
Here they are. Are you having an interesting talk. Dad? 

Radfern; Very interesting. 

Mrs. Radfern (returning to door ): That’s good. I won’t intemqit 
again. 

Radfern: Oh, mother. You know all that stuff from the shipping 
companies— all those little books — that Elsie got to amuse hmdf 
w'ith? 

Mrs. Radfern: Yes, a whole heap of them. She’s still got 
in her bedroom. 

Radfern: Good. Well, tell her to bring them down with her 
she comes. Not just yet. Later on. _ 

Mrs. Radfern; All right. (Nods and smiles at them both, then 
goes out.) 

Stack: Well, what do you say? 

Radfern; You heard me ask for all those little books from the 
shipping companies that my daughter’s been collecting. She’s ahwayt 
worrying me to take her away somewhere, and I think she coul d do 
with a change. So could I, and business is slack now. I’ve a good 
mind to go away on a nice long sea voyage. 

Stack; Oh, you have, have you? Far? 

Radfern; Oh — ^I don’t know. I should think so. Australia per- 
haps. Or the Far East. Might find something new in the way of 
business. And see the world, you know. 

Stack; Always wanted to do it myself. I’d hate to have to stop 

another man going. 

Radfern ; I shouldn’t like to see you even try. Inspector. Just for 

your own sake. 

Stack; Awkward things, though, ships. You can’t ^ 
when you like, that’s the trouble. And now that we ve got 

they can’t get out of hearing. 

Radfern; Yes, that’s true. 

STACK ; An EngUsh ship, you know, is as safe to us as ai 
police court. 

Radfern: No! An English ship as safe «s «> Enghah !><*» 
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court Then you’ll know where to find me if you want me, 

won’t you? 

Stack: I think so. Well, that’s that. {Preparing to go .) 

Radfern: And thank you very much for calling. Inspector. 1 ve 
enjoyed this. A peep behind the scenes. Something to teU my friends 

about. 

Stack (as he moves to door)'. Good. Any friend of yours, Mr. 
Radfern, is interesting to me. You wouldn’t like to take me round 

and introduce me, would you? 

Radfern: I shouldn’t think that would be necessary, Inspector. 

He goes out with him, leaving door behind him open. You hear 
them give one another ironically polite ''good nights , then you hear 
the sound of the front door being closed and locked. ILadfern 
returns hastily and closes the sitting-room door behind him. He 
is now a man of rapid decisive action. He goes quickly to door at 
back and calls JOE. JOE Fletten comes at once, brushing his 
trousers with his hands, his hat on the back of his head. 

Fletten (excitedly)'. What’s happened? What does he know? 

Radfern: Quite enough. Now hsten, Joe, and keep your head 
screwed on. It’s up to you now. Go straight to Westerburg — and it 
doesn’t matter where he is or what he’s doing, you’ve got to see 
him 

Fletten: I know where Westerburg is. Always at the same place, 
Monday nights. 

Radfern: Tell him I’ve had a Scotland Yard man here. They’ve 
got the Glasgow and Newcastle addresses and they know about 
Korderman and Frazerly 

Fletten: The hell they do! We’re done then. 

Radfern: No, we’re not. That’s all they do know yet. And that’s 
got to be all too. Tell Westerburg it’s Plan B now or nothing. 

Fletten: What! Sink the plates and presses, and scatter! 

Radfern: Yes, he knows what to do. And tell him that anyhow 
I’m working on Plan B from to-night, and he’d better wire Amster- 
dam for me. And I’ll ring up Middleton myself now. Have you 
got that? 

Fletten: Yes. 

Radfern: And you’d better put Plan B into action yourself, Joe, 
if you don’t want to see Maidstone and Parkhurst again. 

Fletten: You bet your life I will. 

Radfern (pointing to back door)-. That way then, and as quick as 
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you can. There’s a narrow lane at the back. Turn to the ri^ at the 
top and you’re at the Tube station in three minutes. And for God’s 
sake, make haste, but don’t look as if you think the nearest bobby’s 
going to put his hand on your shoulder. Good luck, Joe. Shan’t see 
you for a long time — I hope. 

Fletten; All the best, Mr. Radfem. 

He hurries out at the back. Radfern goes to the telephone and 
begins dialling. 

Radfern {at telephotie) : I want to speak to Mr. Middleton, please 
. . . Hello, is that you, Charlie? Yes, Radfem. Yes, everything all 
right at Birmingham . . . But, listen, Charlie . . . 

Here Mrs. Radfern and Elsie enter. The latter is carrying a 
lot of shipping booklets^ etc. She is listless and looks miserable. 

I’ve just had an Inspector from Scotland Yard . . . Yes . . . And you 
know how these chaps get about a bit, and he was saying that he 
didn’t think business would be very good these next few months . . . 
Yes, so 1 thought I’d take that holiday I’ve been promising myself 
for some time . . . Yes, what we used to call Plan B — ^you remember 
our little joke . . . Holland, of course . . . All right, Charlie . . . Good- 
bye. 

Puts doHTi telephone. 

Mrs. Radfern (jovially): You didn’t get arrested then. Dad? 
Radfern (in same tone): No, just managed to escape. 

Mrs. Radfern : What did the Inspector want? 

Radfern: What you said. Just making some enquiries about a 
commercial case he’s on. Queer life they have, those chaps. 

Elsie (Joining in, but still listless) : Wouldn’t suit you. Dad. Too 
much excitement. Not enough peace and quietness. 

Radfern: That’s it. 

Mrs. Radfern (chaffing): You didn’t teU him what a tough old 

crook you were yourself, did you? 

Radfern : No need to. He knew it already. 

p.CTP (still listless): What were you saying on the telephone about 

^ (v^^ith affectionate concern): Look here, Elsie. You ve got 

to brighten up, because there’s a lot to do. 

Elsie (indifferently): What is there to do? 

Radfern : WeU, one of the things you’ve got to do is to take your 

mother to Brussels to-morrow. 

ELSIE (a changed girl)-. Dad! You don't mean ft! 
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Radfern: I do. We’re going to close this house and 
travels. 

Mrs. Radfern: Good gracious me! 

Elsie: Dad! 

Radfern: Now, we’ve got passports. 

Elsie: Where are they marked for? 

Radfern: Everywhere. You see — we’re going to close this house, 
pack up and go on a long sea voyage — ^East Indies, Far East, Australia 
— God knows where. Only we’re starting on one of those Dutch boats. 

Mrs. Radfern: Dutch boats! Why not an English boat? 

Radfern: Oh, all the best boats that go out East are Dutch. 
They’re much more comfortable. Enghsh boats are like pohce couns ! 
You and your mother are going to Brussels first, and then you're 
going to meet me later, over there. 

Mrs. Radfern: But how are you going? 

Radfern: I’m going straight to Holland. Some business to attend 
to first. A firiend of mine will take me. 

Elsie: But how? 

Radfern: By underground perhaps. Never mind about that. 

Elsie: Oh— I don’t mind about anything. {Embraces him.) 
Mother, we’re going to travel. {Embraces her.) 

Mrs. Radfern: I hope this isn’t another of your jokes. Dad? 
Elsie: Oh, Dad, I’ll never forgive you if it is. 

Radfern: It isn’t. You’ve got twenty-four hours to pack up in 
and close this house and get off to Brussels. 

Elsie {babbling happily): Then we won’t go to bed at all. And let’s 
look at these things {holding up shipping booklets) and then we’ll have 
supper and begin packing. But we’ll have to have some clothes, won't 
we. Mother, especially if we’re going to hot countries, but I suppose 
we could get them in Brussels or wherever we’re going— couldn’t we 
go to Paris first and then we could buy some clothes there and it 
would be nearly as easy to get from Paris to HoUand or wherever it 

IS 

Mrs. Radfern (My) : Oh, Elsie, stop it. My head’s going round. 

There is a ring at the front door, very loud and persistent It 
startles them all. 

Elsie: I’ll go. 

Runs off. 
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Radfern: Do her good. 

Mrs. Radfern: It won’t if she’s disappointed again. 

Radfern: I’ll see to that. 

Mrs. Radfern: You’re very masterful to-night. Dad, aren’t you? 
What’s the matter? 

Radfern: Have to assert myself sometimes. Mother. 

Elsie returns a moment later, looking frightened. 

Elsie: Dad, it’s a police sergeant and he wants to see you. 
Radfern {gravely, steadily'): All right. 

Elsie {going over to him, softly): Dad — ^it’s not true — ^after all — 
is it? 

Radfern {cheerfully) : That’s all right, Elsie. Ask him to come in. 
Elsie is clinging to his arm. 

Mrs. Radfern: Don’t be ridiculous, Elsie. {She goes and admits 
the sergeant, a heavily built, middle-aged man with a deep voice and a 
rather pompous manner.) 

Sergeant Morris: Mr. George Radfern. 

Radfern {steadily): That’s me, sergeant. 

Sergeant Morris: I think you’ve seen me before. I’m from the 
local station. 

Radfern: Know you well by sight. 

Sergeant Morris : I’ve just heard that you might be going away 
soon. 

Radfern : That’s right. I’m seriously thinking of it. Sergeant. 

Sergeant Morris: Well, Mr. Cross at the end house said you’d 
like to be one of the patrons and vice-presidents of the new ShootCTS 

Green Football Club. 

Radfern: Oh — ^you’ve come round to make sure of my sub- 
scription. 

Sergeant Morris {relieved): That’s it, Mr. Radfern. Three 
guineas — for a vice-president. 

Radfern {producing money) : Must be a vice-president. There you 

are. There’s a fiver for luck. « . , 

Sergeant Morris {who has been wr/7wg): That’s the 
receipt. And thank you very much, Mr. Radfern. Good night, 

mum, good night, miss. Good night. 

He goes out, and Mrs. Radfern goes as far as the door behma 

him. Elsie gives an hysterical laugh, really of relief. 

Radfern: What are you laughing at? 
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Elsie: I don’t know. Everything. Oh — Dad how long shall we 
be away? 

Radeern: Don’t know yet. Four months. Six months. 

Elsie: Oh— what about your greenhouse? 

Radfern: Where we’re going it’ll be all greenhouse. 

Enter Mrs. Radfern. 

Elsie: And what about Laburnum Grove? 

Mrs. Radfern {briskly): It’ll be stiU here when we come back. 

Ff qn (excitedly) : Let’s look at all these things. (Indicating shipping 
booklets.) 

Mrs. Radfern (firmly): It’s my turn now. We don’t look at any- 
thing until we’ve had some supper. And you can help me to get it 
ready for once. 

Ft.str (happily) : All right, mother. (Hurries into kitchen, where she 
can be heard singing happily^ 

Mrs. Radfern (as she removes various things and cloth from table) : 
And you needn’t tell me you haven’t been up to something, you know, 
Dad. 

Radfern (griming at her): All right, Mother. I needn’t tell you. 

Mrs. Radfern is spreading a tablecloth and Elsie entering with 
some supper things and Radfern smiling at them both, as the 
curtain slowlv descends. 


End of Play 
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ACT I 




Well deck of ss. Gloriana, lying in backwater of Trim estuary. 

On right is superstructure, and companion-way leading to upper 
deck. Cabin doors above and below. Behind is rail, with place for 
gangway leading down to ground. At the back are branches of 
trees, thick with foliage. Some of these are almost over the deck. 
On deck are a few old deck-chairs and canvas folding chairs and 
a small table, all now pushed to one side. It is midsummer and the 
whole scene is lit with bright sunshine. 

At rise, Sam Gridley, a rough-looking middle-aged man, cmd 
Bob Patch, a younger, neater and rather good-looking man, are 
playing deck- tennis. They are wearing old flannel bags, canvas 
shoes ami open shirts. They must play properly, with Patch 
winning. 

Gridlet: Your game. 

Patch: And set Six two. 

Gridley (who is very hot, mopping his brow, etc.)-. All right. Boys 
game, anyhow. Boys’ game. 

They take down the net, put it away, then pull chairs forward. 
Gridley puts on old chief-engineer^ s jacket before sitting down. 
He lights a pipe. Patch a cigarette. Gridley produces small 
volume from his pocket. 

Patch (noticing the book): Not What’s-his-name again! 

Gridley (solemnly): Having exercised the body, now we ought to 
exercise the mind. Schopenhauer. (He pronounces it Shoppert-hawer.) 

Patch: I’m tired of him. 

Gridley: Tired of him! You haven’t properly started on him yet. 
You don’t know the veiy beginnings of him. Let me tell you, there’s 
things in — this (Holding tqt book.) 

P ATCH (wearily, but good-humouredly) : I know, I know. You’ve 
told me. If rd only been there, udien the Theodosia went down- 

C^lby: You’d have known a lot more about hfe than you do 
now, laddie. What I saw that day 

Patch: You’ve told me before, Sam, dozens of times. They were 

^ screammg, fighting, knocking hell out of each other to get into 
tte boats 

(^lby: Human nature— and you can have it. All in this book 
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boy, all in this book. First time I ever looked into it, 1 said, this is 
the chap for me. (Opens book and begins reading sloMdy^ *‘Thus 
between desiring and attaining all human life flows on throughout. 
The wish is, in its nature, pain; the attainment soon begets satiety; 
the end was only apparent; possession takes away the charm; the 
wish, the need, presents itself under a new form; when it does not, 
then follows desolateness, emptiness . . 

Patch (interrupting) : And the sooner we’re dead, the better. That’s 
what he’s saying all the time, and why he takes so long to say it 
beats me. 

Gridley (solemnly ) : Y ou haven’t the mind for it yet. Bob. Schopen- 
hauer — 


Patch: Here, how long did he live? 

Griduby (turning to beginning of book and reading): Arthur 
Schopenhauer was bom in 1788, and died in 1860. 

Patch: Seventy-two. Well, he didn’t do so badly, did he? Nicely 
off all the time, too, I expect. Don’t read me any more of that old 

blighter. Finish! 

Gridley: That’s all right to me. If you haven’t the mind for it, 
you haven’t, that’s all. 

Patch (contemptuously, getting up and strolling off back right): 
Mind for it! 

He goes off, and Gridley settles to read, slowly and solemnly. 
He is disturbed by the arrival of Mr. Slivers, a foolish-looking, 
middle-aged man, who is carrying several packages. 

Slivers: Good morning. 

Gridley: Morning, Mr. Slivers. 

Slivers: Nice morning. 


Gridley: Nice morning. 

SLIVERS (coming /orwcO : I thought IM bring yo” “tto hm 

mvself this morning. Gets me out o’ the shop, y know, Mr. Gndley. 
Makes rehlge. I see where it says in the pa,«t that’s what you’ve 
got to do. ’Ave a change whenever possible, it says. . 

Gridley: Doesn’t teU you to change your paper, does it? Well. 

what have you brought us? 

SuvERS (now the shopkeeper, glibly): Dozen fresh eggs, p 

butter, same of the usual bacon r i. 

GRIDI^V (looking m,o one of the fags); What sort of eh^ « to? 

iust om“’ to other, but you’U find this ^ 

of people speak highly of that Canadian Cheddar 
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Gridley (sceptically): What people? 

Slivers: Customers of mine, very nice people. (Handing over pack- 
age of tobacco) And two ounces of Hearts of Oak. That’ll set you 
up, won’t it, Mr. Gridley. You like your pipe, don’t you? 

Gridley: Yes. 

Slivers (uUotically): That’s right. Wish I could manage one. 
Always burns my tongue. Now, Mr. Gridley, will you tell me some- 
thing? 

Gridley: Anything, Mr. Slivers. Just ask me, and I’ll tell you. 
Here, put that stuff down. 

They put packages down. Sltvbrs sits. 

Now what is it? 

Slivers (earnestly): You’re not kidding me, are you? 

Gridley: Kidding you? What do you mean? 

Slivers: About you — and this ship — ^and everything. 

Gridley (calling): Bob. 

Patch (off, right back) : Yes ? 

CBudley (calling): He’s at it again. Won’t believe us. 

Slivers: Now, Mr. Gridley, did I say that ? But I just wondered 

Patch enters. He looks cool and neat now, is wearing a tie with 
his soft shirt, but no coat. He is smoking a cigarette. 

Patch: Morning. 

Slivers: Morning. Nice morning. 

Patch: I bet you saw that in the paper. 

SuvERS (seriously): No, but I see where it says there’s a ’eat wave 
on the way. 

Patch: Shouldn’t be surprised. Now what’s this about you calling 
us a couple of liars? 


SUVERS 

e. that’s 


been pulling my 


Patch: What should we want to pull your leg for? 

<^ley: You haven’t got the sort of leg he likes to pull. 

^tch: That’ll do. Sam. (To Slivers) Now listen, this is 
na she’s a good slup — or she was. 

gridley: Still is. I don’t want a better one. 

Patch: Ten thousand tons. She cost — ^what did she cost, ! 
Gridlby: At least three hundred and fifty thousand poun 
Slivers: Ah — that’s money, that is. 

(^lby: That was. Buflt only in 1919. Economic speed 
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teen knots. And we have pushed her up to sixteen and a half. And 
she used to run, regular as clockwork, London to Cape Town, Cape 
Town to Durban, Durban to Melbourne, Melbourne to Sydney, 
Sydney to Wellington, carrying anything and anybody you wanted, 
as sweet and pretty as you please. 

Patch: And — get this, once and for all — for the last two years 
she was running, Sam Gridley here was chief engineer, and I was 
second officer. No deception. All perfectly straightforward. Meet 
the chief of the Gloriana. Meet the second officer. Nobody’s kidding 
you. We’re not a couple of out-of-work bookies’ clerks. We’re not 
try ing to sell linoleum. This isn’t a caravan. You’re talking now to 
two officers of His Majesty’s Mercantile Marine. We’ve served 
apprenticeships. We’ve passed examinations — all kinds of bloody 
examinations. We’ve got certificates to prove it. 


Slivers {rather dazed): Yes, I expect you have. 

Gridley: And this ship’s lying here, useless and rusting her guts 
out, because the White Albion Line that owns her is — ^like most of 
the shipping companies — in Queer Street. They can’t afford to run 
her, see? She can’t pay for herself, with trade as it is. 

SuvERS: Yes, but trade’s better. I see where it says in the paper 
the depression’s over. Britain back to normal, it says. Prosperity, 

it says, on the way. 

Patch {savagely): Yes, but you see, this ship’s stupid. It doesn^t 
read the paper. It doesn’t know anything about that. We don’t 
either. We’re just a couple of dam’ fools, you see. 

Gridley: Steady, boy, steady. Take it easy with Mr. Slivere. He s 
friendly. {Patting Slivers on shoulder.) Aren’t you, Mr. Slivers. 

SuvTRs: That’s right, Mr. Gridley. Only you see— I couldn’t help 


wondering. . 

Gridley : You did right to wonder. You keep on wondering, it 
a chap isn’t going to wonder nowadays, when the hell is he going to 

wonder? Tell me that. ^ 

Patch : Only stop wondering about us. We explained it aU before. 

Slivers: Yes, but you see, there’s some ships like this m the 
estuary, half a dozen of ’em between Biddington and Longport, an 
they iust have a watchman on board ... j 

Gridley- Well we’re the watchmen here, see? Theycouldn 

neither could anybody else, so here we are. Seen.* 
that nobody steals the ship. 

SLIVERS : But why is she up here in this backwater, and not oul 

there with the others? 
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Patch: Because the fellow that brought her in here v, 
perhaps he liked a bit of quiet fun. Anyhow, he rammed her in here, 
and it’s my opinion the Queen Mary herself couldn’t pull her out. 

Gridley: We could get her out, if she was wanted. 

Patch: Never. Couldn’t be done. She’s here till she rusts to 
pieces. Unless they’d like to dig her out and then put wheels under 
her and call her a roadhouse. 

Slivers: She does look a bit funny here, doesn’t she? 

Patch: Funny my foot! She doesn’t make me want to laugh. She 
makes me want to cry. Look at them — trees. And this is a ship. Next 
year, if we’re not careful it’ll be a ruddy farm. They'll be hay-making, 
here. 

Gridley: I was up on the boat deck earlier on. Bob. Do you 
know what we’ve got there now — up on the boat deck, mind you? 
(Very loudly.) Bees. It’s a fact. Bees on the boat deck. 

Patch (to Slivers): Now have a good laugh. 

Stivers (after pause, tactfully changing subject): Er — they tell me 
there was a bit of a rumpus down at Longport last m'ght. There’s a 
by-election there, y’know. 

Gridley: No, I didn’t know. 

Slivers: Oh yes. Parliamentary by-election all right. Five candi- 
dates, including a Red, proper Communist he is, and a sort of Fascist 
chap. It was the Reds and these Fascists that had a set-to last night, 
they tell me. Neither of them’ll get in, though. Too extreme. The 
good sense of the Longport voter will see to that. 

Patch: You’ve got that bit out of the paper too. The good sense 
of the Longport voter! Gert-cher! 

Slivers: And I see where it says in the paper the Duke of Bland- 
shire— he’s got a big place about fifteen miles away from here--is 
giving up two of his houses 

Patch (sardonically)-. No! 

Slivers. Yes, can t keep them up, it says, owing to heavy taxation. 

It’s hard lines, I say. I’m sony for the Duke. 

Gridijy: So am I, Mr. Slivers. It just breaks my heart to think 
about him, struggling on. 

Slivers: Well, he’s got his responsibilities, hasn’t he? We wouldn’t 

like it. And after all he’s got a big stake in the country'. 

Patch: Yes, and a lot of chips too. I’ll bet. Well, what’s the rest 

of the news? I can see you’ve had a good crack at the paper this 
mormng. ^ ^ 

Slivers: Oh— that Meddleworth case— you know, about who's 
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to keep the little boy — is held up. One of the chief witnesses has 
disappeared. 

Patch: Meddleworth case? Don’t know anything about it. Do 
you, Sam? 

Gredley ; {who has been busy with his pipe): No, don’t know and 
don’t care. 

Su\’ERS: Oh— it’s a big sensation. Lot of goings on coming out. 
Papers are running it hard. All disgusting, y’know — but very spicy. 

Gridley: That’ll suit you. Bob. You like it spicy. 

Patch: Got a paper with you? 

As Slivers hands one over, from his pocket. 

Thanks. {Begins unfolding it.) 

Gridley: Save me the cricket page. Bob. 


Patch {now burying himself in paper): Right. 

Gridley {heartily): Now I’ll tell you what I wll do, Mr. Slivers, 
just to show you there’s no ill-feeling. If you like, you shall co^ 
below with me, and I’ll let you have a peep at as neat a geared turbine 

job as you can ever hope to see. 

Suvers: Engines, eh? 

Gridley : Yes, and engines that ’ud be ready to t^ you and ^ 
the other people in Biddington— yes, and all their tabl« and ch^ 
and beds and bits o’ things— from here to Peru next Saturday. R^dy? 
Bv God. they’re aching to be ofiF again. Every tune I ^ down I ^ 
'em hispering: “What about it, Sam, what about it? Come on, let s 
go Sara, let’s go.’’ And you won’t read about that m the paper. 


This w ^ y . , , . t < 

He holds one of the doors open. Suvers rises, they both go ma. 
Patch is reading, but is apparently disturbed by an insect, for he 

Zxiom!^ about him, then finally settles 
nleasantdooking girl about twenty-five, quietly ond^^f^ 

"r hear her. as she quietly eomes foneard. She looks at mm 
hesitantly. She cannot see his face. 


Hilda {timidly): Er 

Patch {looking up, surprised): Hello. 


Hilda {timidly): Good ^ 



. 


Acri BEES ON THE BOAT DECK 

Patch {getting up, staring at her in puzzled fashion, then taking up 
newspaper and looking at that, then looking again at her ) : That’s funny , 

Hilda {timidly): Yes. 

Patch: What do you mean, “Yes”? 

Hilda {dismally): You see — know what you’re thinking. 

Patch: Oh? 

I 

Hilda : Yes. It is me — there in the paper. 

Patch {surprised): It is? 

Hilda: Yes. 

To his astonishment, she now suddenly bursts into tears. 

Patch {sympathetic but embarrassed): I say, what’s the matter? 
You mustn’t do that. 


Hilda {through her sobs): I’m sorry. But — ^I — can’t help it. 

Patch {fussing with her): No, of course not. That’s all right. But 
what’s wrong, what’s the matter? Look here, sit down first. Must 
sit down, {Makes her sit down.) There, that’s better, isn’t it? 

Hilda {trying to smile through her tears): Yes. But I want my 
uncle. 


Patch {completely puzzled by this) : Oh- -you want your uncle. 
Hilda: Yes. 


Patch {regarding her with a mixture of pity and suspicion, obviously 
concluding that she is a bit mad): Well — we’ll have to — see what we 
can do. Only — don’t cry. That’s no good. You’ll never get your 
uncle that way. Have— er— a cigarette. 

Hilda {drying herself): No, thank you. I don’t smoke. 

Patch {ready to say anything now): I don’t blame you, I don’t 
blame you at all. Pretty warm, isn’t it? 

Hilda: Yes. But I don’t mind it. 

Patch. No, I don’t. Rather like it, in fact. Now — er — about your 
uncle 


Hilda {alarmed): He’s still here, isn’t he? 

Patch: StiU here— your uncle? {As the light dawns) I say— you 

don’t mean Sam-5am Gridley? ^ J y 

Hilda: Yes. He’s my uncle. 


A ^ in his relief) : Well-for the love of Pete ! 

And Sam s your uncle. Old Sam! Good old Sam! Yes, he’s here. 

Hilda {tremendously relieved): Oh— thank goodness! 

Patch— used to be second officer with him 
in this ship. We re looking after her together. 
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Hilda: Yes, I know. And I’ve come here — to hide. 

Patch: Then you really are the girt — the nurse — in that Meddle- 
worth case — the one who’s disappeared. 


Hilda {in very low voice): Yes — I’m Hilda Jackson. 

Patch: Well, I’ll be — han^! Here are you, Sam’s niece— and 
the papers are full of you and I expect they’re talking about you all 

over the place 

Hilda (m low voice): Yes, they are. 

Patch: And yet old Sam’s never said a word. Not one word. 
D'you know, I don't believe he knows an>thing about the case, never 
heard of it. Honestly. It ’ud be just like him. Never knows what’s 
going on. Doesn’t care. And here you are— iis niece. 

Hilda {hesitantly): Yes. Do you think — I can stay here? 

Patch : Certainly you can stay here. Just the very place. TheyTl 
never find you here. Hardly anybody ever comes here anyhow. And 
this is the last place they'd think of looking for you. Of course yon 
can stay. {Pauses:) Might have to make yourself usefuL y’know. 

Hilda {eagerly): Oh yes — ^I always like to do thaL 

Patch: Fine. Can you cook? 

Hilda : Yes— I’m rather a good cook. And I love it. 

Patch: Then you're just what we want. D’you know, I ha^t 
tasted a pudding for weeks and weeks and weeks, and I’m very fond 


of puddings. 

Hilda: What a shame! But isn’t it rather too hot for puddings? 
Patch {seriouslf ) : It’s never too hot for a good pudding. Could 
you do a baked jam roll? 


think 


)ld Sam likes baked jam roU, 
y, because we used to have a 
hand at baked jam rolL WelL 
I sav. are you tired? How di< 


"'I'r rd ^ PS 

r ou sec, ^ watchmg the 

Patch: I’U bet you’re right, too. iney 

stations. You never know. , 

HH-DA : Do you think ifs wrong for me to mn away, nit 
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Patch (stoutly): No, I don’t. If you’ve had enough of it, why 
should they make you go on with it? After all, it’s really notliing to 
do with you, who has the kid. You stay here. We’ll sec you’re all 
right. 

Enter Gridley and Slivers, who stares at Hilda. 

Gridley (astonished): Aren’t you — Hilda? 

Patch (before anybody else has time to do anything): Hoy, let me 
do this. Mr. Slivers, allow me to introduce my cousin, Miss Matilda 
— er — Robinson. 


Hilda (nervously): How d’you do? 

Slivers (never taking his eyes off her, suspiciously) : Pleased to meet 
you. Very pleased. 

Patch (heartily): Well, what do you think of our engines? 

SuvERS (still staring): Very interesting. (Suddenly, triumphantly, 

pointing at Hilda.) I know who you are. That’s it. Miss Hilda 

Jackson— the missing witness in the Meddlewoith Case. You can’t 
deny it, can you? 

Hilda (dismayed) No. 

Gridley: What’s all this about? 

Patch (to Gridley): Just a minute. (To others.) Now then 


Hilda (eagerly, to Slivers): Please don’t tell anybody you’ve seen 

me here, please. You can’t understand how awful it’s been for me. 

If I could have done Mything for Hugh— the little boy— I’d have 

stayed, but they took him away and (She shows signs of breaking 

down again) 

Slivers (who is still staring at her, rather triumphantly): Yes, but — 

er— I mean to say, you’re one of the chief witnesses, aren’t you? And 
It says in the paper- 

Patch (vij/io has been casting unfriendly glances at Suvers): Just a 

imnute, Mr. Slivers. (Goes up to him.) I’d like to explain this to vou 

(Dwppmg hjs voice, very confidentially) There’s a lot of things about 

^s business you don’t understand yet, see? We’ll just go along here 

Md I U explam. (As he leads him off, towards cabins) Can’t talk 
properly here, see? 

They go off right. Gridley looks at Hilda in astonishment. 

^ anything about this 

Meddlewoith case. Where d’you come into it, Hilda ’ 
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Hilda : They’re separated. And they’re very rich important people, 
you see, uncle. And Sir Eric Meddleworth had the boy— it was he 
who gave me the job — and then his wife, Lady Meddleworth, wanted 
Hugh, and tried to taJce him away. And then they went to law, and 
each one said the other wasn’t fit to have the boy— and they were 
trying to prove the most horrible things about each other 

Grid LEY (with grim satisfaction): Most of ’em true too, 1 11 be 
bound. 


And 


Gridley: I remember. They were just ta lkin g about it this mom- 

ing. Spicy! . 

Hilda; It’s not spicy. It’s just horrible, dirty. And I was in the 
middle of it— and they were always w^anting to take my photo- 

graph 

Gridley: You didn't mind that. ^ Come now. Never heard of a 
girl who didn’t want her photograph in the papers. 

Hilda; Yes, but not mixed up with all this dut ^d nastin^. 
And the reponers wouldn’t leave me alone. And in the court, ^ey 

asked me the most awful questions-and wouldnT let me 

nrooerlv- as good as told me I was a bar- and they d t^en Hugh 
away— and I couldn’t stand it any longer. Uncle I couldn t. Not 
another day of it. I'd have gone mad— had a breakdown— or some- 
Tng Uncle, you do understand, don, you? (SAe goes up ,0 Atm.) 

Gridlev' (patting her on the shoulder): Yes, yes, that s all n^t. 
YouTe^ ou, oTft, if you wan, to. Da^ their eyes, I say. Yes. 

“"‘'l Xlh, if I came here for a day or two. they wouldn'. 

Don’t see why they should. You stay here. 

Hilda: And I can cook. 

Gridley: Puddings? 

HILDA (.smiling): Yes J"” Paten 
reS^Ifor-^. - tu U a'fter her. 

Patch; Yes. We’ve just started. 

Gridley; kkTiere’s Slivers? . ^ Ktr, a He’ll be all right. 

patch (casuuUy ) : I’ ve locked hun in Cabm A. He U he au go 

'“y ’’““o “Td toe reld everybody she 

wa^s^herel a" ^0^:^ ^P^ •’ul - ton here for her. 
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Gridley stares at Patch, then at Hilda, in amazement. 

Hilda; It’s true. I knew he was going to tell. I could see it in his 
eyes 

Patch: Trust him! Well, he won’t blab while he’s in there. 

Gridley, rubbing his chin, slowly sits doHm. 

Hilda (troubled): But what are we to do? You can’t keep him 
there long. 

Patch: We can keep him long enough to give us time to think — 
and you time to have a rest. That’s enough to be going on with. 

Gridley: Well, it’s plenty to be going on with. (He whistles an 
ascending scale meditatively. Patch answers it whistling a descending 
scale derisively^ I call this a morning. 

Patch (coolly): It’s time something happened here. 

Gridley: Where’s the key of that cabin? 

Patch: In my pocket. Why? You’re not thinking of letting the 
little blighter out, are you? 

Gridley (dubiously): No, not if he’s going to run and teU the pohce 
about Hilda here. Certainly not. But we might make him pro- 
mise — 

Patch: Promise! I wouldn’t trust him ten yards. He’d let it out 
evOT if he didn’t want to. Hasn’t the sense to keep it to himself. 
Him and his papers ! Forget about him. Take it easy. 

Hilda (dreamily): I’d like to forget about everything for an hour 
or two, at least. 

Patch (grinning at her): And you’re going to. 

Gridley: Certainly, certainly. Take it easy, girl. You’re all right 
now. 

Hilda stretches out in her chair luxuriously. The other two also 
relax. The scene is very peaceful. They speak easily and quietly. 

Hilda: You don’t know how wonderful it is just to rest— and 
be quiet. 

Patch: Quiet enough here. Too quiet. 

Gridlw (to Hilda); He wants Oxford Street and PiccadiUy 

Circus, that’s what he wants. Palladiums and Comer Houses and 
what not. Jazz bands and girls. 

Patch (hastily): Not girls. 

Gridley (tactlessly): WeU, you’ve talked enough about ’em. All 
colours of girls. 


Patch (who does not want Hilda to hear this, and 
listening carefidly): Never! But a place can be too < 
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Hilda (dreamily): Not for me it can’t— just now. This is perfect. 

So peaceful. 

,-15: her \ oiee trails off into silence, there is the sound of a terrific 
explosion off right. Mingled with this is the noise of trees cracking, 
and this continues after the actiml explosion. A shower of twigs 
falls on the deck, followed by a number of tiny Pvigs and a shower 
of leaves. Hilda gives a scream, the nvo men a shout. Then, in 
the silence, Gridley whistles his scale and Patch ansv\ers it. 
Hild.a has risen from her chair. The two men rush to the rail now 
and look in the direction of the explosion. 

P.atch: There’s a fellow there. See! (Shouting to him.) Hoy! 

Gridi-Ey: I don’t see him. Ah yes, there he is. (Shouting.) Hoy! 


Hilda joins them. 

Hilda; Oh— look! I believe he’s hurt himself. 


Patch: I’Ll see. 

He hurries ashore. Gridley and Hilda look anxious and 
vaguely helpful, but do not leave the ship. 

Hilda' But what can have happened, uncle? 

Gridley : Looks to me as if he’s been trying to blow a few trees up. 

Hilda: But why should he do that? 

Gridlea': WeU^ne thing or another— I dunno. Nowadays, 
the^ 're just as likely to be blowing up trees as doing an>thmg e se. 
Don’t ask me to make sense of it. 1 can’t do it. 

Hilda (looking down): Here they are. oh— a11 

Gridley (shouting): Can you manage him? Is he bad. Oh 

”^aDA- Poor man! But I don’t think he’s badly hurt. 

SLlha' : Looks too pleased .ith himsetf. What’s he got to be 
nleased about? Impossible to make sense of anything. , , 

Patch returns X^^L^GTON is between forty- 

carrying in the other a small b g. unworldly student, and a 

and fifty, w ith the tlw eager ^ faiocked down by the 

..V. ^ been .U.er a 

FLF^^ERINGTON: Good mormng. 
nuisance. 

Gridley: Was that your explosion. 

mTERlSGTON (smiling) : Yes. 

CrSTxhen ycu-re right. You have been a nutsance. 
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Fletherington : I’m awfiiUy sorry. {To Hilda.) I hope > ou 
weren’t alarmed? 

Hilda: No— not much. But— you’re bleeding. 

Fletherington: Oh, nothing^ — mere scratches, thank you. 

Hilda {rather sexerely)'. You ought to have those cuts cleaned. If 
I could have some water and a clean cloth and some iodine 

Patch: I’ll fin d them for you. Come with me. I’d better chuck 
this bag down somewhere. 

Fl e t h e r ington: Put it down rather carefully, please. 

Gridley: Here, what’s in that bag? 

Fletherington {coolly^: The high explosive I was testing and 

Gridley: Steady with that bag. Bob. Don't drop it. 

Hilda has recoiled in alarm. P.atch is regarding the bag he 
still holds with marked distaste. 

Fletherington {taking the bag): Allow' me. 

Patch and Hilda go out rather hurriedly. Fletherington sits 
down and opens the bag. Gridley watches him anxiously. 

There’s no danger from the e.xplosive itself. You can kick it about, 
hammer it, do what you like, it won’t go off. That’s one of its great 

advantages. But I have some detonators here {He produces a 

small package.) and they’re verj- sensitive. Not powerful, of course. 
But if they’re handled carelessly, they can take off an arm or a leg 
quite nicely. Where shall I put them ? 

Gridley: Can’t you throw ’em overboard? 

Fletherington {apologetically): I’d rather not do that, you know. 
They’d explode at once and that w'ould be a waste of good detonators. 

I’ll put them here {Mores across to some likely place.) You see, 

it’s as well to have them away from the explosive itself. 

Gridley: Yes. And for God’s sake, see that nobody touches ’em. 

Fletherington {smiling gently; returning to his chair): This explo- 
sive in the bag is a little discovery of mine. I’m a research chemist 
and I ve been working on nitro compounds. Always very amusine, 
I think, all these coal tar derivatives. You never know what jou're 

gomg to turn up— a new perfume, perhaps, a new dye, or, like this 
a new explosive ’ 

Gridley {grimly): We’re out o’ luck here. I wish it ’ud been a new 
perfume or a new dye. 

Fleth^gton: I made a pound or two of this e.xplosive— the v’ re 
in cpstal form— at the lab. and when we came down here for our 
holidays, I brought the stuff with me — to try it out. 
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Grid LEY {grimly ) : You have to have a bit o’ fun on your holidays, 
haven’t you? 

Fletheri^^gton (unaware of the irony): Exactly. I’ve called the 
stuff — temporarily, anyhow^ — Fletherite. You see, my name’s Flether- 

ington. So — Fletherite. Rather egoistical, perhaps (he smiles 

apologetically ) — but I think it’s excusable, don’t you? My wife, a 
very sensible woman in some respects, seemed to think so. 

Gridley (who can’t make this fellow out, rubbing his chin): Oh — 
yes— I wouldn’t let a little thing like that worry you. So long as you 
can blow everything up nicely. 

Fletherington : As to that, I’m very pleased indeed 

Here Hilda and Patch return, carrying basin of water , soap, 
cloth, towel and bottle of iodine, and some sticking plaster . Dtaing 
the dialogue that follows, Hilda is busy washing, drying, iodining 
and sticking-plastering his cuts and bruises. She should be very 
brisk and business-like, and handle him as if he were a rather 
naughty little boy, occasionally reprimanding him, as he winces 

or moves, with a ‘Wow then /” 

Oh, this is very kind of you, though you needn’t have troubled. I 
must introduce myself. Hetherington, Francis Hethenngton. Re- 


search chemist. , 

Gridley: My niece. Miss Jackson. This is Mr. Patch, second 

officer in this ship. I’m Gridley, chief engineer. 

Fletherington (amiably, though inconvenienced by the first- ). 

was iust teUing Mr. Gridley about this new explosive of mne, 
Hetherite. I orffy used a pinch of it-made a tiny bomb-down there, 

and the result was most satisfactory 

rT^TYinlptplv deceived me. Most grstiiyiDg. 

““‘’-'i! ^ If V„u-d blown youndf to bits, yooM have been 


highly delighted. 

Hilda: Don't! It’s so horrible. 


It seemed such a lovely mom- 


toon, at a fann about «ve nb.es 
away. Very pleasant indeed. ^ ^ ^ 
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Hilda {busy fimshing him off): I can't understand why she lets you 
go about blowing things up like that. There! You look better now. 

Fletherington: I’m really much obliged, Miss — er — ^Jackson, and 
so sorry to have caused all this trouble. 

Patch {offering case): Cigarette? 

Fletherington {taking one): Thank you. I don’t often smoke, 
but I think this is quite an occasion for a little self-indulgence. 

Patch offers him match, and he lights the cigarette awkwardly. 

Patch lights his own. Fletherington leans back and beams upon 
the company. 

Well, this is very pleasant, very pleasant indeed. 

Patch {after a meaning glance at Hilda and Gridley): Mr. 
Fletherington, do you read the papers? 

Fletherington: Very rarely. My wife reads them and then tells 
me any news that she thinks I would like to hear. This pleases her, 
and saves time and trouble for me. Besides, from what I can see, the 
popular press appears to be produced now for women, not men. 

Gridley: I believe you’re right. Except for the sports pages. 
Cricket news. 

Fletherington: I don’t take any interest in cricket. I like to relax 
when I’ve done my work for the day. 

Hilda, assisted by Patch, begins to put the first-aid things 
together. 

Oh, can I help? 

Hilda: Oh— ^o, thank you. {To Patch) You needn’t bother 
now, either. I like to be doing something. It’s very restful. 

Hilda goes out with the things. 

Fletherington: Very sensible girl, that. My wife would like her. 

Fleihhungton leans back in content. Patch goes and lounges 
by the rail at the back. 


Very odd finding oneself on a ship, like this. {Looks about him with 
approval.) Do you know what I’d like to do with this ship? 
Gridley {lazily): No. 

Fleth^gton (smiling): I’d like to try a charge of my Fletherite 
on It. Blow It up. 


Gridley {hastily): Don’t be silly 

(-yerioitf (y) : No, no, it’s just what I want. Wonder- 
1 could work out a charge of Hetherite-or perhaps two cSaZ 
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ACT I 


BEES ON THE BOAT DECK 

T/»n CoTTOKaBY: Ha ba, really! You must tell me about tliat. 
But where’s my daughter? I came here with a daughter. (Goes towards 
back and begins calling.) Ursula. Ursula. 

Ursula’s Voice (off, back)'. All right. I’m crawling up. 

She arrives, a handsome, weary girl, very beautifully dressed. 
She looks about her in disgust. 

My God! Cot, what a foul boat! 

CBudley stares at her in indigruition. 

Lord Cotongley; My daughter, gentlemen 

Ursula (giving them a cursory glance. Disgusted): How dyou 
do? (To Lord Cottingley.) I thought you said this might be 

amiishig - 

Lord Cotongley: Well, so it might. 

Ursula: Couldn’t be. I’m going. 

Patch ent&s. She brightens up at the sight of him. 

That is, when you want to go. There’s no huny. (To Patch.) Hello! 

Patch (not interested): Hello! (Exchanges meaning glances with 
Gridley.) 

Ursula (piqued at his lack of iraerest): I suppose you’d be awfully 
bored if I asked you to show me over the ship? 

Patch: I expect you’re right. 

Ursula (astonish^: What? 

Patch: I never contradict a lady. 

Ursula (disgusted): Latfy! 

Patch (griram^): Sony! 

Ursula: I shall go and look round myself. (Moving.) 

Gridley (alarmed): You wouldn’t like it Dirty. Rats 

Patch: Mice. Spiders. Beetles 

As she takes no notice. 

Gridley (hurriedly): We’d better show you what there is to see 
Voy little 

, Asjh emoves off right, they are at each side of her, carefully dtep- 

henSng Lchid Cotongley and Flbtherington, who have 

been teOdr^ quietly, can now be heard. 

Loro COTONCHEY (very ggniaify): Well, that’s very interesting, 

int^tmg indeed. I might be able to he^ you put your explo- 

sne on the m^et. That is, of course, if I were satisfied that it was 
all you thmk It IS. 

FLmitoiNGTW (wistfully): Fd lilre to try it on this ship 
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ijyRD CoTTWGLEY {thot^hifiiUy): Woidd yoa now, would yoa? On 
this ship. 

Fletherington {dreamily): A beautifiil test. 

Lord CorriNGLEy {thoughtfully ) : Oh, magnificent, of comse! Just 
what you w’ant. 

Fletherington: Yes. And you’d see for yourself then. 

Lord ComNGLEY: Exactly. And if it was my ship, you could do 
it. That is, of course, if the thing were done in such a way that the 
insurance people didn’t object, but paid up afterwards. I couldn’t 
exactly give you a ship this size to blow up, could I? {Ixa^hs heartify.) 

Fletherington: No, I suppose not. Though it might as well be 
blown up, it doesn’t seem to be serving any useful purpose here. 

Lord Cotiingley: Oh, quite, quite, quite. Very sharp of you to 
see that. You’d have a very good head for business, you know. 

Fletherington: I’ve often thou^ so, but I’m not interested, 
don’t really understand it. In fact, I let my wife, who’s a very se^^le 
woman in some respects, manage all our little business afEsirs at 

home. I find my own work very engrossing. 

Lord Cottingley {smoothly): Naturally. You’re a man of screnoe. 
I’ve had a certain amount to do with men of science ^invmfiiw 
geniuses like yourself— and I’ve always found it be^ for eveiybo^ 
if they just get on with their own work and don’t bother thw heads 

about business. They’ve always left that to 

well. A natural division of labour. After all, this is an age of 

specialisation. „ , . 

Fletherington: Not so much as people think. Take morgamc 

(who win not have <to): Yes, yotfre th^ 

aVMYiit this ship Now, a wire to my broker in town, and I coul 

of this ship within twenty-foei hours. You say you 

have the explosive here with you? 

Fletherington : Yes — in this bag. 

Loan CornNGl^v (drawu^ hocky. Oh-here. Dangeious isu t rt. 

No it has to be detonated. The de^tOB are 

over there. It wouldn't’ take long to fc if I 

Loar. amrrKiUv y^tappenS tTup a 

^yt^^d foo aomebody happened to come 
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see what happened. Otherwise it wouldn’t be a proper test at all. 
You’d want to see it too. 

Lord Cottingley {slowly): No. That wouldn’t be absolutely 
necessary. In fact, it might be better if I wasn’t here. What we want 
is somebody — well — somebody who wants to blow a ship up — makes 

no bones about it 

Ursula comes hurrying in. 

Eh, what? What’s the matter, Ursula? 

Ursula {amused): This is getting better. There’s a man locked in 
a cabin along there. 

Lord Cottingley; Nonsense! Are you sure? 

Ursula: Positive, my dear. I stood just outside— after giving 
those two men the slip — I knew there was something queer going on 
— and I heard him kicking the door and shouting. 

Fletkerington : You’re sure it wasn’t a girl? Because there is one 
here. Nice girl. Can’t remember her name, but she very kindly 
attended to these little cuts of mine. 

Ursula {amused): A girl! That explains the good-looking boy. 
I thought he was very distant. He’s got a girl here. Good idea too! 
But that was a man in the cabin. 

Lord Cottingley: Show me the cabin. {To Fletkerington) 
Don’t you come. You need a rest. Look after your explosive. 

Lord Cottingley and Ursula hurry off right, into super- 
structure. 

Fletkerington picks up his bag, opens it, and is begirming to 
examine his explosive crystals, when Gridley and Patch hurry 
in, looking hot and worried, from another entrance right. 

Gridley: Have you seen that damned girl? 

Fletkerington {calmly): Just gone in there with her father. To 
show him a cabin with a man inside it. 


Patch {after whistling): That’s tom it. 

Gridley: Yes, and what the blinking blazes are we going to do 

to mend it? {To Fletkerington, who is still examining his crystals) 
And don’t mess about with that stuff. 

Fletkerington {smiling): Perfectly safe. 

Gridley: That’s what you say, but I don’t think you know what’s 

safe and what is^t safe. Look at you! So, for God’s sake, stop mess- 
ing with the stuff. Put it back. 


Fletkerington, sHll smiling, does. 
They can’t let Slivers out, can they? 
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Patch : No, I’ve got the key in my pocket. But by this tiniB Sliven 
wll have told ’em all about Hilda through the keyhole. 

Gridley: May not have done. Better wait and sec. (Sits down 

and mops himself and breathes heavily). What a morning! comes 

of wanting something to happen, grumbling because it’s quiet. 
(Shouting.) I like it quiet. It can’t be too quiet for me. If only this ship 
was out at sea, where she ought to be, and the engines turning over 
nicely and not too many passengers, I’d ask for nothing better. I 
wouldn’t care how quiet it was, wouldn’t care if not a danm thing 
happened for six months. 

Patch ; Well, you’re out of hick, Sam. It’ll be a long time before 
this old girl goes churning through the Forties again. 

Fletherington : Lord Cottingley was talking just now about 
buying her. 

Patch ; Oh, what does that old twister want to do with her? 

Gridley; Wait a minu te, you can’t talk like that. How dyou 
know he’s a twister? 

Patch : Ask any of ’em at Head Office. They’re all twisters more 
or less there, but he was the king twister and that’s why he had to 
resign. What’s he want to buy her for? I don’t trust him. 

Fletherington: He’s interested in my explosive^ Fletherite. 

Gridley (half humorously^ half angrilyY He is, is he? I suppose 
he’s like you, eh? Like to try it on the ship, blow her up? 

Fletherington (simply): Yes, that’s what he said. 

Gridley (exploding: What the 

Then he stares at Patcb and in his exasper^n whistles ha 
ascending scale, while Patch, staring back, whistles ha descend- 


ing one. . , . . _ 

Either I’ve gone clean off my nut, or everybody el^ ^ t^ 

^ (sardc^cally): She & a ^»e, Didn’t yon tell tho. 
wre bees UD on the ^at deck this morning . 

(Vf-W: .B- 

aU going mad. I can feel it commg. Now here s a snip— 

77® . V„..’v. «nd that before, yon old chnmp. Usten. Come 


here 


ney come Jown ro ,alk “'1^7^777*^'' 

ar/empt to listen but remains aloof and dreamy. 
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Don’t you see what the game is ? 

Gridley: No, I don’t. 

Patch: Well, it’s the good old game. Insurance. 

Gridley: Insurance? 

Patch: Yes, insurance. Cottingley could buy this ship for next 
to nothing now. But if anything happens to her — total loss — he could 

collect the insurance, see? 

Gridley: D’you think that’s it? 

Patch: I’m sure. I don’t know whether it could be worked, but 
that’s what’s in his mind, you can bet your life. 

Gridley: But what about him? {Indicating Fletherington.) Is 
that his idea, too? 

Patch: No, he’s just barmy. He wants to blow something up. 

Gridley {with an angry glance at Fletherington, gradually raising 
his voice): And he doesn’t care what it is. Blow anything up. St. 
Paul’s Cathedral. Children’s Hospital. Yes, I’m talking about you, 
Mr. Fletherington. 

Fletherington {mildly): And what’s the matter with me? 

Gridley: Everything. You’re aU wrong. You’re a nuisance. 
You’re a menace. 

Fletherington: I’m not. I’m simply a chemist, a scientist. 

Gridley {bellowing): I know, I know, and to-day you’re tiying to 
blow us up, and to-morrow you’ll be trying to dose us with poison 
gas. What do you want to go and make the foul stuff for, eh? Before 
you’ve finished, you fellows’iiB do the lot of us in. 

Fletherington {defensively) : All I do is to research 

Gridley: Yes, and look at the result. Blowing us up, burning us 
alive, poisoning us. Just stop your damned research then. 

Fletherington: Certainly not. I’m very distressed to hear you 

talking like this, Mr. Gridley. I’ve never willingly hurt anybody in 
my life. 

Gridley: No, and that’s what makes it all so cock-eyed and craz>’. 

You don’t want to hurt anybody, but— by God!— you’re going to. 

Look what you’ve started here this morning. I’m going to find out 

what those people are up to. {Stamps off same way as Lord Cotting- 
ley and Ursula went.) 

Fletherington: I’m very sorry indeed, Mr. — er 

Patch: Patch. Patch. 

Fletherington : Patch, that Mr. Gridley should think of me in 
this way 
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Patch: All never mind. Sam*s vcxy Umciiy, these dbtyc. 

After all, he's a chief engineer, not a watchman. Bre^ lii& facut to 
be stiKk like this in a ship that’s half a market garden. Yon can*t 
even see the sea from h^. And he’s having a wonyiag moming. 
And I'm having a worrying morning. Onty I don’t mind it so irnich. 
Ol VrA (Anqft change of tone.) What do yon think of that gsd? 

: Lord Cottindey’s dau^iter ? 



itch: No, I wouldn’t have her givoi. Seen too many bits like 
Not so hi gh -cla5L% of course, but with just the same carry on. 
I mean the other one — Sam’s niece — Miss Jackson. Now Aere 

girl 


Fletheringtcw : Very nice type. Where is she? 

Patch: Hiding out of the way — up in the captams ({uarteis, I 
ink. I'd better go and see how she’s getting on 

Turns ohwv, but stops because he sees a new arrisaL, Gashk. 
He is a man about forty, rather tall and very thin, with the 
thin neck and prominent Adam's appk tf so many revoboianarie^ 
He has rather Jewish clean-dtaven featwes, curtyidi greyi ng hah , 
thick but bald in the centre, wears no hat, and is dressed in a darkisk 
suit with no waistcoat and a rough sort of a shirt, fle canwe^ 

spectacles. He has a high querulous voice. He comes aboard wtth 

a rather self-important, mysterious air. 

Gaster (to Patch): Good morning. Comrade. 

Patch: Morning. 


Gaster : One of the party in Longpewt 

Patch: WTiat party? 

O^eiTR The Communist Party. He told me about this ^ ^ 
„p“a«d^ % P^-taWy taow, 6g)^ a 

and ali^ worldng »p a strike among the transport 

UKne, and so. eotorade— , oont ke® on ealBn* rae 


Patch: Wait a minute, wait a num 

:onirade. 

Gaster: Why not? 

Patch: Because I don’t know you, 

Gaster: But we’re both wmkers. 

Patch (sharply): We’re not. I’m not a worl^ 

Gaster: But you don’t side with the boss 
capitalists, do you? 

Patch: No, I don’t. Damn tl^caintalists. 


comrade, see? 


And you’re 


class, don’t hdp the 


acti bees on the boat deck 

Gaster: That’s all right then. You’re on our side. You’re with 
the masses. 

Patch: No, I’m not. Damn the masses too. I don’t know who the 
masses are, but to hell with them. 

Gaster: We’re the masses, you and I. 

Patch: You may be, but I’m not. Masses my foot ! WTiat do you 
take me for? I’m not your comrade and I’m not one of the masses. 
My name’s Patch, and I’m second officer of this ship — or I was, w hen 
it was a ship and not a sort of roadhouse. 

Gaster {eagerly)-. Yes, and why is it lying idle like this? Because 
the capitalist system is breaking up 

Patch: Tell him. I know. And don’t stay too long because w'e’re 
very busy here this morning. 

Goes off. Gaster turns to Fletherington, who smiles at him. 

Gaster: Good morning, comrade. You don’t look like a sailor. 

Fletherington: I’m not, I’m a research chemist. 

Gaster: Not a member of the party? 

Fletherington: Not a member of any party. Haven’t time for 
parties. 

Gaster: All workers with hand or brain should be with us. 

He has strolled over to the place where the detonators are. 

Fletherington {sharply)-. Don’t touch those. Detonators. 

Gaster {withdrawing): Oh! What are they doing here? 

Fletherington: I brought them. I’m trying out my new explo- 
sive, Fletherite. It’s here in this bag. 

Gaster {significantl}): Oh — ^I see. I used to know a little about 
chemistry myself — ^before I gave up everything for party work. 

Fletherington {eagerly, approaching him): You did, eh? Well, 
this will amuse you. I had been working for some time on nitro com- 
pounds. Synthetic production from benzine 

Here they are interrupted by Ursula, who is very much the 

bored young female, anxious to attract the attention of males, 
any males. 

Ursula: I say. 

They look at her without interest. 

Hello, here s somebody else. Good morning. 

Gaster {not interested): Good morning. {To Fletherington) 
You were saying? 

Ur^: Rather exciting about the girl, isn’t it? I saw her peeping 
round a comer and chased her a bit, but had to give it up. EmptP 
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a marvellous place for hide-and-seek. Awfully good for a 
too. What I'm going to ask her is, what the paxticularfy dirty 
was that Sir Eric was up to? She must be in the know, eh? 


Fletherington {indifferent ly): Yes. {To Gastbr, as they be^ 
moving off together, to back right) So I went through the usual ammon- 
ium nitrate treatments — the old stuff, you know-nothing new there. 
And then a funn y thing happened. I’d sealed a small mixtuxe in a 

test-tube — ordinary routine 


Ursula stares after them in £sgust 


Ursula 


Pete — put 


down. 


She lights a cigarette petulantly, and stares about her. She 
pushes a chair, kicks something, then finds the packet of detonators. 
She looks at it casually, throws it a little way in the oif and catches 
it, thinking about something else. Patch hurries in. 

Patch: Where the devil is everybody? {He sees what she has got. 
Alarmed^ Don’t! Stop it! 

Ursula {petulantly ) : What are you talking about? If you don’t 
stop running round and shouting and being rude. I’ll throw this at 

you. 

Patch: Oh! — for the love ol , • i. 

Ursula {preening herself and approaching him): Don’t you think 

—I’m rather attractive? 

Patch: No. 

Ursula: What? 

Patch* Y^cs* 

Ursula : Much prettier than that nursemaid you’ve got along there. 
Aren’t I? 

Patch; Yes. anything you like. Only ^ 

UR5UIA : That's betttt. You're ah so rude and inattentive bat. 

Where shall I chuck this? 

Patth (ureently): Don’t chuck it anywhere. 

1 /iRD ComNGLBY and Gridlby hurriedly enter from entrance 


to ceAins. 

Lord Cottingley 


Ursula— and throw that 


thing awaj 

Gridley and Patch {urgently): No, don't! 

Lord Cottingley {gasping): No, don t. or 
put ’em down, but put ’em down carefuUy. 

Gridley: They’re detonators. 

Ursula : Well, wiU they break or something . 
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GRIDLEY {mopping his brow): They’ll explode, blow your hands 
and legs off. 

Ursula {alarmed now) : Oh ! 

Very carefully now, watched by the men, in a dead silence, she 
puts the package back where she found it. Lord Cothncley 
breathes an audible sigh of relief Gridley and Patch whistle. 

Ursula {indignantly): You might have told me! 

Gridley; Now wait a minute. Before we do an>thing else, let s 
get this settled. Now don’t move, anybody. {He slips into cabin 

entrance,) 

Ursula: Well, that’s that. The next thing to do is to find that girl 
and get the truth out of her. 

Patch: Never mind about her. 

Lord Cottingley {smoothly, but with menace): But as law-abiding 
citizens, it may be our duty to notify the police that she’s here. 

Patch: Don’t talk rot. It’s nothing to do with you. 

Lord Cottingley: And then there’s that poor fellow you’ve 
locked in — what about him? 

Patch: We’U attend to him, thank you. 

Ursula: I’d love to take you down a few pegs. You’re so pleased 
with yourself. 

Gridley enters, carrying a large piece of cardboard, on which 
he has written in big letters in red ink or chalk: Danger! Don’t 
Touch! He puts this card in front of the detonators. 

Gridley {as he does this, muttering and groaning): Holy Moses! 
What a morning! Everybody going completely and utterly bloody 
well barmy. No sense anywhere in anything. Human nature! I wish 
I was a bull in a paddock. Or a porpoise or a dolphin. Even a sea- 
gull, a half-starved mewing rotten seagull. {When the placard is in 
position.) There now! That’s better. Isn’t it — better? 

Lord Cottingley: Much. Very sensible thing to do. 

Gridley: That’s what I think — very sensible. 

Ursula; Anybody would imagine you’d just invented writing. 

Gridley {with delusive mildness): You know, you’re an agreeable- 
looking girl — ^veiy agreeable-looking. I’d call you handsome. Yes, 
distinctly handsome. Good features, nice colouring, fine, well-built 
girl. Expensively educated too. I’ll be bound. 

Lord Cottingley {complacently): You couldn’t buy a better 
education. Best fimshing schools in Europe. And when she came 
out, two years ago, she was considered the prettiest debutante of that 
season. She was one of the TatleVs lovelies. 
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Gridley {still mildly): I’m sure she was, I’m sure she was. A 
beautiful, expensive, fashionable young hidy— {With sudden startling 
ferocity^ and for two pins I’d give her a belting she’d remember for 
the rest of her life. 

Ursula (furiously): Well, here’s one pin. 

She walks across and gives him a hard slap on the face. Lord 

CoTTiNGLEY cries out in protest. Patch giver a sudden hoot of 

laughter. Gridlby is mildly astonished. Ursula regards them adl 

with contempt as she walks a few steps away from Gridley. 

Gridley (briskly): Well, we’d better get things straightened up 
now. 

Patch : Wait a minute, Sam. Where’s that Communist chap who 
was here? 

Gridley (exasperated): Communist? What Communist? There 
aren’t any Communists here. Don’t be silly. Bob, don’t be silly. 

Patch: I’m not being silly. I tell you there was one here a few 
minutes ago. 

GRroLEY: Where are they all coming from? What do they think 
this is — a conference? 

Lord Cottingljby (interested): A Commimist, eh? How do you 
know he was? 

Patch : Because he told me he’d come down to work for the party 
at the Longport election. Something about a strike too. He was a 
Communist all right. And a professional at that. A professional 

comrade. 

Lord Cottingley: Has he gone then? 

Ursula : No, there was a rather Bolshie-looking man here talking 
to Mr. What’s-his-name 

Lord Cottingley (interested): Fletherington. 

Ursula: Yes. They went along there together, having a good 
heart-to-heart talk. 

Patch: What about? 

Ursula: Oh — ^nitrates and test-tubes and things. 

Gridley and Patch exchange glances and whistles. Lord 
Cottingley looks at once pleased and thoughtful. 

Patch: I’m going to find those two. 

Ursula: I shall come with you. 

Patch: What for? 

Ursula: Just to annoy you. 

Patch moves off, Ursula is following him. 
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Lord Cottingley: Wait a minute, my dear. I maj v.ant >ou 
take a wire for me. 

Gridley {sharply): Oh no, you don t. 

Lord Cottingley: Don’t what? 

Gridley: Send a wire. 

Lord Cottingley: My dear sir, I don’t understand jou. 

Ursula: Settle it between you. I’m going to annoy who-is-it 
Patch. {She goes.) 

Lord Cottingley: If I choose to ask my daughter to take a tele- 
gram for me to the nearest post office, surely it isn’t necessarj for me 
to obtain your permission? 

Gridley {earnestly): Listen to me, Lord Cottingley, there isn t 
going to be any funny business with this ship. 

Lord Cottingley {smoothly): My dear fellow, you mustn't talk 
like that, really you mustn’t. "Tou’re not handling a gang of trimmers 
or greasers now. 

Gridley: No, and I wish I was. It’s what I ought to be doing. 

Lord Cottingley {smoothly): No doubt. For my part. I’m 
extremely sorry to see an officer of your experience — ver> valuable 
experience — on the shelf like this, and if there is anything I can do — 
as you may guess, I still have some influence in shipping circles 

Gridley (earnestly): Why don’t you buy this ship ? 

Lord Cottingley: I may. 

Gridley: Yes, but buy her to run her. I’ll get you officers and 
crew to run her like clockwork from here to Valparaiso — chaps that 
are eating their hearts out, praying for a job. And there’s nothing 
wrong with her. You’ve only got to spend a thousand or two on an 
overhaul. A beautiful ship. \^at do you say? 

Lord Cottingley {shaking his head): When I want an e.\pensive 
hobby. I’ll run a steam yacht, thank you, not a big cargo boat. 

Gridley: You couldn’t make it pay? 

Lord Cottingley: Not a chance, my dear feUow’. It would eat 
money. You might just as well take all the money you can find and 
throw it into the middle of the Atlantic. 

Gridley (« despair): Then— by God!— you might as well take a 
few thousand of us too and throw us into the middle of the Atlantic. 
But— I don’t believe it. Look at her! {Indicates the ship.) 

Lord Cottingley {not looking) : Yes, look at her. 

Gridley: Yes, but you’re not looking at her. You ne^•er ha^e 
looked at her properly. Sitting in offices, adding up figures, holding 
meetings, passing the cigars, that’s not r unnin g ships. 
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Lord Cottingley; It’s the only way you can run them. 

Gridley: No, they’re like women. You’ve got to love ’em and 
live wdth ’em. This ship’s like a woman to me. It’s not so many 
figures in a book — assets and debits and Judas Iscariot knows what! 
That’s why I’m warning you. No funny business. No buying her 
to-day and scuttling her to-morrow. 

Lord Cottingley: I don’t know what you mean by scuttling her. 
And in any event, Gridley, you’re forgetting one thing. The moment 
this ship becomes my property, you’ve no longer any right to be 
here, and I can order you ashore at once. 

Gridley {angrily) ; And when you do that, I shall go to the nearest 
police station. 

Lord Cottingley: That’s where I ought to be going now. 
Gridley : Why ? 

Lord Cottingley: Aren’t you forgetting your niece. Miss Jackson, 
kno\Mi, 1 think, as “the missing witness” ? And this man you’ve locked 
in a cabin? What about them? 

He smiles triumphantly. Gridley is in a fury of bewilderment 
and exasperation. He stamps and mutters curses. Lord Cotting- 
ley coTitinues smoothly. 

Now be sensible. I don’t want to make trouble for either the girl 


or you 

Gridley : I don’t like the sound o’ that. I’ve noticed people never 
tell you they don’t w^ant to make trouble until they’re ready to start 

making trouble. 

Lord Cottingley : I’ve never done policeman’s w'ork and I don t 
mean to begin now. I believe in minding my own business. 

Gridley {muttering): Yes, but I don’t like your business. 

Lord Cottingley: And all I ask is that you don’t mterfere m 

matters that don’t concern you 


Gridley: This ship does concern me. 

Lord Cottingley: But it won’t if I buy it. ^ 

Gridley: Don’t caU her it. She’s a she not an i7. ^d she s sUU 
xhtGloriana to me whether you buy her or whether they sell her to 
the Japs to make bicycles out of. And while she s here, there s gomg 
to be lo funny work with her. In fact, while your lordship s m this 

frame of mind, there’d better be no telegrams. 

Lord Cottingley: Gridley, you’re forgetting yourse 
Gridley : Well, that’s something you’ll never do. 
Fletherington enters from right back. 
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Fletherington: They’re arguing about politics along there, so 1 
left them. I can’t understand why people should be always wauting 
to argue about politics when there are so many more interesting things 

to discuss. 

Lord Cottingley: I agree with you absolutely, my dear sir. 

Gridley {looking at them with suspicion): Too much agreement 
altogether about you two. {Gloomily to Fletherington) D’you 
know what I’d have done with you, if I’d had any sense? 

Fletherington {brightly): No, Mr. Gridley? 

Gridley: I’d have thrown you off this ship two m inutes after you 
came aboard. Well, I’U have that Communist off anyhow. That’ll 
be a start. {Goes off right back.) 

Lord Cottingley {softly): What sort of fellow is this Communist, 
Mr. Fletherington? 

Fletherington: Not a bad fellow at aU, Lord Cottingley. He 
knows some chemistry, but has rather foolishly allowed himself to 
be drawn into his political business. Quite a fanatic. 

Lord Cottingley {comfortably): Indeed! Did you tell him about 
your explosive? 

Fletherington: I did, and he was extremely interested. He saw 
the amusing side of it too. 

Lord Cottingley: Oh, what’s that? 

Fletherington: Didn’t I tell you? It’s very amusing. {Laughs.) 
You see. I’d been working for some time on nitro compoimds. Syn- 
thetic production from benzine. Well, I’d been going through the 
usual ammonium nitrate treatments 

Lord Cottingley {determined to have no more of this): Oh yes, 
yes, yes~I remember. Very amusing. Very, very amusing. But tell 
me, Mr. Fletherington, you say this Co mmunis t fellow was in- 
terested — 

Fletherington: Extremely interested. He’s very anxious to try 
it on this ship. 

Lord Cottingley {amiably): Is he now? You know, Mr. 
Fletherington, you’ve an extraordinary capacity for arousing interest, 
even enthusiasm, for your scientific experiments. 

Fletherington: Well, his reasons. I’m afraid, are not entirely 
scientific, though he’s genuinely interested in Fletherite. He seems 
to think that the blowing up of the ship could be of some political 
significance — though I didn’t quite gather how. 

Lord Cotttngiey {smoothly): No doubt he feels that if his party 
did it, they could say it was a protest— and of course a very forcible 
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protest — against the capitalist system, which allows these sfal^ to 
remain idle 

Fletherington : That’s it exactly. Does it make sense to you? 

Lord Cottengley; Oh yes. Although I’m a capitalist mytolf — and 
must of course publicly associate myself with the maintenance of die 
system — I can’t help feeling there’s something to be said for hk point 
of view. 

Fletherington; You ought to have a talk with him. 

Lord Cottingley: I shall certainly have a talk with him. 

Sotmd of loud voices — Gaster’s and Patch’s arguing fimowdy 
off right back. “I’ll show you what I mean.” “Just listen to me, 
will you.” “Now wait a minute.” Gridley can be joining in too. 

But just now somebody else seems to be having a talk with him. 

Enter Gaster, Patch and Gridley all arguing at once. Ursula 
follows them in, looking very bored. 

Gaster {shouting them down) : Y ou don’t know what Marx said. 
Patch: No, I don’t know and I don’t care. I think for myself, see? 
Gaster; I can tell you exactly what he said. 

Patch {humorously)'. Why, have you got him with you? 

Gaster {simply) '. Yes. {Produces volume of Marx's Capital /rt»w 
his pocket.) 

Gridley {wonderingly)'. By thunder! — ^he has too. 

Patch : It’s his Bible. 

Gaster {as he turns the pages)'. You’re ri^t. It’s my Bible. Ou^ 
to be yours too. 

Gridley: Give me Schopenhauer. 

Gaster {still turning): A poor bourgeois pessimist. 

Patch { chuckling ): That’s good. I must remember that. 

Gridley {indignantly): Here, wait a minute 

Gaster {topping him): Now listen. {Reads.) “If, W iTSte 

must be S>lc to dispose of his labour power as his 
and. on the other hand, he must have no 

must be ‘free’ from everything that is essential for the realisati 

his labour power.” Chrenr- 

Ursui^ {forcefidly, while the others are digesting this), dnenr- 

'she goes and sits down, disgusted with them, and lights acig^. 
Patch {excitedly): Now. wait a minute. Who’s this worker? 
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GASim: I’ve told you. Anybody who does not own the means of 
production, who is not a capitahst, who has to sell his labour. 

Patch: Well then, what about me? 

Gwdley: Never mind about you. Bob. {Triumphantly to Gaster) 
What about a man who runs a Punch and Judy show? Is he a 
capitahst? Is he a worker? 

Gasibr {contempttiously): We’re not talking about Punch and Judy 
shows. 

Gridley: But you said he explained eveiythmg — well, what about 
a man who luns a Punch and Judy show? 

Patch {quickly): No, Sam, you’re off it, you’re off it. 

Gridley {loudly): Off what? 

Patch {shouting) : Off the argument, off the point. 

Gastcr {shouting): Of course he is. 

Gridley {shouting): What point? 

Lord Cottingley {loudly, taking a hand in this): Yes, what exactly 
is the point? 

Ursula {topping them all): There isn’t one. They don’t know what 
they’re talldng about. 

Patch {dismissing her): I know what I’m talking about. 

Gridley {almost angrily): Well, don’t I know what I’m talking 
about? 

Gaster {bellowing): No. None of you know. I know because I’ve 
studied these things. It’s all here in Marx. If you come here, I’U 
show you. 

Gridley, Patch and Lord Cottingley gather round him. 

Flbtherington lingers on the stage. Ursula sits where she is, 
bored with them. 

Now read Marx for yourself. 

As he says this, loudly. Captain Mhllock appears, a sinister 
figure. He is a trim, athletic-looking man in his late thirties, not 
bad-looking in a rather hard style. He has a romantic scar on his 
face. He wears no hat, a dark blue uniform shirt, with a tiny Union 
Jack on one side and a number of military ribbons on the other, and 
neat dark trousers, with pockets big enough for a revolver. The 
whole effect is that of a Fascist uniform. He stands looking at the 
group, and only Ursula sees him at first. She brightens up at once. 

Ursula {to the others) : Hoy ! Look what’s come. 

They look at Mellock surprised. 

Mbllock {harshly): Marx! Huh! Marx! 
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Gaster {sharplyy. What about him? 

Mbllock (harshly): What about you, you mean, you dirty Red. 
You’re Gaster, aren’t you? Moscow’s present to Longpmt. 

Gaster: And I suppose you’re Mellock, who’s been feillfing so big? 

Mellock (correcting him sharply) : Captain Mellock. Yes. Of the 
New British Fascisd. 

Gaster (sneering): New British Fascist!! Boys playing at soldiers! 

Mellock : Don’t make any mistake, Gaster. We’re not all boys, 
we’re not all playing at soldiers. I’m not, for one. And I don’t simply 
talk big. I mean what 1 say. 

Patch (rudely): Well, say it, GeneraL and then clear off. 

Mellock: Shut up! Pm not talking to you — ^yet. Listen, Gaster, 
I’ve been looking for you all morning. 

Gaster: WeU, you’ve found me. 

Mellock: Found a whole nest df you. Party headquarters, eh? 

Patch: Can you stop being a dam’ fool for just a minute ? 

Mellock: I’ve told you, shut iq). 

Gridley: Bob! 


Patch: Yes, Sam. 

Gridley: We’ve let too many of ’em come aboard already. But 
this is definitely one we can’t have at any price. 

Patch: You’re quite right, Sam. The General’s out. 

Mellock (moving a step nearer): FU give you Red bastards a 
lesson in manners soon. 

Patch: Come on, Sam. 

He and Gridley make a sharp move forward At the same time 
Mellock steps back and whips out a revolver^ with which he covers 

them. , 

Mellock (very harshly) : Come on, the lot of you. H^ds and 

move back. Come on, come on, sharp to it. And don t thmk I won 

shoot, because I will. 

He looks as if he wUl. They aU move back, exc^^JvSOL^who 

;oX OB, deojuedly, md m grouped oowOMQvmxt <md 
Patch are sepeaated from the others and to the left. 

Ursula: Marvellous! Am I in this too? , 

Mellock (giving her a quick sharp look) : You will be if you on 

keep quiet. 

Ursula (appreciatively): I think you’re too sweet. 

Mellock (still co vering them v^h his 

on Gridley and Patch): Now then (Beflects.) 
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Patch: He’s been too often to the pictxires, that’s his trouble. 

Mbllock {sharply, to Gridlev Patch); You two— who thinJc 
you’re damned tou^ — ^who are you? 

^ATca {promptly)’. Hitler. 

Gridlhy; Mussolini. {Goes on grumbling in mutterirtg tone.) Com- 
pletely and utterly barmy, everything ! 

Patch makes the beginning of a quick movement, but Mellock, 
who is very alert, threatens him instantly, and Patch has to keep 

quiet. 

Lord Cottinglby {at his smoothest): Captain Mellock, I think 
you’d better let me explain. 

Mellock {giving him half an eye) : Who are you ? Keep your hands 
up. 

Lord CornNCLEY: I’m Lord Cottingley. 

Mellock {surprised): Lord Cottingley! What are you doing here? 

Lord Cottingley {smoothly): I used to be a director of the com- 
pany that owns this ship. I can explain everything. 

Mellock: Let me get rid of these two fellows, first, before there’s 
any explaining. {Indicating Gridley and Patch.) 

Lord Cottingley {comfortably): Well, there’s this hold. Send 
’em down there. 

Gridley {indignantly): That’s a fine idea! Hell’s bells, what a 
morning . . . ! 

Mellock {harshly, menacing them): Go on. Down there. 

JTtey have to go down into the hold, with the open hatch on the 
right. Patch gives Lord Cottingley a very unpleasant look. 

Patch {to Lord Cottingley): I’ll remember this — you dirty old 
twister. 

Ursula {with jubilant sweetness): Good-bye— dear Mr. Patch! 

Patch {furiously as he disappears) : Ent-cha ! 

Lord Cottinglby {stepping forward eagerly): I’ll help you with 
the hatch cover. 

Ursula {gleeftdly): And so will I. 

The three of them, with Mellock still keeping an eye on the 
other two, pull down the section of the hatch cover, and fasten it. 
Fletherington steps forward to take his bag. 

Mellock {sharply): Heigh! 

Lop Cottinglby: That’s all right. Captain Mellock. Let him 
have it. I’ll explain in a minute. These two won’t give you any trouble. 

htoiocK: I don’t trust Gastm' a yard. 
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Lord Cottoigley: No, no, you leave this to me. Yoh*B undEr- 
stand in a minute. Here, Fletherington. 

He takes the bag over to Fleisbringtom, mAo has ntwatoed 
back to Hhere Gaster is standatg. He begins whisperwg to Aeai. 
Mellock stays wha-e he is, watching them. IhtSULA Amhr m AAr. 

Ursula: Cigarette, Captain Mellock? iOfffers him one.) 

Meliock (Joking i7): Thanks. (Lights it ^ckly.') 

Ursula: By tte way. Pm Lord Cottin^y’s dauduer— IhsiAL 


Mellock: I s«. 


arveOous 


Urslt-a: You know, I think you’re rath 
Mellock (indifferently): Yes? 

Ursula: What a lot of ribbons you have! Are they bogus? 

Mellock: Course they aren’t! What do you take me for? Fve 
been soldiering one place and another, twenty years — ever snsce I 


age, I 


Ursula: That makes you thirty-seven, doesn’t it? A nice 
think. Young OKn are so feeble. 

She smites at him but he takes no notice. He is now 
the detonator notice. He m/Bcates it now. 


staring at 


xkk: What's all that 


me like thaL As a 
blew myself up with 



'em at it. Just what we 


Ursula: My dear, you mustn't bully 
of feet, they’re detonators, and as I nearly 
not long ago, that notice is there. 

Mellock (pleased): Humph! Caught 
wanted. 

Ursula : You haven't the faintest idea what you’re talking abouL 
Mellock: I have. Don’t worry. 

Ursula : Tm not worrying about that. (Looks at him ^readathefy , 
then drops her voice.) Tell me. You’re not one ot those men wbo’ve 

no use for women, are you? 

Mellock (te^): Me? No fear! Fve had too much use for ’em. 
All over the {dace 

Ursula: All ri^t, I don’t w?ant to know the rest. 

Mellock (catling across): Well? 

Lord ComNca^ (commg down a few steps) : ^ouH al^ them 
two to finish their conversation dsevAer e— th^ wont 

leave the ship— they can’t, except that way— m taqdam cverydring 

Mellock: All right. tr 

Flbtherington carrying his bag, tatd Gasibr move off . 
Lord Cottingley comes down. 
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Lord CornNGLBY: WeU, you seem to be a ver>' melodramatic 

yoimg man. 

Mellock; I’m not. 

Lord ComNGLEY: What! Flourishing revolvers ! Hands up! All 
the rest of it ! 

Mellock: That’s not melodrama, I meant what I said. No 
pretence about it at all. I don’t carry this revolver about with me 
for fim, any more than a navvy carries a pick and shovel about vrith 

him for fun. 

Ursula {with slight mockery ^ : He's a gun-man. 

Mellock: A gun-man, if you like. Only I prefer to call myself a 
soldier. It’s been my profession ever since I was a schoolbo) . 1 ve 
soldiered in France, Russia, Palestine, China and South America. 

Lord Cottingley: Why? Stupid life! 

Mellock: I didn’t min d it, and anyhow it was all I could do. 
And— don’t forget— it’s you people w'ho’re pretending— not me. 
You’re pretending the world is still a nice safe place, and that the 
war stopped in 1918. 

Lord Cottingley: Well, didn’t it? 

Mellock: You bet your life it didn’t. I ought to know. I've 
been following it round ever since. 

Lord Cottingley: Oh — possibly — in a few out-of-the way places. 
But here we’ve seen nothing of it. 

Mellock: No, but you will — you will. It’ll come rolling back. 
Otherwise, I shouldn’t be here. And don’t imagine I’m here for fun. 
I’m getting good pay and privileges, and I’ve been promised much 
better pay and privileges. 

Ursula: Good! 

Lord Cottingley: But what are you doing here? 

Mellock: The Reds have put up a candidate of their own for this 
by-election in Longport, where a lot of the scum round the docks 
are half Bolshie already. I’m down there — sent by our own party — 
to keep an eye on these Reds, especially this fellow, Gaster. That’s 
why I followed him here in my car. And you can bet I’m not leaving 
until I know exactly what’s going on here. So now you can do seme 
explaining. 

Lord Cottingley {smiling): Looks bad, doesn’t it? 

Mellock: Well — ^I find you here hobnobbing with a notorious 

professional Red organiser— and with a lot of high explosive waiting 
to be used 

Lord Cottingley {smiling): Terrible. {Is about to go on more con- 
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fidentially, when he remembers URSULA, and turns to Aer.) Wouldn't 
you like to go for a walk, my dear? 

Ursula {very decidedly): No, 

Lord ComNOLEY: You’ll find all this talk very boring. 

Ursula: Oh — no, I won’t- {Smiles impudently at Mellock, who 
frowns at her.) I wouldn’t miM a word. 


Mellock {rather casually to Lord Cottingley): We could stick 
her away for half an hour or so. 

Ursula {marches up to him, very erect, defiant, fenunine): You 
try sticking me away somewhere! Just try it. Now! 

Lord Cottinglby {to Mellock): Don’t encoura^ her. 

Mellock {indignantly): I’m not encouraging her. Catch me 
encouraging such a kid! 

Ursula {with passionate irony) : Kid ! My God ! Y ou mean kiddie 
— don’t you? 

Mellock: Anything you like, only shut up. We want to talk. 

Ursula looks at him in disgust, goes and sits down, where she 
■watches them as they talk. 


Lord Cottingley {confidentially): Captain Mellock. I’m as much 
anti-communist as you are. In fact, I’m on your side entirely. Join 
your party, if you like. But this is the position. Here’s a ship. Now 
supposing this ship was completely destroyed — blown up — by the 

local Communists? 

Mellock: Now that’s just the sort of thing we want to catch ’em 
doing. 

Lord Cottingljby {easily) : Of course it is. Burning the Reichstag 
and so forth. Always has a wonderful effect on the minds of the 

decent law-abiding public. 

Mellock: After a few acts of terrorism of that sort, the public 
will ask for us to protect ’em. That’s the strength of our position. 

Lord Cottingi^: Of course it is. 

Mellock: The trouble is— the poor swine here haven’t the guts 
to be terrorists. 

Lord Cottingley {softly) : That’s a nuisance, of c^e. Brt— 
you see— here’s a nice big ship, and here’s some pov^ new ^ 
Lplosive and the man who knows how it ought to be handle^ Mci 
hw’s your friend Gaster. And then you come char^g m— just at 
the wrong moment. {They look meaningly at one another.) 

Mellock: I see. 

Lord CamNGLBY {softly): I thought you would. 

[ 112 ) 


act I BEES ON THE BOAT DECK 

Mellock : But where do I come in ? 

LordCottingley: Obviously you don’t yet. You go out. Theug , 
between ourselves. I’m glad you came when you did, because we were 
able to get rid of those two ship s officers 

Mellock: Oh — those blighters we shoved in the hold? 

Lord Cottingley: Yes. They looked like being a nuisance, and 
now they’re well out of the way, until we’ve made all our plans. Now 
about you. Wait a minute. {He thinks, then looks reflectively at watch.) 
You must give me an hour or so to settle things here. Lunch-time 
too. {Turns to Ursula) Ursula, would you like to take Captain 
Mellock off in search of some food and drink for us here . 

Ursula: Yes. Good idea. 

Lord Cottingley: You could go in our car or his. Bring some 
decent sandwiches and some whisky, enough for four or five of us. 

Goes back to right and looks down deck for Fletherington and 
Gaster. Gives whistle and beckons to them. Then turns to 
Ursula and Mellock. 

When you come back. Captain Mellock had better wart down there 
until you come Up here and see me. {To Mellock) Safer, I think. 

Mellock: Sounds a good scheme. 

Ursula {moving): Come on. Let’s go. 

}AELLOCK.{as heprepares to go): What about {Points to hatch.) 

Lord Cottingley {casually): Oh — those fellows. They can stay 
where they are. And anyhow, they can’t make trouble. I know some- 
thing that wUl keep them quiet. 

Ursula {to Mellock): Yes. I’ll teU you about that as w'e go along. 
Serve ’em right too. Foul pair, I thought. Come on, let’s go shopping. 

She and MnxoctL go off. Lord Cottingley looks dov.n off right 
again and nods. Then comes forward and arranges three chairs 
together, Gaster and Fletherington enter from back right. 
Fletherington is still carrying his bag. 

Gaster: Has that Fascist bully gone? 

Lord Cottingley {smoothly): Yes — he’s gone. He only needed a 
Uttle talking to. And I’ve sent my daughter off to find us something 
to eat and drink. 

Fletherington: That’s an excellent idea. I knew there was some- 
thing wrong, but couldn’t think what it was. I must be hungn . I 
was in such a hurry to get out of the house this morning to test the 
Fletherite that I had no breakfast — only a cup of tea. 

Lord Cottingley {the hearty chairman now): Not enough. The 
inner man. Eh, Mr. Gaster? Ha ha ha ha! WeU, we’ll put that right. 
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Ana now uus is our opportunity to have a Iktle Sit i»— Ifc. 
Fktherington, won’t you? {Indicates chair And pexhsqis yoa 

would like to sit here, Mr. Caster. {buScates chair I^.) 

They both sit. He takes the chair in the middle mA 


ceremom 


Capital 


bustni 


Caster: Wait a minute, what about those two saikus? 
Fletherington: Oh yes, Fd for^tten them , 

Lord Cotitngley: TTiat’s all right. Thejr’re safe — t 
>t veT>’ comfortable — in number three hold. We needn’t 
>out them for some time. 


lUiUUI 




Caster: Well, I shan’t, 
both of them. 


Obvious counter-revotutionary types. 


Lord Cottingley {the smooth chairman^: Quite so. And very 
acute of you, Mr. Caster, to notice the feet so quickly. Weil now, I 
gather that both of you — for diffeirat reasons — one scientific, the 
other political — ^have a certain interest in Mowing iq> this sl^. All 
right. Now there are certain questions that must be carefully otm- 
sidered. I might make a little agenda, eh? {He proAtces a piece cf 
paper and pencil and makes a few rapid notes.) 

C.ASTER {solemnly)'. I always like to have an agenda. 

L(»id Cottingiey: Very sensiWe of you- Now then. The first 
problem is undoubtedly that of time. Exactly vhen, ge ntleme n — 
exactl>’ when shall the ship be blown up? 

He looks from one to the other with a smiling tdertness. They 
are looking thoughtful. The curtain comes down. 


End of Act One 


[ 114 1 


ACT II 


5cE!NEt Same as before. An hour and a half later . Lord CoTUNCLCT, 

Fletherington and Gaster are still sitting in the same chairs, 
but now they look hot and flustered, as if they have been arguing 
a long time. When the Curtain first discovers them, they are having 
a breathing space, as if they have just reached a deadlock and were 
giving themselves time to recover their breath. Lord Cottingley 
mops his brow. They all start to speak, then decide to say nothing 
and collapse into their chairs again. Then they all speak together. 

Lord ComNGLEy: To-morrow night is the earhest possible 
noment, I tell you, and I would prefer the day after 

Gaster (at the same time): From the point of view of the party, 
he sooner the better, and I say— to-ni^t while we are certain of 
iverything 

Fletherington (at the same time): I must repeat the opinion I 
lave expressed throughout, that unless it is done as soon as possible, 

cannot guarantee anything 

They all stop and look at one another, rather exhausted. Lord 
Cottingley holds up his hand for silence, and looks at his watch. 

Lord Cottingley; Gentlemen, we’ve been arguing this point for 
)ver an hour. We really must get on, 

Gaster; We have here, of course, comrades, three fundamentally 
liflferent types cf mind. Any Marxist thinker would recognise that, 
irstly 

Lord Cottingley (checking him): Mr. Gaster — comrade — do you 
ealise that if we let you go on with this, it would make the fifth 
BCtuie on Marxist philosophy you’ve given us during tbi< last hour? 
t’s too much, y’know. 

Fletherington ; Much too much. Now may I give you the reason 
?hy I do not want any delay? I’ve told you many times that I don’t 
rant one 

Lord Cottingley (wearily): Many, many, many times, Mr. 
letherington. 

Fletherington; Quite so, but so far I haven’t told you why. 

Confidaitialfy.) It’s because I’m afraid my wife would get to know— 
nd stop it. 

Gaster: But surely, comrade— you, a scientist, an intellectual— 
re not afraid of your wife? 
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Flbthbrengton (simply): I am. 

Lord Cottesgley (to Gaster): I take it that you aren't married? 

G.aster: No, I’m not. 

Lord Cottinglby: Obviously. You know, the amount you have 
to leam about everything — just the most ordinary everyday 
seems to me to have reached staggering proportions, at^ I see it 
growing every few seconds. 

Fletherington: My wife 

Lord Cottingley (stopping him): You must tell us all about Mrs. 
Fletherington afterwards, Mr. Fletherington. Just now we really 
must keen to the ooint. 


int 



Fletherington: But she is the point. Don’t you see- 


Gastcr (sharply): No, I don’t see. And we are wasting vahiabte 
time. Don’t you agree? (To Lord Cottinglby.) 

Lord Cottingley: Yes, I do agpree. 

Fletherington (eagerly) : Oh — I a^ee too, for that matter. Oh — 
most certainly. 

Gaster (to Lord Cottinglby): To-morrow night is for you the 
earliest time to blow up the ship, eh? 

Lord Cottinglby; Yes, and I’d prefer the day after to-morrow. 

Gaster: To-morrow night is for me the latest time. For him too, 
no doubt. 

Fletherington: All I wish to say is this (Goes towards 

detonator placard.) 

Lord Cottingley (irritably): What are you doing? 

Fletherington: I might as wcU have these detonators. iTaka 
them and puts them in his bag, which heisstiU holding, then comes back,) 

Lord Cottinglby: Then we have here the basis of a compeo- 


mise 


Gasibr ; Correct. It would not be too late for us. On tte other 
hand, it would give you time to order these two men off the ship 

Lord Cotiinglby: Oh yes— but they’re not the difficulty. That 
part of it’s easy. We can ignore them. 

As he says this. Patch suddady drops down on **^^"”**”*^ 

i^ing for the last hm^. He has a stout iron bar mth han, and is 

a very angry and formidable figure* 

Patch (very menacingly): Don’t move, any of you. The finst man 
who moves. I’U hatten him with this. 
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Fletherington (mildly): But— Mr. Patch 

Patch (menacingly): Don’t talk either. I’ve been crawling and 
climbing for nearly an hour like a ruddy cockroach through the 
foulest holes in this ship, and I’m ready to kill somebod>’. So keep 
stm and shut up, before I flatten you to the deck. 

They are paralysed. He hastily goes round to the hatch, and 
dexterously and quickly unfastens the cover. 

Patch (as he removes the cover): All right, Sam. 

Gridley climbs out, very hot and dirty, in a furious rage, also 
holding a thick iron rod. He is a terrifying figure. At the sight oj 
the three standing there, he gives a great roar of inarticulate rage. 

Gridley (roaring): Wa-a-ah! You bloody toads! You poxed-up 
rats! You red-eyed stinking weasels! I’ll break you to pieces. I’ll 
tear the lights and livers out of you. (Steps forward. As they make 
a noisy but inarticulate protest) I don’t care who did it, you're all 
in it, every flaming man Jack of you. 

Patch: If they hadn’t been, they’d have let us out before now. 
Crawling and climbing like a God-dam’ cockroach. I’ve been! 

Gridley: Trying to shut us up in our own ship! Round there. 
Bob; they’re not leaving us yet. 

Lord Cottingley (to Patch, who has cut off the retreat of the party 
to the shore): But wait a minute, you can’t do this. 

Patch (through his teeth, menacingly, going up to him): Who 
suggested putting us in the hold, eh? You’d be surprised what I 
could do to you — now! 

Fletherington : But — Mr. Gridley 

Gridley (with passion): You started this, by Judas. (He goes and 
opens door of small store room, far side of entrance to cabins.) Get 
in there. 

Fletherington: But — but 

Gridley (in a violent storm, threatening him with the iron rod): 
Hefl’s million bells! D’you want me to knock the living daylight out 
of you? In there! 

Fletherington, terrified, goes in. Gridley immediately steps 
across and locks the door. 

Patch: Cabins B. and C. for these two, eh? 

Gridley: Yes. Rush ’em up the alleyway, boy, rush ’em up. 

He pounces on Gaster and rushes him out, while Patch, 
delighted, seizes Lord Cottinglby behind and rushes him after. 
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There is a great noise off^ protesting and roaring, lockup of 
doors. Then silence. G«jdley and Patch return, panting and 
rubbing their hands. 

Gridley : I don’t know where that gets us — but now I feel a bit 
better — (muttering) the sons of (Blows his breath out.) 

Patch (pugnaciously) •. Yes, but where’s the fellow with the blue 
shirt and the gun? That’s the fellow I want to take a crack at. And 
when I see him, I’m going to chance it — ^rush him — gun or no gun 

Gridley (sitting down heavily)-. What a day! What a day! I’ve 
not had such a day since that time when the trimmers pinched that 
cask o' brandy at Durban. That was a day. 

Patch; Before my time. 

Gridley; Dare say it was. But — bless me! — ^There was more 
sense even in that than in this. I mean to say, you knew where you 
were. Bob, you knew where you were. You knew what trimmers 
were. You knew what brandy was. You’d only to add ’em together. 
They were all fighting drunk, that’s all. But this— it’s loony from 

start to finish 


Patch; Clean batty! 

Gridley (in short despairing phrasing): Blowing trees up! Reds 
and blues — and revoWcrs — and — and — detonators — blowing ships 

up! Oh! (Despairs of it.) 

Patch (after a pause) : Sam, we’ve got to work this out, and do it 
quick. 

Gridley; I know. I know. 

Patch; It’s not only the ship. Don’t forget — there’s Hilda. 
Gridley; Hilda? What Hilda? 

Patch ; Your niece, Hilda Jackson, you old fathead. 

Gridley (wearily ) ; Oh !— crumpets— I’d forgotten about her. (Re- 
membering.) Why— then— there’s ^ 

Patch ; SUvers. Of course there is. He’s stiU where I put him- 
in Cabin A. (Takes out key, then puts it back.) 

Don-. .nU mo. 

Gridley (reproachfuUy) : It d^n t is_w’ve got to think 

teUing which. That’s a detail. The great pomt is we g 

“ ^atch vo/« m a frenzy of irritation) : I know we have. 

1 know we have. Don't keep telling me. 
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He paces about. Gridley gives him a bewildered glance, then 
tries hard to concentrate, beginning to reckon, quite solemnly, on 
his fingers. Patch suddenly stops. 

Patch: Sam! 

Gridlby {eagerly)'. Have you got it, Bob? Have you settled it? 
Patch: No. I was going to say “Are you hungry?” 

Gridlby {impatiently): Course I am. It’s a long way past dinner- 
time. We’ll just have to wait, though. {He takes out a pipe, and sucks 

it without lighting it.) 

Patch paces restlessly. 

Patch {stopping): Know what I’d like to do? 

Gridlby: No. 

Patch: Throw ’em ashore, the whole flaming lot of ’em. Just 
open those cabin doors — one, two, three, four — bang, boosh, bish, 
bash I — out ! 

Gridlby (fired): All right, boy, let’s do it, let’s do it. 

Patch: How can we, you old chump, when the first thing they’ll 
do when they get ashore is to tell the police about Hilda? 

Gridi£Y {disappointed): Ah — yes, of course. 

Patch: Cottingley’d do it like a shot. He’s the fellow I’ve got it 
in for — ^the old twister. I’d like to drop him among those trees, like 
a dam’ great acorn. 

Gridlby: Yes, and the next minute he’s ofiF to the post office to 
wire his agent to buy this ship 

Patch; Which means that we’re going out and the ship’s going up. 

Gridley; And we’re not going out and the ship’s not going up, 
or anyhow whether we go out or not, the ship’s not going up. 

Patch: Fletherite there {pointing to door) started it all. If 

he was out o’ the way, it’ud be simpler. He’d better be the first we 
get rid of 

Gridley himself): Just a minute. Just a minute. This 

wants working out properly. What we want here is system, and that’s 
your trouble. Bob, you haven’t got system. You want to rush at it 
like a bull at a fence. You were just the same with Schopenhauer 

Patch {irritably): Oh— for God’s sake— don’t start on him 
now 

Gridley stares at him with the air of one giving a silent but 
terrible rebuke. Patch catches it, and softens at once. 

I’m sorry, Sam. 

Gridley; That’s all right, boy. You’re worried. I’m worried 
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We’re both worried. We don’t know whrae we are. Now wait 
[Begins thinking and reckoning on fingers agudiJ) Here! 

Patch (expecting a solution'): Yes? 

Gridlfv' . WTiat became of old Batten, who used to be chief in the 
Moriana ? 

Patch {impatiently): I don’t know. What’s he got to do with it? 

Gridley (blankly ) : Nothing, so far as I know. But he came into 
mv mind iust then — old Batten of the Moriana 


Patch; Well, put hhn out of your mind. We’ve got to think. 
Gridley: Paper and pencil might help. There’s so many of ’em. 

Js about to meditate again, when they both heta sound of cautious 
approaching steps from off back right. They look at one another, 
Gridley rises quietly. They both quietly turn in direction of sound 
and make one or two quiet movements in that direction, finally, 
H n n x’s head appears cautiously round comer back right. Seeing 
only them she comes in and forward. She has made some change 
lyyf ffQf elaborate one — in her dress since Act One. 

Hilda (quietly): HeUo! Only you two? 

Patch: Only us. . 

Hilda (more confident tone now ) : Do you know, I was so tired, I 

fell asleep. 

Patch (sympathetically): I’m not surprised. Are you, Sam. 

Gridley: Yes. ^ _ 

Hilda (to Patch). Oh— but what a mess you’re m. 

Patch (grinnmg): Wtat a mess we’rc aU in! 

HOT,* 0«u«n./,): And h-s aU ^ fault, .sn't «? I mem., that 

man the one you locked in the cabin 

GamtEV (*es/Ml*«); Well, yes-there's him 
of he-s not the only one. (Site st<n« a, ton.) No. We«got 

er-thiee other chaps-er-locked m cabins. ■ . . _ 

ro Us aslomihmeftl. Hiu>a togmr gigste? softly, an d sis 

rrtards her m,h annoyanee. He hrargs Patch anay 
from her, well downstage. 

gLuev : now there's the thing 1 was tellmg you about the other 

afternoon 


Patch; What? they’re 

Gridley: About women. Yo_^2^ If I’d said to her “<» 

I 


rtc? take anything. Always contrary, sec . « 

ta L-yoi-U Uugh when 1 teU you-weT. 


odier 
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chaps locked up here”-she’d have started crying and told me 1 ought 
to be ashamed of myself. And look at her now. 

Patch: Well, what of it? She’s taking it the right way. 

Hilda (getting up): I’m sorry, imcle. But it sounded so silly. 

Patch: If you’ll excuse me, I’ll get myself cleaned up a bit. 

Hilda (rather flirtatiously, for her): Oh, we’ll e.xcuse )0U for that. 

Patch: Thought you would! (To Gridley.) Shan t be two 
min utes. (Goes through doorway to cabins.) 

Gridley (grumbling): What’s he want to go cleaning himself up 

for now? 

Hilda: Because he knows he’d look nicer. He s rather good- 
looking, you know. 

Gridley (grumpily): I didn’t know. 

Hilda (with a faint shade of tartness): Well, I hope you know' about 
that policeman. 

Gridley (aghast): What policeman? 

Hilda: Down there in the w'ood. I peeped over the side and saw 
him. He was poking about near those damaged trees — where the 
explosion was — ^for about five minutes, then he looked as if he was 
co ming here — and then he stopped. 

Gridley: What for? 

Hilda (amused): Well — he seemed to be looking at his nose. In 
a little hand mirror. He was looking at his nose in it. It seemed such 
a silly thing for a policeman to be doing 

Gridley (with the gloomy detached air of a man who sees the whole 
world steadily going mad and out of control): Yesterday I’d have 
agreed with you. This morning — early — I’d have agreed with you. 
Now — ^well — I’m not surprised, that’s aU. Just not surprised. If he 
took his nose ofiF and threw it on the deck here, I wouldn’t be veiy 
surprised. It’s all — well — that’s how it’s getting. (Suddenly shouting) 
Completely and utterly barmy! 

Hilda (alarmed): Sh-sh. He might hear you. See if he’s still there. 

Gridley goes to the back and cautiously looks down right over 
the side. Then he returns. 

Gridley: That’s Sergeant Wilks. He’s stopped looking at his nose 
now, he’s looking at the trees again. 

Hilda (alarmed) : Do you think he’s coining here for me ? 

Gridley: I dimno. Don’t suppose he knows why he’s here. Now 
if we’d been wanting a bit o’ company, somebody fresh to talk to, 
and everything here d been straight and above-board, that sergeant 
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wouldn’t have been round in a week. But to-day, of course, he must 
come poking round. It’s my belief something somewhere {points 
then down to suggest supernatural power) fixes up these things. They 
overhear you grumbling because it’s quiet, and they say “Well fix 
these chaps in a proper tangle. We’ll show ’em something.” That’s 
my belief. He’s {indicating back, i.e., police sergeant) part of it. They 
just put it into his head to come here and tangle us up a bit more. 

Hilda {reproachfully)’. Oh — uncle — ^you sound so hopeless. 

Gridlby: Me! You never made a bigger mistake in your life. 
What, after thirty-five years in ships’ engine-rooms! I’ve had packets 
like this before, girl. They won’t tangle me — by thunder! 

Patch returns, looking much cleaner and neater now. 


P.\tch; Well, I feel better for that. 

Gridley; That’s good, because you’re going to need it. Do you 
know who’s just down there — poking round? Sergeant Wilks. 

Patch begins whistling softly. 


Hilda {to Patch): 1 think he may be looking for : 


11 



Patch: He may. You’d better go below again. No — up on the 
bridge, that’s the best. Then you can keep a look out on the path, 
and when you see him going, you can come out 

Hilda: All right. {Turns to go.) 

Gridley {seriously)'. And — Hilda 
Hilda {turning): Yes? 

Gridley : Just be thinking of something tasty you can make with 

corned beef, flour and mixed pickles ^ 

Patch {solicitously crossing to her): You’ll be all right. Dont 


She goes. Patch and Gridley look at one another, tl^ .**|**^j^ 
softly, go together to the back and cautiously peep over thesi^. 

cigarette, and obviously begin making conversation for the sergeanfs 
benefit. They have a droll false air. 

Gridley; Yes, Bob. 

Patch' What, Sam? . . . 

H^-d mad. you a Chmuuaa p«dd»g 
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out of it. Marvel he was-with corned beef. A Sunderland man. 
He’d a gammy leg. 

Patch (keeping it going): What’s that got to do with it? 

Gridley: What’s what got to do with it? 

Patch: Gammy leg. 

Gridley: Well— after all— a gammy leg, y’know. How would you 
like to have a gammy leg? 

The Sergeant has now appeared and is slowly coming forward, 
a large slow man, with a very sunburnt nose. They pretend not 

to notice him. 

I mean to say, it wasn’t in his favour, was it? All the more credit to 
him — I say 

The Sergeant has now sat down, between them but a I it tie back, 
and is taking off his helmet, then mopping his brow. He touches 

his nose tenderly. 

Sergeant Wilks (slowly): Good afternoon. 

Patch: Hello — Sergeant. 

Gridley: Good afternoon. Sergeant Wilks. 

Sergeant Wilks: Warm again. Very warm. 

Gridley (gravely): You ought to have something on that nose. 
Sergeant. Have we got anything he could put on it, Bob? 

Patch: No we haven’t, Sam. Nothing at all. 

Sergeant Wilks: I’ve got some stuff at home, thank you. My 
wife’s uncle suffers the same way — and he sent it. Terrible lot o’ 
bother this by-election’s making in Longport. I hear they had to 
take several of ’em in last m'ght. Disorderly conduct. 

Gridley (solemnly): You hear that. Bob? 

Patch: Yes, Sam. 

Gridley (to Sergeant): He sometimes thinks he’d like to be down 
at Longport, but I tell him he’s better off here, nice and quiet. 

Sergeant Wilks; That is so, that is so. You’re all right. Very 
nice and quiet — ^peaceful 

At these fateful words, Gridley and Patch cringe a little and 
wait for something dreadful to happen, but it doesn't— to their 
relief. They whistle softly. Then they look at the Sergeant, who 
is staring hard at the detonator placard. The Sergeant looks 
slowly from the placard to them. They look at him, at the placard, 
and back at him. 

Patch (explaining it): One of his (indicating Gridley) little jokes. 
Not funny, I think. 
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Sergeant Wilks {very heavily): Oh — ^well, we all like a bit o’ fim 
sometimes. 

Patch and Gridley {together. Fatuously): Yes. That’s right. 

Sergeant Wilks ; Village to-day seems to be full o’ wives looking 
for their husbands. 

Gridley and Patch do not like the sound of this. 

Patch: Oh! 

Sergeant Wilks: Yes. Lady came dashing up to me — a visitor, 
not a local — and said she was looking for her husband — ^little chap 
in a brown suit — spectacles — might be carrying a little black bag. 
Feather-something I think the name was. The way she carried on 
you’d have thought that instead of just giving her the slip for a bit 
o’ fishing or something, he was going to blow the place up 

Gridley: Ah! 

Sergeant Wilks: Then there’s Mrs. Slivers, which reminds me. 
Has Mr. Slivers been here to-day? 

Gridley and Patch look at one another slowly. 


Gridley: Has he. Bob? 

Patch: I’m just trying to think, Sam. {To Sergeant) Why? 

Sergeant Wilks: His wife’s in a bit of fluster about him. Spoke 
to me about an hour since. He set off this morning— to deliver one 
or tw o orders for the shop— and hasn’t come back yet. His wife can t 
understand it. never known him miss his dinner before. And she said 
he said he was coming here. {Stares at them.) 

Patch {slowly) : That’s right, he was here this morning. You re- 


member, Sam? 

Gridley: I do now. Bob. 


Yes, Mr. Slivers was here fairly early 


this morning. *,.1.10. 9 

Patch : Where did he say he was going to after he left us - 

Gridley: Can’t remember, can’t remember. {Specially to Ser- 
geant) Can’t remember. 

Sergeant Wilks: I see. . t- „ 

He walks slowly to back. Gridley and Patch stt^ watchmg 

him very carefully. Sergeant looks over the side, down 

along there, don’t they? Trees smashed. Branches au over p 

.0 you. San .7 So»»body-I 

you .ook .he ve. ou. 

of my mouth. 
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Sergeant Wilks (staring steadily at them) : Mmmmm ! 

GRIDLEY (cheerfidly): Yes, right out of my mouth. WeU, good 

afternoon, Sergeant. . . , , c. 

Patch (cheerfully): Good afternoon. Sergeant. And look alter 

that nose. 

Gridley (vaguely): And — any time y know 
Patch: Yes — any time 

(slowly, still staring): Mmmmm! Good afternoon . 

They watch him go. When he has gone Patch makes a loua 
tut-tut-ing noise. They come downstage. 

Patch (tut-tut-tut-ing): What does he caU himself? VMiat a 

sergeant ! 

Gridley (indignantly): You heard him? (Imitating^ Mmmm! 
Mmmmmm! That’s what we pay ’em for. 

Patch: pensions! 

Gridley: And what good is he? 

Patch: Useless. Here’s a fellow comes and blows up halt the 
wood down there, and all this sergeant can say is (imitating) “Some- 
body must have been up to something.” (Snorts.) 

Gridley: And this poor Mrs. Slivers. She’s worrying about her 
husband. He’s not come back. He’s missed his dinner. 

Patch: She’s quite right to worry. 

Gridley: Of course she is. But what does he do? Comes round 
here and tells us she’s in a bit of a fluster, never looks for Slivers, 
and goes away. Mmmmm! Mmmmm! And where does that get 
him ? It isn’t asking questions. It isn’t even good maimers. 

Patch: It’s nothing. Ifhe’d have had this ship to look after to-day, 

it would have been in bits all over the countryside now. 

Gridley: That’s right. If he was in the fix we’re in now, he 
wouldn’t know where to start. 

Patch (rather dubiously): No. 

Gridley (dubiously) : No. 

Patch: Well, where do we start? Because it’s time we got started. 

Gridley: There you go. Charging at it again. 

Patch: I want to be doing something. I like action. 

Gridley: I know, and there’s a lot o’ people about like you. 
They all want to be doing something. Action. Only they don’t stop 
to think what it is they want to do, and what action it ought to be. 
So you get ’em chasing old Jews down side-streets, chucking bombs 
into machines they can’t mend, pulling down 
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Patch; AU right, Sam, all right. Only don’t forget, I’ve been vety 
useful so far— if it hadn’t been for me, you’d have still been down 
that hold 

Gridley; Well, it’s not my fault if I weigh fifteen stone iniUfaid 
of eleven, is it? 

Patch {grinning): Yes, you should eat less. 

Gridley (indis'nantiv): Me! I don’t eat half as much as vou 


Patch : Keep to the point, Sam. I say I’ve been very useful so far, 
and I’ll be usefiil to the finish. It’s all very well saying we must stop 
and think, but you haven’t done any thinking yet. All you’ve done 
is — stop. 

Hilda appears, rather shyly and cautiously. 

Hilda: What happened? Did he say anything about me? 

Patch; No, he didn’t. Not a word. You’re all right. 

Hilda {rather disappointed): Oh! He might have said something. 
Gridley {with heavy irony): Shall we call him back and teU him 
who you are? 

Hilda; Don’t be silly. Uncle. 

Gridley : Well, don’t you begin talking like your mother. 

Hilda (to Patch): Tell me about all these men. 

Patch {quickly): Slivers is in Cabin A. Lord Cottingley— an old 
tv.ister who'd like to see this ship blown up— is in B. There’s a 
Communist, also on the blow up, in C. And there {pointing to door) 
is your friend netherington, the blower-up-in-chief. 

Hiida : Can’t you tell them you’ll let them aU out if they promise 
to say nothing about me? Then make them all go? 

Gridley ; Oh — it’s not so simple as that. In fact, it’s complicated, 

y’ know— by thunder !— it’s complicated 

Hilda {trying to be reasstaing): Perhaps it isn’t— really. 

Gridley {shouting): But it is, girl, it is. Don’t teU me ^ 

know. I teU you, it’s hellishly complicated. {Mops htmself and blows.) 

Hilda: All right. Uncle, don’t shout at me. Keep cool. You’B 
never be able to think if you don’t. Now take them one at a tune 

Patch {adniringly): That’s the style. _ 

Gridley Who’s saying it isn’t? Ordff. method, everything m its 
pl^ra toe for cver^hiV»»«n’t I beea advocauag them to«r 
for thirty years in these ships, ever since 

Patch (x-ying il leif* Ato): The Theodosia went down. AD light 

Sam* wc know. Go on. Miss Jackson 

Vd-hii fls well call me Hilda, you know. 


Hilda (smiling) 
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Patch: Good! Hilda then* 

Gridley {impatiently): What does it matter what he calls you? 
We’ll be caltog you Convict Ninety-nine, if we don’t get on. 

Hilda {sharply, reproachfully): Uncle— that’s not funny— it s 

beastly. 

Patch: Quite right, Hilda. I’m surprised at you, Sam. Talking 
like that to her! 

Gridley {charmingly): My dear, if I’ve hurt your feelings I m 
sorry. I’m a rough old devil, y’know— been knocking round in rough 
company for over forty years— and I’m nearly at my wits' end— you 
understand, don’t you ? {Gives her a little hug. They are all reconciled.) 

Hilda: Well now, taking them one at a time. I should get Mr. 
Fletherington out of the way first. He doesn’t really mean an) harm, 
I’m sure. He’s a nice little man. 

Gridley: He may be— but he’s practicaUy barmy 

Patch {eagerly): Hilda’s right, Sam. We’ve got Fletherington 
taped. We can tell him his wife’s looking for him, and w«e can also 
tell him that Sergeant Wilks is asking who did the damage dosvm there. 

Gridley {enthusiastically): That’s the idea. Bob. We’re getting 
somewhere now, making a start, anyhow. 

Patch: And he wouldn’t give Hilda here away, because he liked 
her — ^you remember. 

Hilda {eagerly): Not only that but I’ve been thinking. I’m 

giving you most of the trouble — ^really. If I went, it would be much 
easier. Now, isn’t Mr. Fletherington staying with his wife at a farm 
round here? It’s probably quite out of the way. If he thought it 
would be all right — ^I might go with him. He’s nice, and his wife 
sounded nice 

Gridley: That’s it. Bob 

Patch {triumphantly): We’ve got it. The rest’ll be easy. 

Gridley: Ah — but wait a minute. There’s Cottingley. As soon 
as we let him go— pht! — a telegram to London, and he’s bought the 
ship. 

Patch: Yes, but don’t you see if Fletherington’s gone with his 
explosive, and if we’ve got rid of this Communist— he’ll think twice 
about it? He only got the idea because everything was on the spot, 
with two mugs ready to do his dirty work for him. And he’s nothing 

on us, because Hilda’ll have gone too. There’ll be only Slivers and 
he doesn’t count. 

Hilda {to Gridley); Don’t you see? 

Gridley: See it all. Fletherington’s the man. We’ll let him out. 
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Patxth hurries to small door and opens it trbmsfhimitiy. 

Patch: All right, Mr. FletheringtoiL 

So reply, nothing happens. He looks inside, 

He'i not there. 

Gridlft {roaring): ^Tiat? 

P atch : Not here. (Goes inode, obriously to mrest^ate^ 

Gridley (to Hujda, with the air of a mtm almost exasperated beyond 
speech): Conjuring work now, see? The Great Houdini! Indian rope 
tricks! I thought wte were being let off too easy. You see, nbeai 
starts getting out of controL it goes on. First, a bearing or two, 
the valves are jammed, then the Aj-wheeTs cock-eyed, then the big 
shaft starts to buckle Do you ever read Schope nh a uer ? 

Hilda: No. 

Gridley : It's aU in there — thou^ he’d never seen an engine. 




1 


Patch (coming donn): He’d never seen anything. If you’re 
to bring tha t old moth-eaten grouser into it, we’ll get nowhere, 
saw bow he got out. Squeezed throu^ the ventilator. 

Gridley (full of energy again): It’s ten to one he hasn’t left 
ship. It's a nasty jump wherever he tries it. 

Patch ; .And another thin g. He hasn’t got he detonators. They’re 







Ike 



Gridley: That's ri^t. They’re 

Coes to detonator placard tmd polls U aside. 

N o. Gone. 

Patch and Hilda (together}: Gone! 

Gridley (grandly defiant now): Yes. and ’em 
Hacard skimming off high right.} I dtmT ^ 

thev've gone- For— by Moses and Jehos^hal 
going to do it on us. If we've got to cat em abve, we re going t 

save this ship. i— 

Patch (.*A oBtaotom): Ttofs the stuff. Come on FlethenDt*al 

must be so m e w he re about. 

Enter L^TJt. She is dkaty, Bmping and cross. 

L RSi-uv (tmpleasantly surprised at On ^ ^ 

Patch Yes-oh! Yon hoped tm *«= siffl do-n 

the hold, didn’t you? 

Urscia: Yes. 

Patch (glaring}: A 
Gridley (ogre^ishJy): 

L'rscla: IMicre is 


girl you are! 

Yes, we're very f<Mid of you. 
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Hilda {calmly but promptly)". They’ve gone. 

Ursula {surprised): Gone? 

Gridley and Patch; Yes. Gone. 

Ursula; But my father — Lord Cottingley has he gone? 

Gridley and Patch {in cheerful sing-song): Yes, yes. Gone. 

Ursula; Damned cheek of him? {She stares at them sceptically.) 
D’you know, it wouldn’t surprise me if you were all lying. 

Hilda {with virtuous indignation): How dare you! 

Ursula {to Hilda); Don’t be silly. You must have had to do 
quite a lot of lying lately. The famous Meddleworth nurse ! I recog- 
nised you this morning. And now you can tell me what the particu- 
larly dirty work was that Sir Eric was up to. 

Hilda {scornfully): Don’t be so disgusting. 

Ursula {cheerfully): And don’t you be such an awful little lower 
middle-class prig. 

Hilda; After what I’ve just seen, I prefer to be a lower middle- 
class prig, thank you. 

Ursula; All right. But what have you just seen? That’s what I 
want to know. 

Hilda {with cutting scorri) : The court was crowded with silly girls 
and women, all specially dressed for the occasion. 

Ursula; And that’s why you didn’t like ’em. Their clothes were 
too good. 

Hilda; They were all whispering and giggling, all hoping to hear 
every dirty thing they’d ever dreamed of. I can’t tell you how' much 
I despised them 

Ursula; Or me. 

Hilda; Or you. 

Ursula; It’s just envy, nurse. You’ll get over it. 

Hilda {forcefully): It’s not envy. And I don’t want to get over 
it. I hope that never in my life again have I even to look at people 
like you. It’s time we saw that you cost more than you’re worth. 
You’re not real women, of any use to the world. You’re just a set of 
useless, expensive mischievous— doUs. {She turns away and marches 

ofD 

Ursuia {moving forward, angrily): Hey, wait a minute! You’re 
not going to get away with that. 


make 


Patch; And you wait 
ue shirt? 


Where 
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Ursula: Captain Mellock’s down thoe. (Goes to side, aid eoBs.'i 
Captain Mellock! Oo-oo! (Turns.') But he won’t be too died to 
handle >ou two again, I expect. (Almost to herself) And now for 

that blasted nursemaid. 

She goes off hurriedly, after Hujda. Patch end Gridley 
deliberately pick up the iron bars they brought on earlier, look at 
them, then at one another. 

Patch (grirmingy. For the captain? 

Gridley: For the noble captain. 

Patch; Length o’ rope too? 

Gridley; No, don’t think so. 

They go slowly up to the entrance, moving so that one is at 
each side. 

Bob, he may use that gun. 

Patch : I know. But we can’t lie down to it twfce. There’s a limit. 
Gridley: That’s the answer. Spoken like a man, boy. 

They hear him coming up the ladder and wait — on their toes. 
When he arrives, he is even dustier and more tired than Ursula. 
He is carrying a bottle of whisky and a packet of sandwiches. They 
go for him at once and though he manages to draw his gun— for 
he carries both parcels with one hand — they are too much for him. 
Gridley has him by one arm and the back of his neck. Patch 

is twisting the arm that holds the gun. 

Patch: Drop the gun, or I’U break your arm into little pieces. 

Patch ge/j /Ae gun. He unloads it at once, throiving the bullets 

Gridley : Going to keep quiet now, Deadwood Dick?^ 
Mellock (wearily^ : Yes. Two to one. Besides, I’m tned. Mma 

if I sit down? , _ . , ■ 

He limps to a seat. The other two stand near him. He stghs and 

mops his brow. 

Been walking for the last hour and a half. 

There-, a lot o- things the nutttet trith that girl But ntet 

rve been array so long. I don-, know rrha. to tnake ol 
these girls. They-re aU nerr to me^ ^ 
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Patch: Ask us. We know. We’ve had ’em as passenger?. 

Mellock: WeU, to begin with I couldn’t help the damr.ed car 
breakmg down. And at first she didn’t mind. She said ; Let s go 

and sit in the wood.” 

Gridley and Patch {together significantly): Ah! 

Mellock: We sat in the wood and I told her a few of my 
Then she suddenly lost her temper, set oflF walking here, and at full 

tilt 

Patch: What did you do to her in the wood? 

Mellock: Nothing. 

Gridley and Patch look at one another significantly. 

I don’t pretend to be better than the next fellow 

Patch (with faint mockery): Quite, quite. 

Mellock: But I know when it’s up to me to behave like a gentle- 
man. I mean to say, with a fine kid like that — her father a big pot 

— ^you know 

Gridley (with ironic air of simplicity): Yes, yes, yes. 

Mellock: And yet she goes and loses her temper. 

Patch (with mock sympathy): And you’d done nothing at all. 
Mellock: Not a thing. 

Patch (with mock gravity): It’s what I’ve always said, Sam. 
Women — are queer. 

Qudley: Bob’s said it. Captain. They’re queer. 

Mellock: Well, I’ve known a few who were all right 

Patch (same mocking tone): So have we, so have we. Haven’t 
we, Sam? 

Mellock: But this one beats me. I don’t understand how things 
are going here nowadays. (Looking about him, then sharply) How 
did you fellows get out? Where are the others — Lord Cottingley— 
that Communist chap, Gaster? 

Gridley and Patch eye one another across him, wondering 
what to invent. 

I saw a police sergeant down the road. Had he been here? 

Gridley and Patch rwd gravely. 

Well — Rdiat’s happened? 

Gridley (very slowly) : Well— it’s a long story. 

Patch (very slowly): And a very strange story — too. 

Gridley (solemnly) : Ve-er-ry strange. 

Ursula enters as he speaks. 
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Ursula: What is? 


Mellock rises. 

Patch (both he and Gridlby talk with an air of idiotic sin^ttdty 
from now on): We promised Sergeant Wilks — that’s the poticeman 
you saw — and a nice chap 

Gridley (solemnly): A very nice chap indeed. Sergeant Wilks. 

Patch: We promised him not to tell anybody. I think (con- 
fidentially) he’s frightened of a local panic. They’re very nervous 
roxmd here. Aren’t they, Sam? 

Gridley: Nervous as sick kittens. And that must have been it. 
Bob. He’s afraid there’ll be a panic. 

Ursula (after exchanging look of bewilderment with Mellock): 
What on earth are you talking about? 

Patch (confidentially): It didn’t matter to us, you s^ because 
whatever it ttims out to be, well — ^wb’ve both been vaccinated and 

inoculated lately. We have to be. 

Gridley (following helpfully): That’s right. Regular vaccination 
and inoculation. And it pays in the long run. You — er— nevCT know 

what’s going to happen. 

Ursula and Mellock stare at them and at each other, open- 

mouthed. 

Patch: Mind you, Sam, it may not be that at all. We can’t tell 

what poor old Slivers has got 

Mellock: Who’s Slivers? 

As they do not reply, Gridley shaking his head at Patch, 
Ursula cuts in. 

Ursula: Is he the man you had locked in that cabin? (As they 
do not reply^ He is, isn’t he? 

They nod. 

Well, what’s the matter with him? 

Patch : It was the only thing we could do, you know. Until 


doctor came. 

Mellock (not liking this): The doctor? 

Ursula: Come on. What’s the matter with him. 
They are obviously rehictmt to answer. 


j was taken ill, wasn’t he . ^ 

Patch; AU hot and flushed. Then breakmg mto 
GalDi^ (yxTfOnglyy- Bob! You know, we ^nnsed. 
Ursula : Don’t he idiotic. You’ve got to tell us. 
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Patch {with feigned reluctance): Spots. All over his face and 
hands 

Gridlet: You could see them coming on him, before )our ver\ 
eyes. About that size. {Indicates) No bigger. {Shows them.) 

Patch' But as I said to your father and the others: ‘'Well, it may 
be nothing. Just chicken-pox.” We’U have to fumigate the cabin, 

of course 

Gridley {gravely): We’ll have to fumigate all that alleys a>. Bob. 
But we’re talkmg too much. You know what Wilks said 

Ursula {to Mellock): Here, I’m off. {As he doesn't move.) Come 
on. If you want to catch smaU-pox or scarlet fever or whatever it is, 
I don’t. And if we hang about here they’ll be coming back to fumigate 
us or vaccinate us or something. We’ll hurry back to the w ood and 

take your car. 

Mellock: How can we? It won’t go. 

Ursula {exploding): Of course it will, you idiot. 

Mellock {shouting): Don’t call me an idiot. You know damned 
well it won’t go. 

Ursula {shouting): I know damned well it won’t go when I turn 
off the ignition and take the key. 

Mellock {astounded): Take the key! But you didn’t. 

Ursula: I did — bright under your great fat silly nose. {She takes 
a key out of her bag or pocket and hurls it on to the deck, then turns 
away and goes.) 

Mellock {urgently, after picking up the key): But where did that 
Communist go? I was told to look after him. 

Gridley: He was sure it was small-pox. Where was he going. 
Bob, Plymouth? 

Patch: No. Norwich. 

Gridley: That’s it. Norwich. I know he was in a great hurry. 

Ursula hastily reappears at entrance. 

Ursula {shouting to Mellock): Are you coming, you idiot? 

Mellock {moving forward): Yes, but I’ll have to go to Norwich. 

Ursula {shouting as she goes): All right then, let’s go to Norwich. 
I’ve never been. 

Mellock hurries after her. Patch, who is still holding revolver, 
goes to side and looks down. 

Patch: Hoy — Mellock! You might want this. 

He throws revolver over and waves good-bye, grinning. 
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Gridley: We’re on the move. boy. We’re getting somewliere. 

I 11 go look for Flethenngton. 

As he goes out Hilda comes in and looks at Patch, who is stiff 
staring over the side. 

Hilda: Where’s that girl going? 

Patch (grinning) : Running oflF with Deadwood Dick in the blue 
shirt, 1 think. 

Hilda (scornfully) ; She would ! She’s that kind of girl. 

That s it. Hello, she’s left the whisky and those packets, 
probably grub. 

Hilda: That’s the kind of girl all men seem to like. 

Patch (investigating the packages now): Not me. Didn’t interest 
me in the least. Terrible type! They’re sandwiches (Examines them 
with interest.) 

Hilda: She was pretty, though. Don’t you think? 

Patch: Yes — pretty-ish. Have a sandwich. I’m going to. 

They both take and eat sandwiches. 

No, I’ve seen too many of that sort 

Hilda (without enthusiasm): Oh! 

Patch: I mean — among passengers. 

Hilda : Yes, of course, we all know what some girls are like when 
they’re passengers 

Patch (hastily) : Don’t you believe it. All exaggerated — ^woise 

(he nearly says '^''luck”, but then collects himself) — ^than anything’s 
exaggerated. 

Hilda (shyly) : I expect you know — aplenty of girls 

Patch (shyly): Why do you say that? You’re not thinking of what 
Sam — your uncle — said, are you? 

Hilda (slowly) : No — but — after all, officer of a ship — and — ^rather 
good-looking — and 

Patch: What about you, then? 

Hilda (laughir^): I’m not an officer of a ship 

Patch: No, but you’re very pretty. 

Hilda; Do you think so? 

Patch: Yes, the moment I saw you. 

Hilda: I’m not very pretty. And I’m not very interesting. Just 
ordinary. 

Patch: No, you’re not ordinary. 

Hilda : Well, I do my work quite well- And I’ve had a very good 
t rain i n g — T ru by-King. 
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Patch: I suppose-you do very weU out of your job, don't you^ 

Hilda : Yes, not bad. I like my work too, though I shouldn t like 
to think- 1 was never going to do anything but look after other people s 

children. 

Patch {rather bitterly): I’ve had a good training too-ser\'ed my 
apprenticeship— passed examinations— have my master s certihcate. 

But look at me now. 

Hilda {softly)'. I know. And I think it’s a shame. 

Patch: You can make more money than I can. 

Hilda: That’s not your fault. 

Patch: No — just my misfortune. I Uked ships, you see. 1 was a 
mug. I ought to have learned to play the saxophone or to work the 
tote at greyhound races — something really useful. 

Hilda {troubled)'. You’re very bitter — aren t you? underneath. 
Patch: I’m sorry. Got nothing to be bitter — with you about, 
Hilda. 

Hilda: Yes— in a way, you have, even with me. But— I don’t 
think money ought to count — do you? 

Patch turns away, sharply, picks up the paper-covered whisky 
bottle and takes the outer wrapping off. She watches him, deeply 
moved, and once makes a gesture towards him. She wants to rav 
something, do something, to comfort him, but while she hesitates 
Gridley enters, from cabin entrance. He is looking much cleaner 
and neater than he did. As soon as he comes in, Hilda moves 
out right back. 

Gridley {heartily): Started to look for Fletherington, but decided 
to clean myself up first. Feel better for it. Ready for ’em all, Bob. 
What are you going to do with that whisky? 

Patch {rather gloomily^ : Drink it. 

Gridley: No. Give it to poor old Slivers. He’s been in captiwity 
longest and a few drinks might do him a bit o’good. 

Patch: Might be useful, too. All right. {Moving towards cabin 
entrance.) Then I’ll comb the ship for Fletherington. He’s probabl> 
got stuck in a ventilator or a watertight door by this time. 

Gridley: You do that and I’ll get rid of Now who is it we 

get rid of next? Cottingley? 

Patch {moving ojf): No, not before Fletherington. There's the 
Communist. 


Gridley: By criminy! — so there is. I’d forgotten about him. I’ll 
have him out now. 

Patch has now gone back right. Gridley hastens out through 
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cabin entrance, and soon returns with Gasier, who is lookup hot 
and miserable. 

Gridley (as they enter): Yes, you’d better get back to L<uigp<nt 
as qukk as you can. You’ve plenty to do there, and nothing here. 
There 11 be no blowing up. And we’ve just had a police sergeant here. 
(Sees the sandwiches and goes over to them.) Now what yon want 
before you go is a sandwich. 

They both eat a sandwich. 

G.\ster: Did that Fascist come back? 

Gridixy: He did, but he’s gone for a razzle with Cottinglc^s 
daughter. 

Gaster (contemptuously) : That’s what they would do. WeD, they’d 
better make the most of their opportunities. They won’t have ’em 
miKh longer. 

Gridley: It’s a pity you couldnlt have gone on the razzle with 
her instead of him. He’s had too many. You’ve never had oioagh 
— if any. In fact, that’s what’s the matter with you. You’ve never 
had any fun, have you? 

Gaster: How can I and my class have “fim” — as you call it — 
when all the time . . . ? 

Gridley (interrupting): All the time — nothing! People who want 
a bit o’ fun, have a bit o* fun, class or no class. 

Gaster (eagerly): We are not opposed to the people enjoying 
themselves. We want fun for all workers. 

Gridley: I know, and when they get it, what will it be? Mass 
physical jerks every other Tuesday in the public park. 

Gaster (after looking round, corfidentuilly): Comrade, you’re not 
a ri ght -wing swine, a rotten counter-revolutoonaiy, Fm sure. Now 
this ship’s nicely out of the way. yet not too far from Lon^xnt. 
Don’t you think we mi^t use it for party work? 

Gridley: No, I don’t. To begin with, if I allowed that, I wouldn’t 
be doing my duty 

Gaster (sneering): Your duty! 

Gridley: That’s wliat I said. And don’t be in such a hnnyto 
laugh at it either. Suppose you get your revolution, what to? TTJe 
first thing you’U want is a lot of people who can be relied on to do 
their duty —just that. And if you’ve laughed ’em all out of it brfoie 
that, you U find yourselves in a nice pickle. You’ll be havmg to shoot 

managers and foremen in batches — Russian style! 

Gaster: There are duties and duties. Our first duty is to the 
revoluUon, the proletarian state, the real community 
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Gridley: And anything else that’s large and fine and a long way 
oflf. But what you’ll want— you’ll find— is a lot o’ people who 11 know 
it’s their duty to keep a bearing oiled, a certain light burning, a wheel 
trimmed to a compass, and will see that they do their duty. Just be 
careful you don’t throw ’em all overboard, to make room for a mob 
o’ lazy whining sea-lawyers and Pacific Coast I.W.W. men, who can 
break anything and mend nothing. Don’t let too much loose. WTien 
I was a young man, I was in the Theodosia when she went down, 
full o’ passengers. I saw a lot let loose that time. It put twenty years 
on me. I used to be a clever wild young devil up to then. I thought 
I knew it aU. That showed me what I knew. 

Gaster: But I guarantee it was really the fault of the owners that 
ship was wrecked. 

Gridley: Bad owners and bad sailors, both. Don’t you see, it’s 
not just a case of the haves and the have-nots. There are men about 
— a few — and there are monkeys — milhons of ’em. I try to be a man. 
If the Co mmunis t Party owned this ship, and employed me. I’d do 
my duty by them. 

Gaster: And who does own this ship? The workers 

Gridley: And who the hell are they? Don’t start telling me the 
riveters and carpenters really own this ship 

Gaster: It was their labour 

Gridley: Most of ’em wouldn’t know whether they were making 
a ship or a skating rink. And wouldn’t care. All most of them think 
about is beer and football, and they don’t even know' so dam’ much 
about them. I don’t want a party, yours or anybody else’s. I don't 
care about capitalists and proletarians, masses and bosses, red shirts, 
black shirts, brown shirts, green shirts. I want to see some men about, 
real men who know what sense is, and duty is, and order is. (Shout- 
ing) I’m getting on, my time’s running out, and I’m tired of living 
among millions of howling monkeys. For God’s sake, show me 
some men. 

A pause. 

Gaster (eagerly)-. And w'here will you find this sense, this order, 
you talk about? Only 

Patch enters hurriedly. 

Patch; Hoy! We’re not going to have another session of Karl 

Mars. We’ve too much to do. (Pointedly, to Gaster) Good 
afternoon. 

Gaster (-with dignity): Good afternoon. (Moves away towards exit, 
then turns to speak, with sincerity and passion.) You’re blind, both 
of you. In the end you will have to come to us. That capitahst 
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Cotiingley will go on cheating you. That Fascist will comt a^ao 
and threaten you with his gun. This ship you are so anxkms to 
protect will be taken from you. Then there will be nothoig left for 

you but despair and death — or the living force of the iwohitkm. 
Good day, comrades. 

Goes out with dignity. They watch him go, impretsed. Then they 
look at one another for a moment, whistling softly. 

Patch (urgently): We’ve found Fletherington. He’d fallen and 
hurt himself a bit. Hilda’s giving him first aid again. And they've 
practically fixed it for him to take her to that farm he’s suying at. 

GKiDLEY (excitedly): We’re moving, boy, we’re moving. That only 
leaves Cottingley. L^t’s get Fletherington away — and Hilda — as soon 
as we can. Then it’s all set. Bob, it’s all set. 

Patch: We’ll have done the lot of ’em in. 

Enter Fletherington, carrying his bag. He has two fresh pieces 
of sticking plaster on his face, 6ne hand is wrapped up, and he is 
limping. His clothes are rather tom and dirty in places. But he is 
still beaming. 

Fletherington: Miss Jackson is just putting her things together. 
She’ll be here in a moment. Very nice useful sort of girl. I’m sure 
my wife will be glad if we can be of any service to her. 

Patch: Well, see you go straight back to that farm. No more 
funny work. 

Gridley; No. Your wife’s looking for you, y’know. 

Fletherington: Yes. I remember now there was something about 

a picnic. She may be annoyed. I shall have to let Miss Jackson 
explain some of it. My wife will soon understand. She’s an unusually 

sensible woman, really, 

Gridley (briskly) : See you stick to her then. That’s what aw want 
now. Gumption! Savvy! Downright horse sense! By crikey! 
there isn’t much of it about. Plenty of brains, but no sense. 

Fletherington (with a sigK): You’re probably right. I myself 

have a fairly good brain 

Patch (briskly) : Put you in a lab — and no doubt you’re fine. But 

outside it— you’re practically barmy. 

Gridley (briskly): Never go out without the missis. Stick to her. 

Take my tip. 

Patch; Got all your explosive doings in the bag? 
Fletherington (smiling, holding the bag up): Yes, everything. 
Gridley (carefully taking the bag from him, then holding it up with 
both hands) : Well, watch yourself with it. 
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As he says this. Sergeant Wilks slowly comes on board. They 
do not notice him. They should form a fairly wide group, just 
downstage of centre. 

You don’t mean any hann. That’s not your trouble at all. Your 
trouble is this 

Here the Sergeant coughs, and Gridley notices him. 

Gridley (in a fury of exasperation): Oh, jiminy! {In his 

exasperation he hurls the bag down with enormous force.) 

Patch (Jumping back and yelling) : Look out ! 

All three jump back, then watch the bag agonisingly. A muffled 
report is heard from inside it, and smoke comes out. They watch 
it, hardly breathing. The smoke begins to dwindle. Patch and 
Gridley, completely limp, begin to breathe again and mop their 
brows. Fletherington looks worried and advances on the bag. 

Fletherington: That’s very disappointing. It ought to have 

detonated the whole explosive (Has now arrived at bag and is 

about to open it.) 

Patch and Gridley (together, alarmed): Hoy! 

Fletherington (reassuringly): No, no, quite safe now. Un- 
fortunately. (Opens the bag. A little smoke comes out. Puts his hand 
in and pulls out some crystals.) Yes, there’s been some reaction to 
atmosphere in these crystals. I’ll have to guard against that 

Patch (hurrying to his side, urgently): Get out, quick, before the 
sergeant starts asking questions. Wait for Hilda in the wood. 

Fletherington (shutting bag): Yes, yes, of course. Well, good- 
bye, Mr. Gridley. Good-bye, Mr. Patch. (Goes straight up to Ser- 
geant, who is still near exit, and smiles at him broadly.) Good after- 
noon — er — officer. 

Limps out briskly. Sergeant Wilks is still too dazed to stop 
him, then looks after him and then at Gridley cmd Patch, as if 
wondering which lot to tackle. Decides on the latter, who are 
whistling softly and anxiously, and comes forward. 

Sergeant Wilks (slowly and suspiciously): What’s going on round 
here? 

Patch goes back to keep an eye on the deck along which Hilda 
would come. 

Gridley: Nautical work, sergeant, nautical work. You wouldn’t 
understand. 

Patch: We’re busy, sergeant. 

Sergeant Wilks : What at ? 
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Patch (mysteriously)’. Overhauling the winches, bollards, bulk- 
heads, capstans, gaflfs, luffs, puffs and larboard ji-boo-bas. 

Gridley (loudly, despairingly) : Sergeant, the cockleshaft bearing — 
like us, sergeant, like us — ^is rusty, creaky, groaning, half-rotten. I 
must t^e it out, give it linseed oil, wipe it with cotton waste, tickle 
it with goose feathers. 

Patch (same note of loud despair)’. Mow’d you like to be tickled 
with goose feathers, sergeant? And with Orion over the port bow? 

Gridley (same note) : Mow’d you like your junior compensator to 
be packed tight with dead hornet queens and hairy caterpillars, the 
breast feathers of green woodpeckers, and dandelion fluff by the peck? 

Patch (same note) ! ^^ith not a glass hammer for miles, wfld 
strawberries round the anchor chain, night co min g on, the moon 
rising among the pine trees? 

Gridley (crazily)'. By God! — ^sergeant — ^it’s unbearable. 

Patch (shouting in a mock passion) : Yes — and don’t forget it. 

Gridley (/lou’ in tiny whisper): But otherwise — all’s quiet. 

Patch (also in tiny whisper): Quieter than a nest of silkworms. 
Good afternoon. 

The Sergeant is still staring from one to the other in bewilder- 
ment and silence, when the quiet is broken by the noise of a door 
smashing off through cabin entrance. The Sergeant looks in that 
direction at once. Patch and Gridley look at one another and 
begin whistling softly. Before Gridley, who is nearer, can take 
more than a step towards cabin entrance, LORD^ConTOGiiY 
appears in it. He is extremely hot and untidy, and should look 
like a man who has just succeeded in forcing a heavy cabm door. 

Lord Cottingley (breathing deeply and taking in the group). Ah! 

Sergeant Wilks: And— er 

Lord Cottingley (sharply, impressively): Sergeant! 

Sergeant Wilks (promptly): Sir! 

Lord Cottingley: I’m Lord Cottingley, formerly a 

company that owns this ship (He stops, thmkmg about some- 

thing.) 

Sergeant Wdlks : Yes, your lordshi 

Lord Cottingley is still thinking. ^ 

Patch (sardonically): Took to one another at once, didn t the 

Gridley: Brothers under the skin. . . x o 

Lord Cottingley (making up his mind, decisively). 

may want you in a minute, so don’t go away. 
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Sergeant moves back and towards left a few paces. 

That’s right. I just want to have a word with these two officers. Mr. 

Brings both of them downstage, stands between them, and 
addresses them confidentially. 

I seem to have forced that cabin door just at the right moment, don’t 

other tllags. But I’U give you a last chance. As I told you before 
Gridley, I believe in minding my own busmess. If people don t 
interfac with me, I won’t interfere with them. Now ^en-leave me 
alone, and you’re aU right-which includes that girl you re hidmg 
here. But if you won’t make me that promise, then I teU that sergeant 

everything I know. 

A pause. 

Patch {quietly, earnestly): Sam, I’d do a lot to keep Hilda safe. 

Gridley {inqiatiently): Yes, yes, so would I. 

Patch; Not as much as I would, Sam. You understand? 
Gridin: Yes, I see. Bob. But it’s no good. It won’t do. You 
understand too, don’t you, lad? 

Patch; Yes. That’s all right, Sam. 

Lord CoiriNGiiY; Well ? 

Gridley; We’re making no bargains with you. 

Lord Cotitngley; You mean ? 

Patch {roughly): You know what we mean, (jo on and do your 
damnedest. 

Lord Cottingley {forcefully, breaks up the group, turning and 
calling Sergeant); Sergeant, I charge these two men with fonably 
keeping me here, locked in a cabin. I had to break the door down. 

Sergeant Wilks {horrified): No? 

Lord Cottingley {continuing briskly): They did it for two good 
reasons. First, they’re hiding here the Jackson girl, the missing witness 

in the Meddleworth Case 

Sergeant Wilks; Coo ! 

Lord Cottingley {same tone): And secondly, because they’ve 
been keeping here, also under lock and key, some local man who 
found the girl here — a man — er — liver — Oliver 

Sergeant Wilks {tremendously impressed): Not Slivers? 

Lord Cottingley; That’s the man— Slivers. 

Sercxant Wilks; And I came here and asked about that very man 
—just friendly, in a nice way— not an hour since. T-t-t-t. {Produces 
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notebook in ponderous fashion^ then looks severely at Gridley and 
Patch.) This’ll get you both into a lot o’ trouble, a lot o’ trouble. 
{Solemnly) You ’ave ’eard his lordship’s charges? What is your 
statement in reply to same? 

Patch and Gridley {together^ promptly) : Barmy ! 

Lord Cottinglby {impatiently) : Never mind statements, man, you 
can get them afterwards. Search the ship. Get your evidence. 

Sergeant Wilks {putting away notebook)’. Right, your lordship. 

Patch and Gridley exchange glances. 

Gridley: Come on. I’ll take you round. 


Lord Cottinglby: Now mind, don’t let him bluff you. Artful 
fella, very artful fella! 

Sergeant goes out through cabin entrance with Gridley close 
behind, and very much taking charge of him. As soon as the 
Sergeant is off. Patch quickly picks up one of the iron bars they 
brought on at beginning of Act and goes up to Lord Cottingley 

menacingly. 

Patch: Now listen, you old twister, you raise your voice these 
next two minutes, and I’ll flatten you with this. For two pins I’d 
take a crack at you now with it. I’ve always wanted to set about a 

bad owner and this is my chance. 

Lord Cottingley {who is frightened): You — try anything of that 
sort — and I’ve only to call the sergeant 

Patch {terribly ferocious): That’s just what you won’t do, see? 
Try it, and you’ll find yourself flat on that deck — out! 

Hilda appears rather timidly from back entrance right, carrying 
her bag. Patch motions her to leave the ship at once. Lord 

Cottingley turns and sees her. 


Lord Cottingley {loudly) : There 

Patch puts one hand over his mouth and holds thejr on b ar to 
his head, as if ready to lay him out with it. Lord Cottingley 
grows purple. Patch addresses Hilda with urgency. 

Patch : Quick, HUda. The little man’s waiting for you in the wood. 
Hurry! And I’ll see you again, won’t I? 


Hilda {standing now at entrance to gangway): If you want 
pl^e. Bob. And^you— won’t-let anything— make any diflference- 

to us, wiU you? 

Patch: No. Hurry. And God bless you! 

She hurries away, and now he talks to Lord Cottinglby, s 
keeping his hand over Lord CtoTTiNGLBY’s mouth. 
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Lord Cottingley {muffled): Let go. I can’t breathe. 

Patch: Promise not to shout then. 

Lord CornNCLEv: I won’t. 

Patch {menacingly): All right then 

Lord Cottingley: Yes, I wll. Damn you! 

Patch {letting him go, politely): Have a sandwich Jhey’re your 
sandwiches. Your daughter and the Captain brought them back. 

Lord Cottingley: Where are they? 

Patch {offering him sandwiched): Here. 

Lord Cottingley {irritably): No, not the sandwiches. No 
{as Patch removes them) — don’t take ’em away. I m hungry. 

Patch: Well, make up your mind then. 

Lord Cottingley {taking a sandwich and eating it himgrily): My 
daughter and Captain Mellock— where are they ? 

Patch: They were here not half an hour ago. They wouldn t stay. 
Just looked in and then were off. 

Lord Cottingley: But they ought to have been back here hours 
ago. 

Patch {with irmocent air): Yes, but their car broke down and then 
they sat in a wood — for quite a long time, he told me. 

Lord Cottingley {who does not like the sound of this): Sat in a 
wood ! Did they seem — ^very fnendly ! 

Patch {same innocent air): Well — no, they didn’t. She was calling 
him an idiot. And he told me he didn’t know what was the matter 
with her. 

Lord Cottingley: I don’t like the sound of this. Where did they 
go? And why did they go? {As Patch is silent) Come along. 
TeU me. 

Patch: Well — er — it’s awkward 

Lord Cottingley {furiously): Mr. Patch — that girl’s my daughter 
— the only one I’ve got. Now tell me the truth. 

Patch: All right. Lord Cottingley. This is exactly what happened. 
She made a move to go ashore and said: “Are you coming, you 
idiot?’’ And he said: “Yes, but I’ll have to go to Norwich.” And 
she said: “All right, then, let’s go to Norwich. I’ve never been.” 
Now those are the exact words. And off they both went. 

Lord Cottinglby: Patch, if this is a bluff, it’s a damned dirty one. 

Patch: Well, it’s not a bluff. 

Lord Cottingley: I know the girl’s crazy enough for anything — 
a gunman from God knows where! He can’t afford to marry her. 

I 143 ] 



THE PLAYS OF J. B. PRIESTLEY 


Patch; Marriage wasn’t mentioned. I’ve told you all that was. 

Lord Cottingley {urgently) : I know. Y ou couldn’t have invented 
that. Did you say they left not half an hour ago? 

Patch: Yes. You’ve still got time. 

Lord Cottingley {impressively): My God, I’d better have. 

He is hurrying out just as Wilks enters. 

Sergeant Wilks {pompously): Your Lordship 

Lord Cottingley {hurrying off): Brrrr! Don’t bother me. I’m in 
a hurry. 

He goes. Wilks stares after him, then at Patch, who is grin- 
ning now. 

Sergeant Wilks; There’s no girl here. 


Patch; No, of course not. 

Sergeant Wilks: But what’s the matter with his lordship? 
Patch: Didn’t you know? 

Sergeant Welks: Know what? 


Patch: He’s barmy. 

Sergeant Wilks: Barmy? 

Patch : Clean ofiF his nut. I tried to tip you the wink when he was 
talking about charging us, but you wouldn’t look at me. He’d charge 
anybody with anything, he would. Talks to you one minute, then the 
next minute he’s running like the devil somewhere. Doesn’t remember 
anything. Just runs off like a four-year-old. Oh — ^we know him well. 

Sergeant Whks; Somebody ought to be looking after him — 
going round like that. He might have got me into trouble. 

Patch: Of course he might. That’s what I always say. It isn’t 

good enough. 

Sergeant Wilks {looking at Patch suspiciously): Here, but what 
about Mr. Slivers? Is he here or isn’t he? 

Patch {hesitating): Well, in a 
looked at from 


mann er of speaking — ^yes 
another point of view — ^you might say ^no. 


Sergeant Wilks: What 


here. 

A t this point Slivers’ voice, loud and drunken, can be heard off, 

coming nearer. He is singing. 

Patch {hearing this): That’s right. Well he s here. 

Enter Slivers, who is being supported by Gridi^, 
carries the whisky bottle, now half-emptied. Slivers is very ruffled, 

tight, and merry in his own fashion. 
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Slivers {singing): 

Whe-hen the ler-hove bird leaves its nest 
Der-hoes it fler-hy tew the East or the West 

Gridlby: Steady, my hearty. Steady. 

Sergeant Wilks : Now who’d have believed it? Never 

seen him this way before. 

Slivers laughs idiotically. 

Gridley: Well, he can’t be for ever just wrapping up cheese and 
then seeing what it says in the paper. 

SuvERS {mth drunken gravity): Chee-sh? Didn’d I bring you 
shum chee-sh sh’moming? Canadian Cheddar? 

Patch: Yes, you did, old boy. 

Slivers: Well— don’d ead id— muck! {Shouting) Muck, I 

shay! {Glares defiantly at them all.) 

Gridlby: You see? He’s got to turn into a man some time. Up 
to now he’s been something cut out of a penny paper. 

Sergeant Wilks {sternly to SliAt^ers): Your wife’s been looking 
for you. 

Slivers: Led her look. {Impressively) I’ve had mos’ pecuhar day. 
rU tell you. Quied, ser’n’d, quied, wUle I tell you. Mos’ peculiar. 
Now listen. Now then. {Here he sticks, so appeals to Gvsdley .) Whad 
happened. Mister Grididdly? 

Gridlby: You’ve been asleep in that cabin and you’ve been 
drinking whisky — this whisky. 

Shows him bottle. He tries to take it. 

Oh no, Mr. Slivers, my old buck, you’ve had enough. 

Sergeant Wilks: Too much. You’d better come along home 
with me. 

Slivers: Cerdainly, cerdainly, {Moves unsteadily over to him.) 

Sergeant Wilks: Come on then. {Quietly to Gridlby and Patch. 
The less said about this, the better. Respected shopkeeper — wouldn’t 
sound well. Quite understand why you kept him close. Come along, 
Mr. Slivers. 

Slivers {solemnly): All ri’, I’m coming, but there’s jus’ one thing 

I wanda say, ser’n’d, before I go. Jus’ one thing I wanda ask — jus’ 
one 

Sergeant Wilks: AU right. Ask it then. 

Slivers solemnly surveys them, as if about to make some im- 
portant pronouncement, then suddenly breaks into song again. 

Slivers {singing): 
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Whe-hen the ler-hove bird leaves its nest 
Der-hoes it fly tew the East or the West- 

Sergeant supports him firmly and half carries him off. Gridley 
and Patch watch them go. Then Grbdley waves a jubilant fare- 
well with the whisky bottle over the side, while Patch darts off to 
cabin entrance and returns at once with two glasses. 

Gridley {as Patch returns)’. That’s the last of ’em. Bob. 

Patch: The very last of ’em, Sam. 

Gridley {with growing excitement)'. Boy, we’ve fooled ’em. 

Patch {same mood): Dished ’em. 

Gridley: Tangled ’em. 

Patch: Diddled ’em. 

Gridley: The whole squint-eyed 

Patch: Fish-faced, lop-sided 

Gridley: Addle-pated, crack-brained 

Patch : Barmy lot of ’em. 

Gridley {solemnly): We drink to this, boy. 

Patch: We’ve earned it. 

Gridley: We’ve earned a month of it. {Pours whisky into glasses. 
Holds up his own.) The good ship Gloriana! {Drinks.) 

Patch: Here’s to her next sailing! {Drinks.) 

Gridley: May we be sailing her! {Drinks.) 

Patch: And never miss a tide! {Drinks.) 

Gridley: And {notices glass is empty.) Oh!— well, might as 

well finish it now, boy, might as well finish it. We’ve earned it. 
{Empties bottle into the two glasses, puts bottle down.) 

Patch: And a sandwich. 

Gets them. They both come down to the chairs and seat them- 
selves luxuriously, sprawling at ease. The chairs should be so 
placed that there is a fair space between them, and so that neither 

sitter sees the back. 

Patch {scornfully): Blow her up! T-t-t-t. 

Gridley: Barmy, the whole lot of ’em. 

They are now eating sandwiches, and taking occasional sips of 

whisky, very much at ease. 

What a day! 

Patch: What a day! 

Gridley: But here she still is— the good old Gloriana! 

Patch: Here she still is! 
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Gridiey (good-humouredly): Now that it’s quiet again-and the 
last loony’s gone and we’ve saved the ship — you’ll start grumbbng 

agaiO} I suppose. 

Patch: No, Sam, I shan’t. I’ve got something— somebody— to 
think about now. 

Gridley* But mind you, though I like it quiet when things start 
happening, I’m there. I’m on the spot, I’m in control 

Patch: I didn’t do so badly, either. 

Gridley: You didn’t. Bob, you didn’t. We both did weU. There 

was our duty. 

Patch: And we did it. 

Gridley (finishes eating and drinking now, and pulls out his copy 
of Schopenhauer): This is what we want. Calms the mind. Gives you 
a big view of things. (Begins reading.) “The wish is, in its nature, 
pain; the attainment soon begets satiety; the end was only apparent; 
possession taltes away the charm ...” 

Patch (interrupting very earnestly): Sam, I’m a pal, aren t I? 
We’ve stood together, haven’t we? 

Grujley: Yes, Bob. 

Patch: Will you do something for me, Sam? Gridley nods) 
Give me that book. 

Gridley, rather surprised, hands it over. Patch takes it and 
throws it off the ship, either back or forward, into the orchestral pit. 

Gridley (annoyed): Here, Bob, what the 

Patch (earnestly): Sam, I couldn’t put up with any more of that 
miserable old devil. He takes the heart out of you. If you’d believed 
everything he wrote, you’d never have done what you have done to- 
day — and this ship would have been for it. He couldn’t have saved 
a ship. He couldn’t have saved a mousetrap. 

Gridley (deeply reflecting, thoughtfully): You might be right, boy, 
you might be right. 

Patch: I know I am. Try another chap — ^if only for a change. 

Gridley (thoughtfully) : I might have a go at Thomas Carlyle. Old 
Jock MacQean, who was my first chief in the Moriana, used to swear 
by Thomas Carlyle, and he was a man, Jock MacClean. They wouldn’t 
have talked about blowing ships up when he w'as about. 

Patch: They’ll think twice about it next time when we're about. 

Mr. Tooke has entered quietly. He is a clerkly little middle-aged 
man, rww in rather incongruous holiday clothes. He does not see 
them at first, but looks about him, then notices them and comes 
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forward^ giving a slight cough. They turn in their chairs and stare 
at him. 

Mr. Tookb (standing between them)-. Good afternoon. (Smilingly) 
Didn’t see you at first, gentlemen. Mr. Gridley and Mr. Patch, 

isn’t it? 

Gridlby (sitting up): Yes. And I’ve seen you before, surely? 
Tooke (beaming): Of course. Don’t you remember? Tooke, from 
Head Office. 

Patch: That’s it. Mr. Tooke, from Head Office. Know you now. 
It was your sporting outfit that put me off. 

Tooke: Well, as a matter of fact, I’m killing two birds with one 

stone. 

Gridlby: Oh? Are we the two birds? 

Tookb: Well, you see, I’m just beginning my holidays, ^d we’ve 
come to a litUe place just the other side of Longport, my Awfe s cousm 
keeps the establishment. So I said I’d come myself and brmg you 
the message from Head Office. You’re both to report there as soon 

as possible. 

Gridlby: Ah! 


Patch: Oh-ho! 

Tooke (casually now): Yes, both go and see Co^^der Watson. 
(Lo^s round.) Quite nice here, isn’t it? We’ve had the surveyor 

reports on this ship, y’know. Quite hopeless, of course. Never ought 

to have been brought here. 

Gridlby and Patch, sitting upright now, look at one another, 
then at Tookb. 


Gridlby 


what are they 


kTCH (slowly): Going to do with heri 

x>KE (very casually)-. Oh-blow her up, I think. 

Looks at them, smillag foolishly. Gkidi^ 

lOs smile sMy fading mto 
Ue.,s,iieia>rmdmt. the cuTtain slowly falls. 


End of Play 
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ACT I 


he sitting-room in Heixiwell’s house, a solid detached late-Victorian 
house. On left {actor's left) wall is a window. Left of centre in 
back wall is a door to rest of house, leading directly into the hall. 
On right wall is a small conservatory, with door leading into this, 
and then into garden. The room is furnished without taste in the 
style of about thirty years ago. There is an upright piano. Little 
cupboards, drawers, small tables, etc. At rise, evening sunlight 
coming through window. Nobody on stage. 

'e hear the front door bell ring. A moment later. Ruby Birtle 
ushers in Gerald Forbes. Ruby is a very young “slavey" of the 
period, who looks as if her hair has just gone “up". Forbes is a 
pleasant young man, in the smart clothes of the period, and unlike 
Ruby and most of the other characters does not talk with a marked 
West Riding accent. 


Ruby: You’ll have to wait ’cos they haven’t finished their tea. 
Gerald: Bit late, aren’t they? 

Ruby {approaching, confidentially): It’s a do. 

Gerald: It’s what? 

Ruby: A do. Y’know, they’ve company. 

Gerald: Oh— I see. It’s a sort of party, and they’re having high 

a. 


Ruby {going closer still): Roast pork, stand pie, salmon and salad, 
ifle, two kinds o’ jellies, lemon cheese tarts, jam tarts, swiss tarts, 
longe cake, walnut cake, chocolate roll, and a pound cake kept from 
St Christmas. 

Gerald {with irony): Is that aU? 

Ruby {seriously): No, there’s white bread, brown bread, currant 
icake, one o’ them big curd tarts from Gregory’s, and a lot o’ 
eese. 


Gerald: It is a do, isn’t it? 

Ruby {after nodding, then very confidentially) : And a little brown 

?• 

Gerald {astonished): A little brown jug? 

Ruby {still confidentially): You know what that is, don’t you? 
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’ rum for your tea- They’re getting right lively on it. {Coolly) But 
ou don’t come from roxmd here, do you? 

Geralx) {not disposed for a chat)'. No. 

A distant bell rings, not front door. 

Ruby; I come from near Rotherham. Me father works in t pit, 
md so does our Frank and our Wilfred. 

Distant bell sounds again. 

Gerald: There’s a bell ringing somewhere. 

Ruby {coolly)'. I know. It’s for me. Let her wait. She’s run me 
off me legs to-day. And Mrs. Northrop’s m t’ latchen— she ^ 

a bit for a change. There’s seven of ’em at it m t ^“S-room 
Mderman Helliwell and missus, of 

Parker and Mrs. Parker, and Mr. Herbert Soppitt and Mrs. Soppitt 

—and of course. Miss Holmes. 

Gerald ; Oh— Miss Holmes is there, is she? 

Ruby ; Yes, but she’s stopped eating. {Giggles. Coolly) You re 

courting her, aren’t you? 

frERALD (ustonishcd (Old cdorowd)^ What. 

ruby (coolly) ; Oh-I saw you both-^e ottw ^ght, near aecUey 
Woods. I w'as out meself with our milkman s la . 

Gerald turns away. 

Now don’t look like that, I won’t tell on you 

Gerald {producing a shilling, then rather despc, — 

here! What’s your name? 

GMD ; WeU. Ruby, you wouldn’t 

row here with her uncle and aunt, would you . 

Ruby- No I wouldn’t like that. But I’d like that slu^g- 

« <o *er): You said Miss Holn^s had ftnshed 

eating* isir** of ’em* I’d rather 

JpTounemor“pa?k" than a forhnght. D-you wan, 

’“g^o! Yes. Could you jus, ^e her the ap quietly Ura. I’n. 
-through t’ greenhous 


way 


efore soe coo acmotty 
humorous working-womon of about fifty PUt 


door 
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Mrs, Northrop (aggressively) : Oh— ’ere y’are ! 

Ruby (coolly): That’s right, Mrs, Northrop, 

Mrs, Northrop (aggressively): I see nought right about 't— 
gassin’ in ’ere as if you owned t’ place instead o gettin on vw yo^ 
work. She’s rung for yer twice, an’ I’ve just taken another lot o ho 

water in. Nah, come on, yer little crackpot ! 

Holds door open, and Ruby goes to it— turns and grins. Exit 

Ruby. 

Mrs. Northrop: Aren’t you t’ orgamst at chapel? 

Gerald: Yes. 

Mrs. Northrop (cheerfully): Ay, well, they’ve got it in for you. 

Gerald (astonished): How do you know? 

Mrs. Northrop: ’Cos I ’eard ’em say so. (Complacently) I don’t 
miss much. 

Gerald: So that’s wh^r Mr. Helliwell asked me to come round 
and see him. 

Mrs. Northrop: That’s right. There’s three of ’em ’ere to-night, 
d’you see— an big men at chapel. You’ve been enjoyin’ yerself a bit 
too much, I fancy, lad. 

Gerald: So that’s it — is it? 

Mrs. Northrop (with very confidential air): Ay — and d’you know 
what I say? I say— to ’eU with ’em! 

Goes out, leaving Gerald looking a little worried. He moves 
about restlessly, takes cigarette-case out of his pocket mechanic- 
ally, then puts it back again. He keeps an eye on the door into 
conservatory. After a few moments, Nancy Holmes, an attractive 
girl in her early twenties, hurries in through this door. 

Nancy (in breathless whisper): Gerald! 

Gerald: Nancy! (Makes as if to kiss her.) 

Nancy (breathlessly): No, you mustn’t, not here — no, Gerald — 
please 

But he does kiss her and no harm has been done. 

Now, listen, Gerald, and be sensible. This is serious. You know why 
Uncle Joe sent for you? 

Gerald (with a slight grin): They’ve got it in for me. I’ve just 
been told. 

Nancy: It’s serious, Gerald. They’ve been grumbling about you 
some time, and now, as far as I can gather, one of these miserable 
old beasts saw you late one night — with me 

Obbmjd (serious now): Oh — I say — you weren’t recognised, were you? 
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Nancy : No. But you were. 

Gerald • Well, that’s not so bad, as long as they drag you 
into it. I know how strict your aunt is, and t afford to quarrel 

with them here until we’re ready to be married ^ 

■11.T f No but YOU can’t either, Gerald. And they re 

have to be awfuUy oareM 

Xt yo.Ilay?o them. And there’s that beasUy Couneillot Parker 

here too, and you loathe him, don’t you? 

rFUALD- Absolutely. And I’U loathe him more than ever now 
rhS^Ml of roast pork and trifle. I think I’d tatt« ^»e them 
5 to recover from that huge ghasUy tuck-m they re havmg. 

Jancy- I should. Though they’ve nearly finished now. 

Gerau>: If I clear out for half an hour or so, could you shp away 

T * U4- xti^v don’t leallv want me. I’m in the way. You 
sel!t?s”n a^«r;ary celebration, and I don’t come into it at all. 

Gerald ; What are they celebrating? 

Before she can reply. Ruby opens door, announemg. 

Ruby • It’s Yorkshire Argus— two of ’em. 

‘ r BRALD rises moves down right. Nancy rises up to door. 

Enter Fmd Dvson, a and oU-fashinned 

and Henry Ormonroyd, w ansh-lieht apparatus. Ormonroyd 
newspaperman's i „f beery dignity and wears a large 

is a talddle^gedmm m Nancy. 

ruby; This is Miss Holmes, Alderman HelhweU mece 
is still having their tea. 

RUBY goes out. Mnlmes (To Gerald) How 

DYSON (cheerfidlyY (^onroyd, our photographer. 

dYoudo? Dclightfhl 

weather we’re having for the time of year. 

Gerald: Isn’t it? 

Ormonroyd (profoundly): It is. 

Dyson: We seem to have come too early. 


Nancy; I’m afraid you ^ tell you, Fred? 

Ormonroyd {with ‘*W;?*^"^Sild^ve had at least a ^uple 

-with my Mend a the imm ^ “ P Black- 

,od UtUe peppermint-rock business on 
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pool at the time I had my studio-theie. Old times, y xnow, .v. 

and happy days, happy days ! {Htms) 

Dyson (briskly) : AU right, Henry. I’m sorry we’re early. Matter 
of fact, I don’t know yet what this is about. I just got a message from 
the office to come up here and bring a photographer. 

Nancy: You see, it’s their Silver Wedding. 

Dyson: Henry, it’s Alderman Helliwell’s Silver Wedding. 

Ormonroyd: Very nice, I suppose. 

Nancy: Yes, but not only my uncle and aunt’s. There were three 
couples-my uncle and aunt. Mr. and Mrs. Soppitt. Mr. and Mrs. 

Parker 

Dyson: Is that Councillor Albert Parker? 

Nancy (pulling a little face): Yes. You know him? 

Dyson (gloomily)'. Yes, we know him. 

Ormonroyd: Every time he opens his mouth at the Town Hall, 
he puts his foot in it. so they caU him “the foot and mouth disease’’. 
Ha. Ha. Are all three happy couples here? 

Nancy: Yes, because they were all married on the same morning 
at the same chapel. They have a photograph a combined wedding 
group. (She goes to find it— top of piano.) 

Gerald: You’ll have to interview ’em, and they’ll tell you how 

happy they’ve been 

Dyson: Oh — ^yes. I see the idea now. 

Nancy (returning with old photograph): Here you are. All six of 
them on their wedding morning. Don’t they look absurd in those 

clothes ? 


Ormonroyd (solemnly): To you — ^yes. To me — no. I was married 
myself about that time. (Holding photograph at arm's length) Now, 
you see, Fred, what’s wanted is another group in the very same 
positions. After twenty-five years’ wear and tear. Very nice. 

Dyson: You’re holding it upside down. 


at ’em professionally. Either flies ’ave been at this or somebody’s 
touched up Albert Parker with a screw-driver. Well, if we’re too 
early, we’re too early. Might nip back to the Lion, Fred lad, eh? 

Ormonroyd takes camera from top of settee left. 

Dyson: We’U come back in about an hour, 

Ormonroyd: They’re keeping a very nice drop of beer down at 
the Lion now. 
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DYSON and Ormonroyd go out, Nancy going towards the 
with them, and shutting it behind them. Gerau) looks at the photo- 
graph, then at the back of it, and is obviously interested and amused. 

Gerald : This was when they were all married then— September 

the fifth, Eighty-Three? 

Nancy: Yes— why? What’s the matter, Gerald? (He to 
/OTg/img.) Gerald, what is it? Oh-don’t be so mean. They B be 

here in a minute. t r- j 

As he shakes his head, still laughing softly, we hear voices behind 

door into halL 

GERAU): They’re coming in. Nancy, let’s dodge out that way. 

Puts photograph on table behind settee right, picks up his straw 
h^whfe shl iL gone to door into conservatory, and they hurry 

out that way, shutting door behind them. 

Voices outside door into hall are louder now, and after a ^ment 
the Parkers the Soppitts, the Helltwells enter. They are 

dre^ed in their best, and obviously crammed with high 

Parker is a tall, thin, conceited, sententious man, his wi/e Annie, 

a hopefiil kind of woman. Herbert Soppitt is a smallish ne^ 

are high-coloured, rather bouncing, rather pompous, 
yery pleased with th^^^ sopp^t"^^ Mpf' piS ^^^ka 

„or,h-counlry Jhat” wanted now’s a good 

""’li^mA (indignto,y): T^t ' or"'’' ^ 

""cI^-Td *<,m^*^^.'.or They’re all the same. Answering 

Tron'^.e" 

CtARA sirs heto sofa lefi. Ma«a to comer. Annie <lrops dovm 
right to sofa down right. pa*™,. Now then, Albert! 

You’ll find that’s a 8^^ c^. ^Core ^ ^ 

Parker {taking oney. Thanks. Joe. > 
a lot. but when I do, I like a good 

Heluwell {offering to Sopp^)^ Herbert . 
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Sopprrr: I don’t think — er— I will — thanks, Joe. 

Mawa {expansively): Nay. Herbert, ’ave one o’ Joe’s cigars. 

Clara : If he’d had it to pay for himself, he’d have been wanting 

one. 

SOPPITT {rather nervously): I think-I’d rather not smoke just now 
— believe I ate too much at tea. 

Annie {to keep him company): I know / did. 

Parker {severely): Yes, an’ you’U be complaining before the 

night’s out. 

Clara: An’ so will Herbert. 

Parker {complacently): Now that’s something that never bothers 
me. 

Helltwell: No, we’ve noticed that, Albert. 

Parker {offended): How d’you mean? 

Maria: Go on, Albert, you know what Joe is— must ’ave his 
little joke. 

Annie: I know /ought to have stopped long before I did— I mean, 
at tea— but, Maria, everything was so nice. 

Clara: ’Ere, ’ere. 

Maria {complacently accepting this): Well, I said to Joe “Now, 
Joe,” I said, “we’U only have just the six of us, but we’ll make it 
an occasion an’ do it well while we’re at it,” I said. Didn’t I, Joe? 

Heluwell {busy attending to his cigar, though he does not remove 
the band): Did you? 

Maria {indignantly): You know very well I did. 

Heluwell {still not interested): All right, you did then. 

Maru {same indignant tone): You know quite well I did, Joe 
Helliwell. 

Heluwell {suddenly annoyed himself): All right, all right, all 
right, you did then. 

Clara {pats Maria’s hand): They’re aU alike. Wait till somebody 
else’s with you, and then try to m^e you out a liar. 

Parker {severely): Speak for yourself! I don’t try to make my 
wife out a liar, do I, Annie? 

Annie {rather timidly, hesitantly): Well — no — ^Albert, not — 
really 

Parker {very severely) : How d’you mean — not really — I just don’t, 
that’s all. (Changing the subject, in rather lordly style) A good 
smoke, Joe, quite a good smoke. It reminds me of that cigar Sir 
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Harold Watson gave me not so long since at the club. I vms stand- 
ing near the fireplace, and Sir Harold came up - 

Annie {gathering courage to interrupt)^ Albert — ^you told them 
before. 

Parker (glaring'): Well, I can tell ’em again, can’t I? 

Soppitt: Maria, have you got a copy of that old photograph we 
had taken? I couldn’t find ours. 

Maria: Yes. Where is it, Joe? (While he looks round) Aaa, I 
laugh man y a tim e when I think o’ that morning — six of us, all so 

nervous 

Helltweix: And the parson worse still. He was only like two- 
pennorth o’ copper, an’ I could ha’ given him a few years myself. 

Clara: I think we were about first he’d ever married. 

Annie: I’m sure we were. I didn’t feel I’d been married 

properly 

Parker (severely) : Of course you’d been married properly. If he’d 
been ninety and doing it all his life, you wouldn’t ha’ been married 

any better, would you? 

Maria: I’ve forgotten his name now. He was only a temporary, 
wasn’t he? 

Soppitt: I remember! (A paused It was a tree. Beech. 

Helliwell: That’s right — Beech — an’ he’d a funny squint. (Has 
found photograph.) And here’s the old photo. 

Hands it to his wife and the ladies look at it, with exclamations, 
while the men remain aloof. 

Parker (the business man now): I see Crossbreds are down again. 

Helliwell (another business man): Ay — and they’ll stay down 
with Australian market as it is. If I’ve said it once, I’ve said it a 
thousand times— if Merinos is down and staying down, then your 
Crossbreds’ll have to follow. Now. look at Merinos- 

Maria (looking tq> to expostulate): Here, Joe, we here 

to talk about Merinos. This isn’t Wool Exchange. Take a look at 

yourselves and sec what we took on. 

He ignores her. She puts photograph on table back of settee. 

Helliwell: Now wait a minute. ’Ealthsl 

Maria: That’s right, Joe. Ring! 

Helliwell rings. Maria turns to others. 

We ought to do it in proper style, an’ drink our healths before we 

go any further. 

Soppitt (attempting a joke): Further — ^where? 
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Clara {severely): That’U do, Herbert. A bit o’ fun’s all right, but 
you go too far. 

Soppitt; I didn’t mean 

Clara {cutting in): That’ll do. 

Mrs. Northrop looks in. 

Mrs. Northrop {aggressively): Well? 

Maria {rather grandly): There’s a tray with glasses on— just bring 
it in 

Mrs. Northrop {indignantly): What — me? How many pairs of 
’ands 

Helltwell {peremptorily): Now then — just tell thingumptyite — 
Ruby — to bring in the port wine. 

Mrs. Northrop: What — on top o’ your tea? You’ll be poorly. 

She withdraws. Helliwell is furious. 

Helliwell {angrily): Now did you ’ear that 

Maria {hastilyf. All right, Joe, we don’t want any trouble. She 
goes to-night, an’ she doesn’t come back. 

Clara: I don’t know what things are coming to! All the same! 
Answering back! 

Parker {sententiously): They’re all alike, that class of people. We 
have the same trouble at mill . Don’t know when they’re well off. 
Idle, that’s what they are — bone idle! 

Clara: /fnt/ impudent! Back-answers! 

Annie {timidly): Yes — but I suppose they don’t know any 
better 

Parker {severely): They know a lot better. And what you w'ant 
to stick up for ’em for, I can’t think. 

Heluwell {heartily): Now then, Albert, don’t start fratching, but 
try an’ enjoy yourself for once. This is an anniversary. Which re- 
minds me, Charlie Pearson told me, t’ other day, they built a new 
Wesleyan Methodist Chapel up at Thornton, and they opened with 
an anniversary. Anyhow, this is ours, so let’s have peace an’ good- 
will all round. Now I thought we’d fiKt drink a bit of a toast to our- 
selves — 

Maria: That was my idea. 

IteLLiWELL {ignoring this, but only just) : Then I thought we’d have 

a bit of a chat about old times, an’ then we’d settle down to a game 
o’ Newmarket 

Maria: That was my idea too. 

ment does it matter whose 

idea It was, so long as we get on with it and enjoy ourselves ! 
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Soppitt: That’s the great thing. {Controlled belch. Catches his 
wife's eye and falters.') Enjoy ourselves. {Rises. Moves to door. 

Looks miserable and a bit sick.) 

Clara {severely)'. I told you to leave that salmon alone. 

Helliwell; Nay, Clara, why can’t he have a bit o’ salmon if he 

fancies it? 

Clara {sharply)-. ’Cos it doesn’t fancy him, Joe Helliwell, that’s 
why. Look at that time we all went to Scarborough! 

Soppitt {tums)\ It was Bridlington. 

Clara: It was both! And what did that doctor say? You're 
digging your grave with your teeth, Mr. Soppitt. 

Helliwell: Hahaha! 

Enter Ruby, carrying tray with six small glasses on it, and three 
bottles of port. 

Here, what did you want to bring ’em all for? One bottle at a time s 
enough. 

Ruby {putting down trayi) Mrs. Northrop said you d better ave 
t’lot while you was at it, 

Helliavell : In future, just take your orders from me and not from 
Mrs. Northrop. Now just trot along— an’ no Up. {Starts to take cork 

out of bottle.) . , 

Ruby {turning at door)'. Mrs. Northrop says she s not commg ere 


""^hILlinvell {heatedly): We know aU about it. {Moves after her, 
cigar in mouth, bottle in hand.) 

Maria {cutting in): Now let it be, Joe. 

Heluwtll stands, draws cork with an effort. 

Ruby has now gone and closed door. Helliwell begms 

pouring out the port, * • ♦ 

ssix'-r-irs “.S-. SSX.S-',ITZ u. 

grouping of old phoiograph. Hbluwell Wj them the,, glasses 
of port, then takes up a position himselj. ^ 

Hell. WILL (facetiously^ : Here's to me and my wife s husban . 
MARLt : Let’s have none o' that silly husiness, Joe 1 


Parker {solemnly^ 
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Annie {rather plaintively): Oh — must you, Albert? 

Parker: How d’you mean— must I? What’s wrong with a few 
serious words on an occasion like this? Marriage is a serious 

business. 

Clara: That’s right, Albert. Where’d we be without it? 

Soppitt: Single. 

Clara: That’ll do, Herbert. 

Parker (sententiously): Marriage— weU— marriage— to begin with, 
it’s an institution, isn’t it? 

Maru {solemnly) : That is so. {Sighs profoundly.) 

Parker {getting into his stride): One of the oldest institutions. It 
goes back— right back to— well, it goes right back. And it’s still 

going strong to-day. Why? 

Heluwell {hastily): Well, because 

Parker {sharply cutting in): Let me fimsh, Joe, let me finish. Now 
why is it still going strong to-day? Because it’s the backbone of a 
decent respectable life. 

Heluwell {solemnly): True, Albert, true. 

Parker: Where would women be without marriage? 

Clara {sharply): And where’d some o’ you men be? 

Parker: All right, I’m coming to that. 

Heluweu: Well, don’t be too long, Albert. I want to try this port. 

Parker {solemnly): Marriage may be a bit 
women than it is to men 

Annie: Why? 

Parker {annoyed at this): Why? 

Heluwell; Children, you see, Annie. 

Annie {abashed) : Oh— yes — ^I’d forgotten . Still 

Parker: I’m talking now, if you please. But if a woman wants i 
’ome and security and a respectable life, which she gets from marriage 
a man wants something to 

Clara {cpdckly): He wants all he can 

Parker: He wants a nice comfortable ’ome, somebody to tell hi; 
troubles to and so forth 

Heluwell {facetiously) : That’s good, Albert, the and so forth. 
Parker: Now, 

Heluwell: W 
Pari 


ore necessary to 





celebrate the anniversary 
you — the toast of Marriage 


and solemnly): So, as we’re all gathered 
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Maria: Very nice, Albert. 

They all drink. 

Annie {confidentiallyy. It’ll go straight to my 
member that time at Harrogate? I could have sunk 
when that waiter laughed. 

Helliwell {producing bottle again): Now wait 
all right as far as it goes — but — nay— damn it! 


That 


Maria {reproachfully): Joe! 

Helliwell: We must have another toast, just for ourselves. I 
bet it isn’t often there’s three couples can meet hke this who were all 

wed on same morning together. Now then 

Insists on filling the glasses again as they still hold them in their 
hands. 

Maria {confidentially): I don’t act silly, but my face gets so red. 

Helliwell: Now — here’s to all of us — and the Reverend Mr. 
What’s his name — Beech — ^who tied us up — wherever he is 

The Others: Here’s to us. Here’s to him. {Etc.) 

They drink. Wlten they have finished, front-door bell is heard. 

Maria: Front door! Who’ll that be? 

Helliwell {rather importantly): Well, I told Yorkshire Argus to 
send somebody round to have a word with us. 

Clara {delighted): What— are you going to have a piece in the 

papers? 

Parker: They don’t want to catch us like this. 

Parker swallows rest of his port hastily. The others do the 

same. The group breaks up. 

Ruby looks in. 


t’chapel. He came 


Maria: Is it Yorkshire Argus? 

Ruby: No, it’s Mr. Forbes, t’ organist from 
afore, an’ then went away again. 

Helliwell: Tell him to wait. 

Ruby goes. Helliwell turns to the others. 

You know about this business, Albert. You too, Herbert. 

Sopprrr {hesitantly) : Yes-but {crosses to Helliv^lO 

Helliwell {sharply) : But, nothing. You’re too soft. Herb 

Clara: I’m always telling him so. . , , 

Helliwell: He’s chapel organist— he’s paid for t job— an 
he behaves himself properly or he goes. 

Parker {severely): He’U go anyhow, if I’ve my say. 
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Annie: No, Albert, he’s not a oaa young 

ZuZp. tver should ha' been appointed. I said so then. I say 
so now. I know my own mind. 

Annie {rebelliouslyY I wish sometimes you’d keep a bit of it to 
yourself. 

Parker: What’s that mean? 

Nancy now appears at door from conservatory. 

Maria: HaUo, love, where’ve you been? 

NANCY {who seems a trifle giggly): Just out a minute. You don’t 
want me, do you. Auntie? Because if you don t, I thought 1 d put 
my hat and coat on and see if Muriel Spencer’s in. (Crosses up to door.) 

Maria (rises): All right. There’s that Gerald For^s ^ting out- 
side— your uncle has something to say to him— now don t go talking 

to him. 

Heluwbll: I should think not. Just say “Hello” or “Good even- 
ing” and leave it at that. The less you have to do with that chap 

the better, Nancy. 

Nancy suddenly explodes into giggles. 


Now what’s funny about that? 

Nancy (still giggling): I’m sorry. Uncle. I just remembered 
something that amused me 

Nancy goes out, giggling. 

Helliwell: Now what’s got hold of her? 

Maria: Oh— she’s at siUy age. They don’t know half the tiine 
whether to laugh or cry when they’re that age. Now, Gara— Annie 
—we’ll leave the men to it. I expect that’s what they want 

Parker (solemnly): Certainly. After all, it’s chapel business. 

Maria : Well, we want to go upstairs anyhow ! 

Helliwell: That’s right. 

Clara glares at him. 

Maria: You haven’t seen what Joe bought me yet. But don’t take 
too long over him. 

Parker: Him! It wouldn’t take me long 

Helliwell: It’ll take me less long, ’cos I don’t make speeches. 
Here, we’ll put these out o’ t’way (at sideboard.) 

The women go out, and Helliwell puts the glasses back on the 
tray. A certain primness now descends on them. 
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Parker: I said from first — it’s a bad appointment. To start with* 
he’s too young. 

SoppiTT {rather timidly) : I don’t think that matters much. 

P ARKER {severely) : Trouble with you, Herbert, is you don’t think 
an>thing matters much, and that’s just where you’re wrong. 

Helltwell: Yoimg Forbes is a southerner an’ all. 

Parker {with grim triumph) : Ah— I was coming to that. 

Soppitt: Oughtn’t we to have hiTn in? 

Helowell: No, let him wait a bit. 

Parker: Do him good. No, as soon as they told me he’s a 
southerner and his name’s Gerald, I said: “We don’t want him.” I 
said: “La-di-dah. TTiat’s what you’re going to get from him,” I said. 
“La-di-dah. What we want at Lane End — biggest chapel for nules — 
wi’ any amount o’ money in congregation — what we want is a bit 
o’ good old Yorkshire organ-playing and choir training,” I said. 
“We don’t want la-di-dah.” {With awful imitation of ultra-refined 
accents.) “Heow d’yew dew. Sow chawmed to meek your acquaint- 
ance. Eoh, dee-lateful wethah!” Grr. You know what I call that 
stuflf? 

Soppitt {who has a sense of hitmour)'. Yes. {Broadly.) La-di-dah. 

Helxjwell: Albert’s right. We made a mistake. Mind you, he’d 
good qualifications, an’ he seemed a nice quiet lad. But I must say, 
after old Sam Fawcett, chap)el didn’t seem right with an organist who 
goes roimd wearing one o’ these pink shirts and knitted ties and creases 
in his trousers 

Parker: It’s all 

Here Soppitt joins in. 

Parker and Soppitt: La-di-dah! 

Parker {in disgusted tone): Then look at his Messiah! We warned 
him. I said to him myself: “I know it’s a Christmas piece, but you’ve 
got to get in quick, afore the others.” 

Helunvell: Right, Albert. After t’end o’ November, there’s been 
so many of ’em you might as well take your Messiah an’ throw it 

into t’canal. 

Parker: And look what happened. Hilhoad Baptist gave il/esswA. 
Salem gave Messiah. Tong Congregational gave Messiah. Pickle- 
brook Wesleyans gave Messiah. And where was Lane End? 

Soppitt: Well, when we did get it— it was a good one. 

Helliwell: I’m not saying it wasn’t, but by that time who cared? 
But anyhow all that’s a detail. Point is, we can’t have any carrying 

on, can we? 
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SOPPITT {{gravely): Ah — there I agree, Joe. 

^ .A « • 


iindisnmm-. dJ™ souch, but 

End Chapel carrying on! That sort o game m y 

it won’t do up ’ere. 

Heluwell: We’re all agreed on that. 

SJnppiTT and PARKER nod. 


Right then! We’ll have ’im in. 

Heluwell goes to the door^ the other two sitting up stiffly cm 

looking official and important. 

{Rather grimly through open door.) All right, come m. 

Gerald Forbes follows him in, closing but not latching the door 
behind him. Gerald looks cool and self-possessed, with a twinkle 
in his eye. Heluwell sits do'ivn and looks as official and important 
as the other two. All three stare severely at Gerald, as he sits 
down. Gerald pulls out a cigarette-case, but no sooner has he 
taken a cigarette from it than Albert Parker remonstrates 

with him. 

Parker {severely): I wouldn’t do that. 

Gerald {rather startled): Do what? 

Parker {severely): Well, what ’ave you got in your and? 

Gerald {still surprised): This? Cigarette. Why? 

Parker: Under the circumstances, young man, don t you think it 
might be better— more — more suitable — more fitting — if you didn’t 

smoke that just now? 

The three men look at each other. 

Gerald {with a shrug): Oh — all right, if that’s how you feel about 
it. {Puts case away. A pause.) Well? You wanted to talk about 

something, didn’t you? 

Heluwell {firmly): We did. We do. 

Parker: And if I’d ’ad my way, we’d have been talking to you 
long since. 

Gerald: Well, not very long since, because I haven’t been up here 
very long. 

Parker: No, you haven’t been up here very long, and I don’t 
think you’ll be up here much longer. 

Heluwell: Here, Albert, let me get a word in. Mr. Forbes, 
you’re organist of our Lane End Chapel, and that’s the biggest place 
o’ worship roimd here, and this is a very respectable neighbourhood, 
with a lot o’ money behind it. You have a paid appointment as 
organist and choir-master. 
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Gerald : Yes, though it doesn’t keep me, y’know, Mr. Helliwell. 

Heluwell; No, but because you are our organist, you’re able to 
get pupils and various extra jobs, so you don’t do so bad out of it, eh? 

Gerald (a trifle dubiously ) : No, I’m quite satisfied— for the time 
being. 

Parker (annoyed)'. You're satisfied! For the time being! You’re 
satisfied ! 


Gerald (quietly): That’s what I said, Mr. Parker. 

Parker (with dignity): Councillor Parker. (Pointing.) Alderman 
Helliwell. Councillor Parker. Mr. Soppitt. 

Gerald (indicating himself): Plain mud! 

Parker (explosively): Now listen 

Helldvell (cutting in noisily) : Nay, let me finish, Albert. We want 
to keep cahn about this — just keep calm. 

Gerald: I’m quite cahn. 

Heluwell (explosively): You’re a damn sight too cahn for my 
liking, young man. You ought to be sitting there looking right 
ashamed of yourself, instead of looking — ^looking — well, as you do 
look. 

Gerald: But you haven’t told me what’s wrong yet. 

Parker (angrily): Wrong? You’re wrong. And carrying on’s 


wTong. 

Heluwell (loftily) : In some chapels they mightn’t care what you 
did — I don’t know — but Lane End’s got a position to keep up. We’re 
respectable folk, and naturally we expect our organist to behave 
resp>ectably. 


Soppitt (apologetically): I think you 


have been very careless, Mr. 


Forbes, and there really has been a lot of grumbling. 


Parker: For one thing — you’ve been seen out — late at night — ^wi’ 


girls. 


Gerald: Girls? 


Helliwell: It may be t’same lass each time, for all I know, but 
if what I hear is true, whoever she is, she ought to be ashamed of 
herself. My word, if she’d owt to do wi’ me, I’d teach her a sharp 


lesson. 

Parker : Somebody saw you onee gallivanting away late at night, 
at Morecambe. And it gets round, y’know — oh— yes — ^it gets round, 

Gerald (beginning to lose his temper): Yes, so it seems. 
didn’t think you’d find it worth while to listen to a lot of silly 
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Parker (sharply): mow oon i - 

Gerald: What tone can I take? I say, a lot of siUy gossip 

Sopprrr: Now, steady, steady. 

Gerald : Silly gossip. Old women’s twaddle ^ 

Helliwell (/icawW : That’U do. 

more than a lad yet. We’re nearly twice your age, and w e know h 
what 

Gerald (angrily) : WeU, what is w'hat then ? 

Heluwell (angrily): This is what. We’re not going to have any 
more of this. Either behave yourself or get back to where carne 
from. You’re not going to make us a laughing-stock and a by\\ord 

in t’neighbourhood. Now this is a fair warning 

Gerald (steadily): I haven’t done anything I’m ashamed of. 
Parker: What’s that prove? If a chap’s got cheek of a brass 
monkey, he never need do aught he’s ashamed of. 

Soppitt: Careful, Albert. 

Parker: Why should I be careful? I’ll tell him to his face \vhat 
I’ve said behind his back. He never ought to have been appointed, 
and now he’s been carrying on and not caring tuppence w'hat respect- 
able folk might think, he oughtn’t to be given any warnings but told 
to get back to where he came from, and then he can carry on as much 

as he likes. 

Both Gerald and Herbert Soppht start to protest, but 
Helliwell lotddly stops them. 

Heluwell: Now, Albert, we mustn’t be too hard. We must gi\e 
young men just another chance. (Severely and patronisingly to Gerald) 
I’m not sure I should if this w'ere any other time. But nay — damn it 
this is a festive occasion an’ we must take it easy a bit. So I’m giving 
you a last chance to mend yourself. And you can think ) ourself lucky 
catching me i’ this humour. Just happens we’re all celebrating anni- 
versary of our wedding day— all three of us — ay, we’ve aU beer 
married twenty-five years to-day. (Blows nose.) 

Gerald shakes his head rather sadly. 


What’re you shaking your head about? 

Gerald (quietly, gently) : WeU, you see, Mr. HelliweU — I beg your 
pardon, Alderman HelliweU — I’m rather afraid you haven’t been 
married twenty-five years. 

Helliw^l (roaring): Do you think we can’t count, lad? 

Gerald (same quiet tone): No, I don’t mean that. But I’m afraid 
you’ve only been Uving together aU this time. 

Helliwell (jumping up angrily): Living together! I’ll knock youi 
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head right ofif your shoulders, lad, if you start talking like that to me. 

GER-AiD {also standing up): No, no, no. I’m not trying to insult 
you. I mean what I say. 

Parker (rises, angrily): Mean what you say! You’re wrong in 
your damned ’ead. 


SOPPITT (authoritatively, for him): Wait a minute — Albert, Joe. 
We must listen. He means it. 

Helliwell (angrily): Means it! Means what? 

Gerald (impressively): If you’ll just be quiet a minute I’ll explain. 

Parker (explosively): I don’t want to 

Gerald (sharply): I sz\d~quiet. 

Helliwell: Leave him be, Albert. 

Gerald (sits): Thanks. Mind if I smoke now? 


All sit. With maddening slowness, Gerald takes out and lights 
cigarette. Helliwell and Albert Parker watch him with im- 
patience and look as if about to explode. 

I went to North Wales for my holiday this summer 

Helliwell (impatiently): Is this part of it, ’cos / don’t care where 
you went for your holidays! 

Gerald (calmly): I went to North Wales, and only came back 
about a fortnight ago. While I was there I made the acquaintance 
of a parson, who’d been in Africa for the last twenty years. When 
he learnt that I was the organist of Lane End Chapel, Cleckleywyke, 
he became very excited, and then it turned out that he’d been at Lane 
End himself for a short time. About twenty-five years ago. 

Soppitt: What was his name. 


Gerald: Beech. Francis Edwin Beech. 

YiEUAWELL (boisteroiisly): Oh — ^yes — Beech! We were only talking 
about him to-night. We remember Mr. Beech. He married us, 
y'know. Yes, he married us, five-and-twenty years ago — all three 
couples. That’s what we’re celebrating 

His voice suddenly dies away because he realises what the other 
two have realised for the last minute, that there might be some- 
thing wrong. So as he mutters the end of his sentence now, he 
glances unhappily at the others. 

Y ’ k n o w — be in g— m arri e d — t we nty-fi ve years 

Gerald looks at them over his cigarette. 

Parker (s^v all owing): Go on. Go on. 

Gerald : I could see that something he remembered about Cleckley- 
wyke and Lane End worried him. (With obvious relish^ You might 
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say, gentlemen, it was preying on his mind, it was gnaning at his 
conscience, it was haunting him, it was 

HAIJU^vELL {angrily) : What is this— a recitation . 

Gerald: I must apologise if I’m boring you, gentlemen-— 
Parker {in sudden passion, jumps up): La-di-dah! La-di-dah^ 
(As Gerald stares at him in astonishment.) Now if you ve an>thing 
to teU us, for God’s sake tell us-and don’t la-di-dah. 

Heluw'ELL; Quite right, Albert. {To impatiently) WeU, 

what did Mr. Beech say? 

Gerald; He didn’t say anjthing. 

Helliwell and Parker are at once relieved and aimoyed. They 
breathe more freely, but then feel they have been needlessly 
alarmed. HERBERT SOPPITT waits to learn more and looks steadily 


at Gerald. 

Helliw'ELl: Well, what are you nattering on about him for— . 
Soppitt: Just a minute, Joe. {To Ger-ald) That s not aU, is it? 

Gerald; All? I should think not! Only you won t give me a 
chance. I said he didn’t say anvthing, but he wrote something. The 
letter only came two days ago. I have it here. {Produces one rather 
small sheet of notepaper, written on both sides. He now reads it im- 
pressively.) From the Reverend Francis Edwin Beech. "Dear Mr. 
Forbes, Before returning to Africa I feel I owe it both to you and to 
myself to explain what you must have found piiziHng in my many 
references to Cleckleywyke and Lane End Chapel. Although I was only 
temporarily at Lane End, I could not forget it for there I was guilty of 

the most culpable negligence." 

The three men look at each other. 

“/ went to Cleckleywyke straight from college, and during those first 
few months I did not realise that there were various forms I ought to 
have signed, and had witnessed by church officers, so that one nwy be 
recorded as an authorised person to perform the ceremony of mar- 

nage 

Helltw'ELL {rises, shouting): What? {Grabs the letter from GeR-ald, 
stares at it, then reads himself, slowly.) . . . "the ceremony of marriage. 
The result was, I ivaj not then an authorised person. Fortunately during 
that short period 1 was only called upon twice to marry people, but the 
first time there were no less than three hopeful young couples who 
imagined— poor souls— that I was joining them in holy wedlock— when 

— I— was completely — wumthorised—to — do — so ” 

Parker {yelling and snatching the letter): Let’s have a look. {He 
looks and Herbert Soppitt joins him.) It’s signed all right too— 
Francis Edwin Beech. 
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Gerald; And if you compare that signature with the one in the 
chapel register, you’ll see it’s the same man. No deception. 

Helliwell (dazed and bitter)'. Why — the bloody donkey! 

Helljwell, Parker and Soppitt look at each other in silent 
consternation. 

Soppitt (slowly, thoughtfully): Why, if we’ve never been married 
at all, then 

Helliwell; Don’t start working it out in detail, Herbert, ’cos it 
gets very ugly — ^very ugly. There’s that lad o’ yours at grammar 
school, for instance — I wouldn’t like to have to give him a name 

now 

Soppitt (indignantly): Here, steady, Joe 

Helliwell ; Well, you see, it gets very ugly. Keep your mind off 
t’details. 


Parker (bitterly): Silver w'edding! 

Helliwell; Now don’t you start neither, Albert. 

Parker (solemnly): Joe, Herbert, when them three poor women 
upstairs gets to know what they really are 

Helliwell (grimly) : Then t’balloon goes up properly. Talk about 
a rumpus. You’ll ’ear ’em from ere to Leeds. 

Parker (gravely) : Joe, Herbert, they mustn’t know. Nobody must 
know Why — we’d be laughed right out o’ town. What ^Alderman 
HeUiwell— Councillor Albert Parker— Herbert Soppitt— all big men 
at chapel too! I tell you, if this leaks out— we’re done! 

Helliwell; We are, Albert. 

Soppitt (horrified): If once it got into the papers! ^ 

Helliwell (even more horrified): Papers! Oh— Christmas !— it’s 
got to be kept from t’papers. 

Gerald, who has been leaving them to themselves to digest this 
news, now turns to them again. 

Gerald (^holding out Us hand): You’d better give me that letter, 
hadn’t you? 

Parker and Helliwell (rising): Oh no! 

They stand together as if protecting it, 

Parker {holding it out)': This letter 
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Gerald: Yes, but it’s addressed to me, and so it happens to be 

my property, you know. 

Soppnr: I’m afraid he’s right there! 

Helliwell (turning on him, annoyed) : You would have to put that 
in, wouldn’t you? Dang me, you’re m this mess just as we are, aren 

you? .. 

Parker (severely): Anyhow, we've a position to keep up even if 

you haven’t, Herbert. 

SoPPirr (apologetically): I was only saying he’s right when he says 
it’s his property. We a case 

Helliwell (aggressively): Never mind about that case. Think 
about this case. It’s a whole truck-load o’ cases, this is. 

Gerald: My letter, please. 

Helliwell (ingratiatingly): Now listen, lad. I know you only 
want to do what’s right. And we happened to be a bit ’asty with you, 
when you first came in. We didn’t mean it. Just-a way o’ talkmg. 
When Herbert Soppitt there gets started 

SOPPnr (indignantly): What — me! 

Parker (severely): You were ’asty, y know, Herbert, you can t 
deny it. (To Gerald) Mind you. I’ll say now to your face what I’ve 
often said behind your back. You gave us best Messiah and best 

Elijah we’ve ever had at Lane End. 

Helliwell: Easy, easy! Best i’ Cleckleyw7ke ! And why? I’ve 
told ’em when they’ve asked me. “That young feller of ours is clever,” 
I said. “I knew he had it in him,” I said. 

Soppitt (hopefully): Yes, you did, Joe. (To Gerald) And so did 
I. I’ve always been on your side. 

Gerald: I believe you have, Mr. Soppitt. (To all three of them) 
You can keep that letter to-night — on one condition. That Mr. 

Soppitt has it. 

Soppitt (eagerly, holding out his hand): Thank you, Joe. 
Heluwell (uneasily): What’s the idea o’ this? 

Gerald: That happens to be the way I feel about it. Now either 
give it back to me at once — or hand it over to Mr. Soppitt, who’ll 
be answerable to me for it. 

Soppitt (eagerly): Certainly, certainly. 

Helliwell silently and grudgingly hands it over. Soppitt puts 
it carefully in his inside pocket. The others watch him like hawks. 
There is a pause, then we hear a knocking from upstairs. 

Helliwell: Knocking. 
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Parker {grimly): I ’card. 

Helliwell; That means she’s getting impatient. 

Parker; I expect Clara’s been ready to come down for some time 

Helliwell {bitterly) : They want to get on with the celebration. 

Parker {bitterly): Chat about old times. 

Helliwell {bitterly): Nice game o’ cards. 

Gerald {after a pause): I’d better be going. 

Helli'Well {hastily): No, no. No. Take it easy. 

Parker: No ’urry, no ’urry at all. I expect Joe has a nice cigar 
for you somewhere. 

Helliwell {with forced joviality): Certainly I have. And a drink 
of anything you fancy 

Gerald; No, thanks. And I must be going. 

Helliwell: Now listen, lad. We’ve admitted we were ’asty with 
you, so just forget about it, will you? Now you see the mess we’re 
in, through no fault of ours {Goes up to get cigars.) 

Gerald: I do. And it is a mess, isn’t it? Especially when you 
begin to think 

Parker {hastily): Yes, quite so, but don’t you bother t hinkin g. 
Just {rather desperately) try an’ forget you ever saw that letter. 

Helliwell {who now comes with the cigars): We’re all friends, the 
best of friends. Now you’ve got to have a cigar or two, lad — I in- 
sist {he sticks several cigars into Gerald’s outside pocket, as he 

talks) and you’re going to promise us — on your word of honour — 
not to teU anybody anything about this nasty business, aren’t 

you? 

All three look at him anxiously. He keeps them waiting a 
moment or two. 


Gerald: All right. 

They breathe again. Helliwell shakes his hand. 
Helliwell; And you won’t regret it, lad. 

The knocking from upstairs is heard again. 

Parker {miserably): ’Ear that? 


Helliwell; It’s wife again. 

Soppnr {thoughtfully): Curious thing about wives. They’re always 
teUing you what poor company you are for them, yet they re always 

wanting to get back to you. 

Helliwell {darkly): That isn’t ’cos they enjoy your company. 

It's so they can see what you’re doing. 
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Parker: Well, what are we aoing: 

HEUIWEU. (Sh^ply now): Wasting time. (To 
chaps, we're in no proper shape yet to face I «™s. They d hate 
all out of us in ten minutes, and then fat II be in t fire. 

Parker: I know. We’ve got to put our thinking caps on. 
Soppitt: I suppose Mr. Beech couldn’t have been mistaken. 


could he? , 

Parker: We might take that letter and get expert advice - 

HELUWELL (hastily): What! An’ ’ave it aU over the town? 
Parker (quickly): We might put a case— without mentioning 


names 

Haluwell (with decision): I know what we’ll do. We’U nip down 
to t’club. ’cos we can talk it over there in peace an’ quiet. Come on, 

chaps Just as we are, straight down t’club. (ro Ger-ald) Now, 

young man, you promised. You won’t go back on your word? 
Gerald: No. You’re safe with me. 

Helliwell (urgently): Good lad! Now, wait till we ve got off, 
then go out front way. Come on, Albert, Herbert, wxA'e no time to 
lose an’ wc go this way (bustling them towards exit through con- 

servatory) straight to t’club. 

They go out. Gerald looks at his watch, smiles, lights a 
cigarette, then makes for door, which has never been quite closed. 
When he opens it suddenly, Mrs. Northrop, still holding a towel 
and a large glass dish, which she is wiping perfunctorily, is dis- 
covered just behind door. She is in high glee and not at all abashed 

at being found there. 

Gerald (with mock sternness): Have you been listening? 

Mrs. Northrop (who may have had a drink or two) : Listening ! I 
should think I have been listening! I wouldn’t have missed this lot 
even if it means ’aving earache for a week. None of ’em rightly 
married at all! Not one of ’em properly tied up ! (She begins laughing 
quite suddenly, and then goes off into peals of laughter, rolling against 
the door. The dish she holds seems to be in danger .) 


Gerald (amused as he goes past her, out): Look out — or you may 
break that dish. 

Mrs. Northrop (calling to him): Brek a dish! If 1 want to. I’ll 
brek a dozen now. 

Gerald (Just off, challengingly) : Not you ! I dare you ! 

Mrs. Northrop (coolly): Well, here’s a start, any road. (Tosses 
the dish doivn and it smashes noisily in hall.) 

We hear Gerald give a laughing shout, then bang the front door. 
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Mrs. Northrop now starrs laughing helplessly again, still leaning 
a^aifisi the door. 

Mrs. Northrop: Nay — dammit! {laughing) Oh dear — oh 

dear — oh dear 

She is still roaring with laughter as the curtain briskly descends. 


EsrD OF .Act O.ne 


( I’" i 



ACT U 


About half an hour later. The lights are on. 

Anwe and Clara are laying out the cards and counts for Ne 
market on a card-table, and they continue domg this throughout 
the scene that follows, chiefly counting the coloured counters and 

putting them into piles. 

OMA {mth much discontent): WeU, I must say-this is a queer 

way o’ going on. u • i, 

Maria: They’ll have just gone outside to finish then smokes. 

Clara (grimly): When Herbert t^es me out to enjoy myself, I 
don’t expect him to be outside fimshing any smokes. 

Annie (at table): Perhaps they’d something they wanted to talk 

over. 

Clara: Well they can talk it over here, can’t they? 

Ruby enters from conservatory. 

Maria: Well, Ruby, are they out there? 

Ruby: No, they aren’t. 

Maria (sharply): Have you looked properly? 

Ruby: Well I couldn’t miss three grown men in a garden that size. 
Maria: Did you look up and down the road like I told you? 

Ruby: Yes, but they aren’t there. 

The three wiyes look at each other, puzzled. 

Clara: Didn’t you hear them go? 

Ruby: No. I was back in t’kitchen all time, doing t’washing up. 
That Mrs. Northrop left me to it 
Maria: Where was she then? 

Ruby: Out ’ere somewhere, I fancy. I know she’s gone like a 
dafthead, ever since she come back. Laughin’ to herself — like a 
proper barmpot. 

Maria: Well, ask Mrs. Northrop if she knows where they went 
Ruby goes. 

That noise you heard upstairs was a bit o’ this Mrs. Northrop’s worl 
— one o’ my best dishes gone. An’ Ruby says she just laughed. 

Qara: Stop it out of her wages and see if she can get a good laugl 
out o’ that. I’ve no patience with ’em. 

Annie: I thou^ she didn’t look a nice woman. 
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Clara : One o’ them idle drinking pieces o’ nothing from back o’ 
t’mUl. 

Maria: Well, I was in a hurry and had to have somebody. But 
she goes — for good — to-night. 

Ruby appears. 

Ruby: Mrs. Northrop says they wanted to have a nice quiet tallr 
so they went down to their club. 

Rljby disappears. 

Clara {angrily^- Club! Club! 

Annie: And to-night of all nights — I do think it’s a shame. 
Maria (indignantly): I never ’eard o’ such a thing in me life. 
Clara (furiously): Club! I’ll club him. 

Annie: Nay, I don’t know what’s come over ’em. 

Clara (angrily) : I know what’ll come over one of ’em. 

Maria; Perhaps there’s something up. 

Clara; Something down, you mean — ale, stout, an’ whisky. 
Drinks all roimd! Money no object! 

Maria; They’re ’ere. 

The three of them immediately sit bolt upright and look very 
frosty. The men file in from the conservatory, looking very 
sheepish. 

Helliwell (nervously): Ay — well 

Maria (grimly): Well what? 

Helliw'ell: Well — nowt — really. 

SOPPITT (nervously): We didn’t — er — t hink you’d be down yet. 
Did we, Joe? Did we, Albert? 

Helliwell: No, w'e didn’t, Herbert. 

Albert: That's right, w'e didn’t. 

Clara (cuttingly): Herbert Soppitt, you must be wrong in your 
head. Club! 

Annie: And to-night of all nights! 

Helliwell: Well, you see, we thought we’d just nip down for a 
few minutes while you were talking upstairs. 

Maria: What for? 

Parker: Oh — just to talk over one or two things. 

Clara: What things? 

Soppitt: Oh— just— things, y’know— things in general. 

Parker (coming forward, rubbing his hands): Wejl— I see the 
Uble’s all ready — so what about that nice little game o Newmarke 
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Cura: You’U get no Newmarket out o’ me to-night. 

Ahme: You’re— you’re— selfish. 

Cura: Have you just found that out? Never think about any- 

thintr but their own comfort and convenience. 

I’m surprised at you, Joe Helliwell— and after I’d planned 

to make everything so nice. 

Cura: Lot o’ you get from them! Club! (Looking hard 

at Sopprrr) Well, go on— say something. 

jTie men look at each other uneasily 
in^gnantly. 

Annie: Just think what day it is! 

Cura: And after giving you best years of our life— without 

word o’ tha nk s. 

Maria: An’ Just r 
other fellows I could have had besides you. 

Annie: You to think — once you’ve married us you can take 
us for granted. 

Parker (uneasily): Nay, I don’t. 

Cura (very sharply): Yes, you do — all alike! 

Maria: If some of you woke up to-morrow to find you weren’t 
married to us, you’d be in for a few big surprises. 

Heluwell (uneasily): Yes— I dare say— you’re right. 

Maria (staring at him): Joe Helliwell, what’s matter with you 
to-night? 

Hbtti wctt (uneasily): Nowt— nowt’s wrong wi’ me, love. 

Clara (looking hard at Soppitt) : You’ll hear more about this when 
I get you ’ome. 

Soppnr (mildly): Yes, Clara. 

The women look at the men again, then at each other. Now they 
turn away from the men, ignoring them. 

Maria: What were you saying about your cousin, Clara? 

Clara (ignoring die men): Oh— well, the doctor said: “You’re all 
add, Mrs. Foster, that’s your trouble. You’re making acid as fast 
as you can go.” 

Annie: Oh— poor thing! 

Clara: Yes, but it didn’t surprise me, way she’d eat. I once saw 
her eat nine oyster patties, finishin g ’em up after their Ethel got 
married. I said: “Nay, Edith, have a bit o’ mercy on your inside,” 
but of course she just laughed. 

The men have been cautiously moving to the back towards the 
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door. As Helxjwell has his hand on the handle, Maria turns 
on him. 

Maria: And where’re you going now? 

Helliwell (uneasily)'. Into t’dining-room. 

Maria: What for? 

Helliwell: Well — because — ^weU (Gathers boldness^ We’ve 

summat to talk over. Albert, ’Erbert, quick! 

They file out smartly, without looking behind them. The women 
stare at them in amazement. The door shuts. The women look 
at each other. 

Maria: Now what’s come over ’em? 

Annie: There’s something up. 

Clara: What can be up? They’re just acting stupid, that’s all. 
But wait till I get his lordship ’ome. 

Annie; Suppose we went home now 

Clara: No fear! That’s just what they’d like. Back to t’club! 
Maria : I’d go up to bed now and lock me door, if I didn’t think 
I’d be missing something. 

Annie: It’s a pity we can’t go off just by ourselves— for a day 
or two. 

Clara ; And what sort o’ g^e are they going to get up to wMe 
we’re gone? But I’ve a good mind to go in and tell mine: “Loot I’ve 
been married to you for five-and-twenty years and it’s about time I 

had a rest.” 

Maria: And for two pins I’U say to Joe: “If you got down on 
your bended knees and begged me to, I wouldn’t stay married to you 

if I didn’t have to.” 

Door opens slowly, and Mrs. Northrop comes just inside, 
carrying large string bag, with clothes, two stout bottles in, etc. 

She is dressed to go home now. 

Mrs. Northrop: I’ve done. 

Maria (suspiciously)'. It hasn’t taken you very long. 

Mrs. Northrop (modestly)'. No — but then I’m a rare 
Many a one’s said to me : “Mrs. Nort^op, I can’t believe you ve just 

that pair of ’ands — you’re a wonder.” 

Maria (acidly): WeU. I don’t think I want a wonder here, 1^. 
Northrop. I’U pay you what I owe you to-night, and then you 

needn’t come again. 

Mrs. Northrop (bridling): Ho, I see — that’s it, is it? 

Maria: Yes, it is. I don’t consider you satisfactory. 
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Clara: I should think not! 

Mrs Northrop {annoyed): Who’s asking you to pass remarks^ 
(To Maria) And don’t think I want to come ’ere again. Me utod 
wouldn’t let me, anyhow, when he ’ears what 1 ave to tell him. We ve 

always kept ourselves respectable. 

Maria; And what does that mean? 

Clara : Don’t encourage her impudence. 

Mrs. Northrop; An’ you mind your own interference. {To 
Maria) I was beginnin’ to feel sorry for you— but now 

Maru {coldly): I don’t know what you’re talking about. 

Clara: What’s she got in that bag? 

Mrs. Northrop {angrily): I’ve got me old boots an’ apron an 
cleanin’ stuff in this bag 

Maria: I can see two bottles there 

Mrs. Northrop {angrily): Well, what if you can? D’you think 
you’re the only folk i’ Cleckleywyke who can buy summat to sup? 
If you must know, these is two stout empties I’m taking away ’cos 
they belong to me— bought an’ paid for by me at Jackson’s off- 
licence an’ if you don’t believe me go an’ ask ’em. 

Maria {stopping Clara from bursting in) : No, Clara, let her alone 
—we’ve had enough. {To Mrs. Northrop, rather haughtily) It’s 
twenty-four shillings altogether, isn’t it? 

Mrs. Northrop {aggressively): No, it isn’t. It’s twenty-five and 
six — if I never speak another word. 

Maru {going for her purse on side-table) : AH right then, twenty- 
five and six, but I’m going to take something off for that dish you 

broke 

Mrs. Northrop {angrily): You won’t take a damned ha’penny off! 

Clara: Language now as well as back-answers! 

Maru {giving Mrs. Northrop a sovereign): Here’s a pound and 
that’s all you’ll get. 

Mrs. Northrop {angrily): I won’t ’ave it. I won’t ’ave it. 

Maru {leaving it on nearest table to Mrs. Northrop): There it 
is, Mrs. Northrop, and it’s all you’ll get. {Sitting down in stately 
fashion and turning to Clara.) Let’s see, Clara, what were you saying? 
{All three women now ignore Mrs. Northrop, which makes her angrier 
than ever.) 

Mrs. Northrop {drowning any possible conversation): An’ don’t sit 
there tryin’ to look like duchesses, ’cos I’ve lived round ’ere too long 

an’ I know too much about yer. Tryin’ to swank! Why {pointing 

to Maru) I remember you when you were Maria Fawcett an’ you 
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were nobbut a burler and mender at Barkinson’s afore you took up 
wi’ Joe Helliwell an’ he were nobbut a woolsorter i’ them days. And 

as for you {pointing to Clara) I remember time when you were 

weighin’ out apples an’ potatoes in your father’s greengrocer’s shop, 
comer o’ Park Road, an’ a mucky little shop it wor an’ all 

Maria {rising, angrily)’. I’ll fetch my husband. 

Mrs. Northrop: He isn’t your husband. I was goin’ to say I’m 
as good as you, but fact is I’m a damn sight better, ’cos I’m a respect- 
able married woman an’ that’s more than any o’ you can say 

Clara {angrily): Get a policeman. 

Mrs. Northrop {derisively): Get a policeman! Get a dozen, an’ 
they’ll all ’ave a good laugh when they ’ear what I ’ave to teU ’em. 
Not one o’ you properly married at all. I ’eard that organist o’ yours 
tellin’ your ’usbands — ^if I can call ’em your ’usbands. I wor just 
be’ind t’door — ^an’ this lot wor too good to miss — ^better than a turn 

at t’Empire. 

Clara {angrily) : I don’t believe a word of it. 

Mrs. Northrop: Please yourself. But ’e give ’em a letter, an’ 
that’s why they went down to t’club to talk it over — an’ I can’t say 
1 blame ’em ’cos they’ve plenty to talk over. An’ by gow, so ’ave 
you three. It’s about time yer thought o’ getting wed, isn t it? 

They stare in silence. She gives them a triumphant look, then 
picks up her sovereign. 

And now you owe me another five an’ six at least—an’ if you’ve ^y 
sense you’U see I get it-but I can’t stop no longer cos I ve smd I 
meet me ’usband down at 'Are an' 'Ounds, cos they re avmg a 
for a goose for Cleckleywyke Tide an’ we’ve three tickets-so I U say 

good night. 

She bangs the door. The three women stare at each other m 

consternation. 

Maria : That’s why they were so queer. I knew there was some- 
thing. 

Clara {bitterly): The daft blockheads! 

Annie suddenly begins laughing. 

Clara- Oh— for goodness’ sake, Armie Parker! 

«): rm no. A^ie Parker. And i. all sound 

“ MaL OW/snonrW : SiUy ! Whafs sUly a^u. it? 

US married right! 
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Maria {looking distressed): But-Clara, Annie-this is awful! 
What are we going to do? 

Clara: I know what we’re not going to do and that s play Nev^- 
market. (Begins putting things away, helped by other two.) 

Annie : Eee — ^we’ll look awfully silly lining up at Lane End Chapel 
again to get married, won’t we? 

Clara (angrily): Oh — for goodness’ sake ! 

Maria (bitterly) : Better tell them three daftheads in t’dining-room 
to come in now. 

Clara: No, just a minute. 

Maria: What for? 

Clara: ’Cos I want to think, an’ very sight of Herbert’!! make me 
that mad I won’t be able to think. (Ponders a moment.) Now if 
nobody knew but us, it wouldn’t matter so much. 

Maria: But that fool of a parson knows 

Clara: And the organist knows 

Annie: And your Mrs. Northrop knows — don’t forget that— and 
you wouldn’t pay her that five-and-six 

Maria: Here, one o’ them men must fetch her back. 

Clara: I^should think so. Why, if people get to know about this 
— ^we’re — ^we’re 

Ruby (looking in, announcing loudly): Yorkshire Argus. 

Clara (in a panic): We don’t want any Yorkshire Argus here — or 
God knows where we’U be 


She is interrupted by the entrance of Fred Dyson, who has had 
some drinks and is pleased with himself. 

Dyson (very heartily): Well, here we are again. At least I am. 
Fred Dyson — Yorkshire Argus. Mrs. Helliwell? 

Maria (rather faintly): Yes. 

Dyson (same tone): And Mrs. Albert Parker and Mrs. Soppitt — 
three lucky ladies, eh? 

They are looking anything but fortunate. 

Dyson: Now, you’d never guess my trouble. 

Annie (who can't resist it): You’d never guess ours, either. 

Maru (hastily): Shut up, Annie. What were you saying, Mr. 
Dyson? 

Dyson: I’ve gone and lost our photographer — Henry Ormonroyd. 
Brought him with me here earlier on, then we went back to the Lion, 
where he’d met an old pal. I left ’em singing Larboard Watch in the 
tap-room, not twenty minutes since, went into the private bar five 
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minutes afterwards, couldn’t find old Henry anywhere, so thought 
he must have come up here. By the way, where s the party? 

Annie: This is it. 

Maria {hastily ) : Shut up, Annie. {Rather desperately, to E>yson) 
You see, my husband — ^Alderman Helliwell — ^you know him of 

course? 

Dyson {heartily ) : Certainly. He’s quite a public figure, these days. 
That’s why the Argus sent me up here tc^night— when he told ’em 

you were all celebrating your silver wedding 

Clara {unpleasantly) \ Oh— he suggested your coming here, did he? 

Dyson: He did. 


what — mean — {]%er voice 


Clara {unpleasantly)'. He would! 

Maria: Well, he didn’t know thei 
alters and dies away.) 

Dyson: Our readers ’ud like to know all about this affair. 

Clara {grimly) : An’ I’ll bet they would ! 

Maria: Now ’ave a bit o’ sense, Clara — 

Clara {quickly): Why, you nearly gave it away 

(coming in): What on earth are you saying, you two? 

i liking rather mystified.) IVs aU right. Mr. IJy^n 
What Mrs. HelliweU was going to say was that there was 
us six, y’know. It wasn’t a real party. Just a httle— er- 

er — sort of— you know. 

Dyson {looking about him, thirstily): I know. Just a cos 
— er — a few drinks. 


Maria: That’s it. 

Dyson: A few drinks — and — er 



-and — er — so on. 


ww he pulls out pencil and bit 

JJUl — 

lo ^"^M^^IelliweU wouldn’t you like to teU our readers just what 
yZ- “w yoi-re celebrating twenty-five years of 

happy marriage? 

Maria (her face working): I er I er 

^N- You needn’t be shy, Mrs. HeUiwell. Now. come on 

To his astonishment. Ma«ia suddenly bursts into tears, and then 

hurries out , j. „i,a( you’ve done, young man. 

ihastUyy. She’s a bit up«t to-night-you know, what with 


when we are married 

aU the excitement. It’s no use your staying now— you’d better go and 
find your photographer. 

Clara (angrily): Now, Annie, for goodness’ sake! We want no 

photographers here. 

Annie (to Dyson): That’s all right. She’s upset too. Now you 
just pop off. 

Annie almost marches Dyson to the door and sees him through 
it. We hear him go out. Clara sits breathing \ery hard. Annie 
returns, leaving door open behind her. 

Annie : Well, we’re rid of him. 

Clara: For how long? 

Annie (annoyed): You can’t sit there, Clara, just saying: “For how 
long?” as if you’re paying me to manage this business. If we s^’ant 
it kept quiet, we’ll have to stir ourselves and not sit about shouting 
and nearly giving it all away as you and Maria did when that chap 

was here. 

Clara (bitterly): If we hadn’t said we’d marry’ a set o’ numskulls, 
this would never ’ave happened. If my poor mother was alive to see 

this day 

Maria returns, blowing her nose and sits down miserably. 

Maria (unhappily): I’m sorry — Clara, Annie — but I just couldn’t 
help it. li^en he asked me that question, something turned right 
over inside — an’ next minute I was cry ing. 

Clara (severely): Well, crying’s not going to get us out of this mess. 

Annie (sharply): You’re never satisfied, Clara. First you go on 
at me for lau ghin g and now you blame poor Maria for crying 

Clara (loudly, sharply): Well, what do you want to go laughing 
an’ crying for? What do you think this is? Uncle Tom's Cabin? 

Maru: They’re coming in. 

The women sit back, grimly waiting. Helliw'ELL, Parker, 
SoPPlTT enter, and the women look at them. 

Parker (uneasily): Who was that? 

No reply. He exchanges a glance with Soppm and Helliwell. 

I said, who was it came just then ? 

Clara (suddenly, fiercely): Yorkshire Argus! 

Parker (resigned tone): They know. 

Annie (sharply): Course we know. 

Helliwell looks at them, then makes for the door again. 

Maria: And where are you going? 

Helliwell : To fetch t’whisky. 
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iiimi 


Maria; And is whisky going to ’elp us? 

Helliwell ; I don’t know about you, but it’ll help me. (Goes out.) 

Maria (hopefully): It’s not all a tale, is it? 

Parker; No, it’s right enoug^ We put case to a chap at club — 
no names, of course — and he said it ’ad ’appened a few times when 
a young parson thought he was qualified to marry folk an it turned 
out he wasn’t. But of course it ’asn’t happened often. 

Clara; No, but it has to ’appen to us. (Fiercely to Soppitt) I 
blame you for this. 

Soppitt (unhappily to Parker); Didn’t I tell you she would? 

Clara (sharply): She! Who’s she? The cat? Just n 
you’re talking about your own wife. 

Parker; Ah — ^but you see, he isn’t — ^not now. 

Clara (angrily): Now, stop that, Albert Parker. 

Helliwell returns with large tray, with whisky, soda and 

glasses. 

Heluwbll; Any lady like a drop? 

Maria; State I’m in now, it ’ud choke me. 

The other women shake their heads scomfidly. 

Helliwell; Albert? 

Parker; Thanks, I think I will, Joe. (Goes to him.) 

Helliwell (busy with drinks): ’Erbert? 

Clara (quickly): He mustn’t ’ave any. 

Helliwell; 'Erbert? ,, , 

Clara (confidently) : You ’eard what I said, Herbert. You re not 

to ’ave any. . 

Sopprrr (lAe rebel now) : Thanks, Joe. just a drop. 

He goes up. looks al bis wife as be lakes bis gl^ and M 

then clmes away, still looking at ber. while sbe g^es at b^ 


HELLWElx: ’Ere, but I’d never ha’ thought yo>“* 
gonfS^ his word like that, when he prouused solemnly not 

tell another soul. 

wS: Eh“ (Er» alanned glance with odter 

" mU'!' N onhrop. She ’eard you. hdhnd that 

door. 

Heluwell (alarmed) : 

Maria: Gone. 


Ere, where is she? 
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Annie (with some malice) : Maria’s just given her the push. 

Parker (angrily): If she’s gone off with this news you just might 

as weU play it on Town Hall chimes. rr u' 

Helliwell (angrily): Why didn’t you say so at &st? If t^s 
woman gets round wi’ this tale about us, we U never hve it down. 

Did she go ’ome? 

Annie: No, to the Hare and Hounds. 

Helliwell (masterfidly): Herbert, swallow that whisky quich 
nip down to X'Hare an' Hounds as fast as you can go, an bring Her 

back 

Soppitt: But I don’t know her. 

Helliwell: Nay, damn it, you saw her in here, not an hour 
since 

Soppitt: An’ she doesn’t know me. 

Helliwell: Now, don’t make difficulties, Herbert. Off you go. 
(Moves him towards conservatory^ And bring her back as fast as 
you can and promise her owt she asks so long as you get back. (He 
is now outside, shouting.) An’ make haste. We re depending on you. 

Helliwell returns, blowing, carrying Soppitt’s glass. He is 
about to drink out of this when he remembers, so takes and drinks 
from his own, then breathes noisily and mops his brow. They are 
all quiet for a moment. 

You know, Albert lad, it feels quite peculiar to me. 

Parker: What does? 

Helliwell ; This — not being married. 

Maria (rising, solemn): Joe HeUiwcll, ’ow can you stand there an’ 
say a thing like that? 

Clara: 1 He ought to be ashamed of himself. 

Annie: j I’m surprised at you, Joe. 

Helliwell (bewildered): What — ^what are you talking about? 

Maria (solemnly): After twenty-five years together. Haven’t I 
been a good wife to you, Joe Helliwell? 

Helliwell: Well, I’m not complaining, am I? 

Parker (tactlessly): You’ve been the same as a good wife to him, 
Maria. 

Maria (furiously): The same! I haven’t been the same as a good 
wife. I’ve been a good wife, let me tell you, Albert Parker. 

Annie: 1 Nay, Albert! 

Clara: J (angrily to Parker): I never ’eard such silly talk. 
Parker (aggressively): Oh— an’ what’s silly about it, eh? 
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Clara: Everything. 

Helliwell (tactlessly) : Nay, but when you come to think of i 
Albert’s right. 

Parker (solemn and fatuous): We must face facts. Now, Maria, 

you might feel married to him 

Maria (scornfully) : I might feel married to him ! If you’d had 
twenty-five years of him, you wouldn’t talk about might. Haven’t 

Heluwell (cutting in noisily): ’Ere, steady on, steady on 
your uventy-five years of 'im. Talking about me as if I were a dose 

o’ typhoid fever. 

Maria (loudly) : I’m not, Joe. All I’m saying is 

Parker (still louder) : Now let me finish what I started to say. I 
said— you might feel married to him— but strictly speaking— and m 
the eyes of the law— the fact is, you’re not married to him. We re 

none of us married. 

Clara (bitterly): Some o’ t’neighbours ha’ missed it, couldn’t you 

shout it louder? 

Parker: I wasn’t that loud. 


jWELL (reproachfidly) 


sur- 


Annie: Yes, you were. 

Maria (reproachfidly): You don’t know who’s hstemng. I n 

prised you haven’t more sense, Albert. 

Parker (irritably) : All right, all right, all right. But we sh^ t get 
anj'where till we face facts. It’s not our fault, but our misfortune. 

Maria: I don’t know so much about that either. 

Helliwell: Oh? (To Albert) Goin’ to blame us now. 

Maria: Well, an’ why not? 

Helliwell (irritably): Nay, damn it-it wasn t u«r fault. 

Maria- If a chap asks me to marry him and then he me 
ch^^'d puts me in front of a parson, I expect parson to be a real 

one an’ not just somebody dressed up. 

Helliwell: Well, don’t I? 

Maria* You should ha’ found out. 

Helliwell: Talk sense! ’Ow could I know he wasn t properly 

W.): WeU, ifs funny ifs go, to 'appen ,o us. isn’t M 

fact remains — ^we re 
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Clara (interrupting angrily): If you say it again. Albert Parker, I’ll 
throw something at yer. You needn’t go on and on about it. 

Maria (bitterly): Mostly at top o’ your voice. 

Parker (with air of wounded dignity): Say no more. I ve finished. 
(Turns his back on them.) 

All three women look at him disgustedly. Maria now turns 
to Job. 

Maru: But, Joe, you’re not going to tell me you feel different— 
just because of this— this accident? 

Joe (solemnly): I won’t tell you a lie, love. I can’t help it, but ever 
since I’ve known I’m not married I’ve felt most peculiar. 

Maria (rising, sudden temper): Oo, I could knock your fat head off. 

Maria goes hurriedly to the door, making sobbing noises on the 
way, and hurries out. 

Annie (following her): Oh — poor Maria! 

Annie goes out, closing door. 

Clara: Well, I ’ope you’re pleased with yourself now. 

Helliwell (sententiously): Never interfere between ’usband and 
wife. 

Clara: You just said you weren’t ’usband an’ wife. 

Helliwell (angrily): ’Ere, if I’m going to argue with a woman it 
might as well be the one I live with. 

Helliwell hurries out. A silence. Parker remains sulky and 
detached. 

Clara (after pause): Well, after all these ructions, another glass o’ 
port wouldn’t do me any ’arm. (Waits, then as there is no move from 
Parker) Thank you very much. (Rises, with dignity, to help herself) 
Nice manners we’re being showTi, I must say. (Fills her glass.) I said 
nice manners. Councillor Albert Parker! 

Parker (turning, angrily): Now if I were poor Herbert Soppitt, I’d 
think twice before I asked you to marry me again. 

Clara (just going to drink): Ask me again! There’ll be no asking. 
Herbert Soppitt’s my husband — an’ he stays my husband. 

Parker: In the eyes of the law 

Clara (cutting in ruthlessly): You said that before. But let me 
tell you, in the sight of Heaven Herbert and me’s been married for 
twenty-five years. 

Parker (triumphantly): And there you’re wrong again, because in 
the sight of Heaven nobody’s married at all 

Helliwell pops his head in, looking worried. 
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Helliwell: Just come in the dining-room a minute, Albert. We’re 
having a bit of an argument 

Parker: Yes, Joe. 

Helliwell disappears. Parker goes out, leaving door a little 
open. Clara, left alone, finishes her port, then picks up the old 
photograph and glares with contempt at the figures on it. A house 
bell can be heard ringing distantly now. 

Clara (muttering her profound contempt at the figures in the photo- 
graph) : Yer silly young softheads ! (Bangs it down in some prominent 

place, face up.) 

Ruby now looks in. 

Ruby: Mrs. Soppitt 


Clara (rather eagerly)'. Yes? 

Ruby: Mrs. Helliwell says will you go into t’ dining-room. 

As Clara moves quickly towards door. Ruby adds coolly: 

Aaa — they’re fratchin’ like mad. 

Clara goes out quickly, followed by Ruby. We hear in distance 
sound of door opening, the voices of the three in the dining-room 
noisily raised in argument, the shutting of the door, then a moment s 
silence. Then several sharp rings at the front door. After a 
moment. Ruby’s voice off, but coming nearer. 

(Ojf) Yes, I know ... All right . . . ’Ere, mind them things . . . 

This way ... 

Ruby ushers in Ormonroyd, who is carrying his camera, etc.. 


and is now very ripe, 

Ormonroyd (advances 
care, then returns to Rub 
make sure.) Nobody at '< 

Ruby: They’ll aU be I 


room—fratchin’. 

Ormonroyd: What— on a festive occasion like this? 


Ruby: That’s right. 

0™vD-. WeU. rhad^rTerTSe;^ 

bSIun hL, laugldng their heads off. (He goes oyer ood looks 
eZlfo^ke elgorsS Th^lsn'. sueh a dung as a e.gar he» .s h«e 
Ruby* Yes yer looking at ’em. D’you want one? Bxe. (As he 
li^ts it) Me ’neither says if God had intended men to smoke He 

nut chimneys in their heads. 

Omonrovd: TeU your mother from me that if God had intended 
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men to wear collars He’d have put collar studs at back of their necks. 
{Stares at her.) What are you bobbing up an’ down like that for? 

Ruby: I’m not bobbing up an’ down. Its you. {Laughs and regards 
him critically.) You’re a bit tiddly, aren’t yer? 

Ormonroyd {horror-struck) : Tidd-ldly? 

Ruby: Yes. Squiffy. 

Ormonroyd {surveying her mistily): What an ex’t’romry idea! 
You seem to me a mos’ ex’t’romry sort of— little— well, I dunno, 
really — what’s your name? 

Ruby: Ruby Birtle. 

Ormonroyd {tasting it): Umm — Ruby 

Ruby: All right, I know it’s a silly daft name, you can’t tell me 
nowt about Ruby I ’aven’t been told already — so don’t try'. 

Ormonroyd {solemnly): Ruby, I think you’re quite ex’t’romry. 
How old are you? 

Ruby {quickly): Fifteen — ^how old are you? 

Ormonroyd {waving a hand, vaguely): Thousands of years, thou- 
sands and thousands of years. 

Ruby {coolly): You look to me about seventy. 

Ormonroyd {horrified): Seventy! I’m fifty-four. 

Ruby {severely): Then you’ve been neglectin’ yerself. 

Ormonroyd looks at her, breathing hard and noisily. 

Too much liftin’ o’ t’ elbow. 

Ormonroyd {after indignant pause): Do you ever read the Police 
News? 

Ruby: Yes. I like it. All ’orrible murders. 

Ormonroyd: Then you must have seen them pictures of women 
who’ve been chopped up by their husbands 

Ruby {with gusto): Yes — with bloody ’atchets. 

Ormonroyd {impressively): Well, if you don’t look out. Ruby, 
you’ll grow up to be one of them women. ( Wanders away and then 
Tuttices and takes up old photograph.) 

Ruby {looking at it): Aaaaa!— don’t they look soft? {Looks 
suspiciously at him, dubiously^ How d’you mean — one o’ them 
women? 

Ormonroyd: Don’t you bother about that. Ruby, you’ve plenty 
of time yet. 

Ruby {puzzled): Time for what? 

Ormonroyd {intent on his art now): Now what I’m going to do— 
is to take a flashlight group of the three couples— just as they were 
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in the old photograph. Now — ^let 
elaborately he sets up his camera.) 

Ruby {who has been thinking): 
time vet to crow up an’ then be cl 


le see 


{Very solemnly and 
lean I’ve plenty of 


Ormonroyd {absently): Yes. 

Ruby {persistently): But what would ’e want to chop me up for? 

Ormonroyd: Now you sit there a minute. 

Ruby; I said, what would ’e want to chop me up for? 

Ormonroyd {putting her into a chair and patting her shoulder): 
Perhaps you might find one who wouldn’t, but you’ll have to be 
careful. Now you stay there. Ruby. 

Ruby {hopefully): Are yer goin’ to take my photo? 

Ormonroyd {grimly): Not for a few years— yet {Is now 

fiddling with his camera.) 

Ruby {after thoughtful pause): D’you mean you’re waiting for me 
to be chopped up? {Cheerfully, not reproachfully.) Eeeee!— you’ve 
got a right nasty mind, ’aven’t you? {A pause.) Are you mamed? 

Ormonroyd : Yes. 

Ruby; Yer wife doesn’t seem to take much interest in yer. 

Ormonroyd; How do you know? 

Ruby* Well, I’ll bet yer clothes hasn’t been brushed for a month. 
{Going on cheerfully.) Yer could almost make a meal ofiF yer wawt- 
coat— there’s so much egg on it. {After pause:) Why doesn t she tidy 

you up a bit? ^ 

Ormonroyd {busy with his preparations): Because she s not here 


to do it. 

Ruby; Doesn’t she live with yer? 

Ormonroyd {stopping to stare at her, with dignity): Is 
essential-you should know all about my-er-pnvate affairs? 

Ruby; Go on, yer might as well teU me. Where is she? 
Ormonroyd* Mrs. Ormonroyd at present is — er— helpmg her 
sisS^o^a boarding-house eaUed Fi^ough the only 

palm you see there is the one my sister-m-law holds out. 

Ruby; Where? Blackpool? . 

Ormonroyd * Not likely. There’s a place you go to hve m— not 
to^e in. No, they’re at Torquay. {With profound scorn) Torquay. 

Ruby {impressed): That’s right down South, isn’t it. 
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and so is a favourite aU-year-round resort of many delicate and re- 
fined persons of genteel society. In other words, it s a damne 
miserable hole. {Surveys his arrangements with satisfaction.) i nere 

we are, all ready for the three happy couples. 

Ruby {sceptically): Did yer say ’appy? 

Ormonroyd: Why not? 

Ruby : Well, for a start, go an’ listen to them four in t dining-room. 
Ormonroyd {beginning solemnly) : BeUeve me, Rosie 


Ruby {sharply): Ruby. 

Ormonroyd: Ruby. Believe me, you’re still too young to under- 
stand. 

Ruby: I’ve ’eard that afore, but nobody ever tells what it is I m 
too young to understand. An’ for years me brother kept rabbits. 


Ormonroyd {solemnly but vaguely): It’s not a question of rabbits 
—thank God! But marriage— marriage— well, it’s a very- peculiar 
thing- There’s parts of it I never much cared about myself. 


Ruby: Which parts? 


Ormonroyd : Well — now I’m a man who likes a bit o’ company. 
An’ I like an occasional friendly glass. I’ll admit it — I like an occa- 
sional friendly glass. 

Ruby: It ’ud be all t’ same if you didn’t admit it. We could tell. 
{Sniffs) 


Ormonhoyd: If these three couples here have been married for 
twenty-five years and — er — they’re stiU sticking it, well, then I call 
’em t^ee happy couples, an’ I won’t listen to you or anybody else 
saying they’re not. No, I won’t have it. And if you or anybody else 
says “Drink their health” I say “Certainly, certainly, with 

pleasure ” {Gives himself a whisky with remarkable speed) 

Wouldn’t dare to refuse, ’cos it would be dead against my principles. 
Their very good health. {Takes an enormous drink.) 

Ruby: Eeee! — ^you are goin’ to be tiddly. 

Ormonroyd {ignoring this, if he heard it, and very mellow cmd senti- 
mental now): Ah — ^yes. To be together — side-by-side — through all 
life’s sunshine and storms — hand-in-hand — in good times and bad 
ones— with always a loving smile ( Waving hand with cigar in.) 

Ruby {coldly) : Mind yer cigar I 

Ormonroyd: In sickness and in health — rich or poor — still to- 
gether— side-by-side— hand-in-hand— through all life’s sunshine and 
storms 


Ruby {quickly): You said that once. 
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Ormonroyd; Oh — yes — it’s a wonderful — it’s a bee-yutiful 

thing 

Ruby: What is? 

Ormonroyd: JV/iat is! Lord help us — it’s like talking to a little 
crocodile! I say — that it’s a wonderful and bee-yutiful thing to go 
through good limes and bad ones — always together — always with a 

loving smile 

Ruby: Side-bv-side — an’ ’and-in-’and 


Ormonroyd: Yes, and that’s what I say. 

Ruby: Then there must be summat wrong wi’ me ’cos when I’ve 
tried goin’ side-by-side an’ ’and-in-’and even for twenty minutes I’ve 

’ad more than I want. 

Ormonroyd {staring at her) : Extr’ord’n’ry ! What’s your name? 

Ruby: It’s stUl Ruby Birtle. 

Ormonroyd: Well, haven’t you had a home? 

Ruby: Course I’ve ’ad a home. Why? 

Ormonroyd: You talk as if you’d been brought up in a tramshed. 
No sentiment. No tender feeling. No — no — poetry 

Ruby (im/igmmr/y) : Goon. I know Poetry. We learnt it at school 

’Ere 

Ruby recites, as Ormonroyd sits. 

They grew in beauty side by side. 

They filled one home with glee; 

Their graves are severed, far an’ wide. 

By moimt and stream and sea. 

The same fond mother bent at night 
O’er each fair sleeping brow ; 

She ’ad each folder flower in sight 
Where are those dreamers now? 

One ’midst the forest of the west. 

By a dark stream is laid — 

The Indian knows his place of rest 

Far 

Ruby hesitates. Clara enters quietly and stares at her m 
astonishment. Ruby gives her one startled look, then concludes 

hurriedly. 

— ^Far in the cedar shade. 

hurries out. stands in^us^'s place. 

who has turned away and closed his eyes, now turns and opens them, 
astonished to see Clara there^ 

[ 194 ] 



Acrn WHEN WE ARE MARRIED 

Ormonroyd {bewildered): Now I call that most peculiar, most 

peculiar. I don’t think I’m veiy weU to-night 

Clara (same tone as Ruby used): You’re a bit Uddly, aren t 


you? 

Ormonroyd: 


Things aren’t rightly in their place, if you know what 


I mean. But I’ll get it. 

Clara: Who are you, and what are you doing here? 

Ormonroyd (still dazed): Henry Ormonroyd Yorkshire Argus 

talfp. picture — silver wedding group 
Clara (firmly): There’s no silver wedding group ’ll be taken here 


to-night. 

Ormonroyd: Have I come to t’ wrong house? 


Clara (fimdy): Yes. 

Ormonroyd: Excuse me. (Moving to door, which opens to admit 
Annie.) 

Annie: Who’s this? 

Ormonroyd (hastily confused): Nobody, nobody — I’ll get it all 
straightened out in a minute — ^now give me time 

Ormonroyd goes out. 

Annie: Isn’t he the p^tographer? 

Clara (bitterly) : Yes, an’ he’s drunk, an’ when I come in, Maria’s 
servant’s reciting poetry to him, an’ CJod knows what’s become of 
Herbert an’ Albert an’ that Mrs. Northrop an’ (angrily) I’m fast 
losing my patience, I’m fast losing my patience 

Annie: Now, Qara 


Maria enters, rather wearily. 

Maria: I can’t knock any sense at all into Joe. Where’s Herbert? 
Clara (grimly): Still looking for that Mrs. Northrop. 

Front door bell rings. 

Somebody else here now. 

Maru: Well, don’t carry on like that, Oara. I didn’t ask ’em to 
come, whoever it is. 


Clara: If you didn’t. I’ll bet Joe did. With his Yorkshire Argus! 

Ruby enters, rather mysteriously. 

Maru: Well, Ruby, who is it? 

Ruby (lowering voice): It’s a woman. 

Clara (hastily): What woman? 

Maru: Now, Clara! (To Ruby) What sort of woman? Who is it? 
Ruby (coming in, confidentially): I don’t know. But she doesn’t 
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look up to much to me. Paint on her face. An’ I believe her ’air’s 
dyed. 

The three women look at each other. 

Clara {primly)'. We don’t want that sort o’ woman here, Maria. 

Maria; Course we don’t — but {Hesitates.) 

Annie: You’ll have to see what she wants, Maria. It might be 
something to do with — ^y’know — this business. 

Clara {angrily)-. How could it be? 

Annie: Well, you never know, do yer? 

Clara: Let Joe see what she wants. 

Maria: Oh — no — state of min d Joe’s in, Td better see her. Ask 
her to come in. Ruby — and — er — you needn’t bother Mr. Helliwell 
just now. 

Ruby goes out. The three women settle themselves^ rather 
anxiously. Ruby ushers in Lottie, who enters smiling broadly. 
Marla rises, the other two remaining seated. 

Maria {nervously)'. Good evening. 

Lottie: Good evening. 

Maria {step down)-. Did you want to see me? 

Lottie {coolly)-. No, not particularly. {She sits down, calmly, and 
looks about her.) 

The other three women exchange puzzled glances. 

Maria: Er— I don’t think I got your name. 

Lottie: No. You didn’t get it because I didn’t give it. But I’m 
Miss Lottie Grady. 

Marla {with dignity^-. And I’m Mrs. Helliwell. 

Lottie {shaking her head): No, if we’re aU going to be on our 
dignity, let’s get it right. You're not Mrs. Helliwell. You re Miss 

Maria Fawcett. 

Clara {as Maria is too stunned to speak ) : Now just a minute 

Lottie {turning to her, with mock sweetness). Miss Qara 
thorpe, isn’t it? Gawthorpe’s, Greengrocer’s, comer of Park Road. 
{Turning to Annie) I’m afraid I don’t know your maiden name 

Annie: I’m Mrs. Parker to you. , , 

Lottie : Please yourself, I don’t care. I’m broadminded. {Surveying 

them with a smiled 

Clara {angrily) : I suppose that Mrs. Northrop s been talkmg 

Lotto : Certainly. Met in the old Hare and Hounds, where I used 
to work. She’s an old friend of mine. 
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Clara {angrily): If you’ve come ’ere to get money out of us 

Lottib: Who said anything about money? 

Maria; Well, you must have some idea in coming to see us. 

LomB {coolly): Oh— I didn’t come here to see any of you three, 

Annie: Well, who did you come to see then? 

LoTiTE {smiling): A gentleman friend, love. 

Clara {angrily): Gentleman friendl you’ll find none o your 
gentleman friends in this house, will she, Maria? 

Maru {indignantly) : I should think not ! 

Annib: Just a minute, Qara. I’d like to hear a bit more about this. 

Lottie: Veiy sensible of you. You see, if a gentleman friend gets 
fond of me— then tells me — more than once — that if he wasn’t 
married already, he’d marry me 

Clara {grimly): Well, go on. 

Lottie: Well — then I suddenly find out that he isn’t married 
already, after all, then you can’t blame me — can you? — if I’d like 
to know if he’s still in the same mind. {Beams upon them, while they 
look at each other in growing consternation.) 

Clara {astounded): Well, I’ll be hanged. 

Annie: Now we are getting to know something. 

Maru {flustered): Clara — Annie. {Pause. Suddenly to Lottie) 
Who was it? 

Front door bell rings. 

Annie; Just a minute, Maria, there’s somebody else here now. 

Clara {angrily): Oh — for goodness’ sake — can’t you keep ’em out? 

Ruby {appearing, importantly): The Rever-ent Clem-ent Mer-cer! 

All three wives look startled, as Mercer, a large grave clergy- 
man, enters, and Ruby retires. 

Mercer {sympathetically): Mrs. Helliwell? 

Maru {faintly): Yes? 

Mercer {taking her hand a moment) : Now, Mrs. Helliwell, although 
you’re not a member of my congregation, I want you to realise that 
I feel it my duty to give you any help I can. 

Maru {confused): I’m afiraid — I don’t understand — Mr. Mercer. 

Mercer: Now, now, Mrs. Helliwell, don’t worry. Let’s take ever>’- 

thing calmly. May I sit down? {Takes chair and brings it do\vn.) 

Mercer sits do^vn, smiling at them. Maru sits. 

Annie: Did somebody ask you to come here? 

Mercer; Yes, madam. A working man I know called Northrop 
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stopped me in the street and told me to go at once to Alden^n 
Helliwell’s house as a clergyman’s presence was urgently required 
here. So here I am — entirely at your service. 

Lottie, in danger of exploding, rises and goes quickly towards 
conservatory, where she stands with her back to the others. Mercer 
gives her a puzzled glance, then turns to the other three. 

Now what is it? Not, I hope, a really dangerous illness? 

Maria {blankly): No. 

Mercer {rather puzzled): Ah! — I hurried because I thought there 
might be. But perhaps you feel some younger member of your family 
is in urgent need of spiritual guidance. An erring son or daughter? 

A noise from Lottie. 

Clara {forcefully): No. 

Mercer {puzzled): I beg your pardon? 

Clara: I just said No. I mean, there aren’t any erring sons and 
daughters. Just husbands, that s all. 

Mercer {rises): Husbands? 

Lottie suddenly bursts into a peal of laughter, turning towards 
them. Mercer looks puzzled at her . 

Lottie {laughing): You’ve got it all wrong. 

Mercer {rather annoyed): Really! I don’t see 
Lottie; I tbink they want you to marry ’em. 

Mercer {looking astounded): Marry them! 

Annie {rising, with spirit): ’Ere, Mari^ come on, do something. 
(To Mercer) You’d better talk to Mr. HelhweU 

Maria {who has risen): He’s in the ^ 

{Almost leading him out.) Ask hun if he f 

for us {Now outside room.) Just in there that s ngti 

Clara {to Lottie): Which one was it? 

Maria returns, flustered, shutting door, as Lottie returns to he 

LOTra^I^tW^^you missed a chance there— at least, two of you did. 

cently.') I'd knovm him here in ClKUe w know 

:LT w“^n “hi^ ^eyre felung lonely. speoiaUy a. 

” Viw: It couldn-. have been Herbert. He’s never been 
to Blackpool without me- 
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Annib: Yes, he has, Clara. 


Ml^ll 



years 

Clara (ihunderstruck): And he said he hadn’t a minute away irora 
that Confoence. I’ll never believe another word he says. But your 

Albert was with him that time. 

Annie (grimly): I know he was. 

Maria: So was Joe. Said he needed a change. 

LomB (sweetly): Well, we all like a change, don’t we? 

SoPPnr enters, rather hesitantly. Clara sees him first. 


expect 


Clara (sharply): Now, Herbert Soppitt 

SoPPnr: Yes, Clara? 

LomB (going to him): Well, Herbert, how are yt 
(Playfully^ You haven’t forgotten me, have you? 

Soppirr: Forgotten you? I’m afraid there’s a mist 

Clara (^irnly): Oh— there’s a mistake all right. 

Maria: Now, Clara, don’t be too hard on him. ] 
only a bit o’ fun. 

Soppnr: What is all this? 

Lottie (playfully): Now, Herbert 

Soppitt (indignantly): Don’t call me Herbert. 

Clara (angrily): No, wait till I’m out o’ t’ way. 

Annie: I expect he didn’t mean it. 

Soppitt (annoyed): Mean what? 

Albert Parker now enters, rather wearily. Soppitt turns 
to him. 

I found that Mrs. Northrop, Albert. 

Lottie: Oh— hello, Albert! 

Parker (staring at her): How d’you mean — Hello, Alberti 

Lottie (playfidly): Now, now — Albert! 

Parker looks at her in astonishment, then at the three women, 
finishing with his wife. 

Annie (bitterly): Yes, you might well look at me, Albert Parker. 
You and your cheap holiday at Blackpool! I only hope you spent 
more on her than you’ve ever done on me. 

Parker (vehemently): Spent more on her? I’ve never set eyes on 
her before. Who is she? 

Annie and Clara now look at one another, that at Maria, who 
looks at them in growing consternation. 

Maria: I don’t believe it. I won't believe it. 
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Ruby looks in, excitedly. 

Ruby: There’s a motor-car stopping near t’ front gate. 

Clara (shouting as Ruby goes)'. WeU, tell it to go away again. 

Helltwell comes out of dining-room, bumping into Ruby as 
she goes out, and begins speaking early. 

Helltwell (who is flustered)-. What with a photographer who’s 

drunk and a parson who’s mad ! (He sees Lottie now, and visibly 

wilts and gasps.) Lottie! 

Maria (furiously): Lottie! So it was you, Joe HeUiwell. 
Heluwell: Me what? 

Maria: Who said you’d marry her 

Helliwell (shouting desperately): That was only a bit o’ fim. 
Maria (bitterly): You and your bit o’ fun! 

Ruby (importantly): Mayor o’ Cleckleywyke, Yorkshire Argus, 
Telegraph and Mercury. 

Mayor enters, carrying case of fish slices, with Reporters 
behind. 

Mayor (pompously): Alderman and Mrs. Helliwell, the Council 
and Corporation of Cleckleywyke offers you their heartiest con- 
gratulations on your Silver Wedding and with them this case of silver 
fish shces. 

He is now offering the case to Maria, who has suddenly sunk 
down on the settee and is now weeping. She waves the case away, 
and the bewildered Mayor now offers it to Helliwell, who has 
been looking in exasperation between his wife, Lottie and the 
Mayor. Helltwell takes the case and opens it without thinking, 
then seeing what is in it, in his exasperation, shouts furiously: 

An’ I told yer before, Fred — don’t like fish. (Quick curtain^ 

End of Act Two 
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Scene: As before. About quarter of an later. Ruby « 

up the room, and also eating a large piece of pasty. She continues 

with her work several moments after rise of curtain, 

makes cautious appearance at conservatory, sees that ^body^t 

Ruby is there, then turns to beckon in Gerald, and they both 

come into the room. 

Nancy: What’s been happening, Ruby? 

Ruby: What ’asn’t been ’appening! Eee— we’ve had some trade 
on what wi’ one thing an another. 

Nancy (mischievous rather than reproachful)’. You see what you ve 

done, Gerald. 

Ruby: What! He didn’t start it, did he? ’Cos if he did, he’s got 
sununat to answer for. 

Nancy: Did— anybody ask where I was. Ruby? 

Ruby: No, an’ I’ll bet you could stop out all night and they’d 
neither know nor care. 

Gerald: But what has been happening. Ruby? 

Ruby (confidentially)'. Place ’as been like a mad*’ouse this last 
half-hour. To start with, mayor o’ Oeckleywyke’s been and gone 

Nancy: The mayor? 

Geraid (amused): Why did they want to bring the mayor into it? 

Ruby: Nobody brought him. He come of his own accord— wth 
a case o’ fish things an’ wearing t’ chain — ^like a chap in a pantymime. 
He soon took his ’ook. But reporters didn’t 

Gerald : Reporters, eh? 

Ruby; Ay, an’ there were plenty of ’em an’ all an’ they didn’t 
want to go, neither, not like t’ mayor. So Mr. Helliwell an’ Mr. 
Parker took ’em into t’ kitchen an’ give ’em bottled ale an’ for all I 
know they may be there yet. Mrs. Helliwell’s up in t’ bedroom — 
feeling poorly — ^an’ Mrs. Soppitt’s with her. Mr. Soppitt an’ Mrs. 
Parker’s somewhere out in garden 

Nancy: 1 told you there was somebody there. 

Ruby: Ah, but let me finish. Now there’s a woman wi’ dyed ’air 
washing herself in t’ bathroom upstairs— an’ nobody knows what she 
wants— beyond a good wash. Down in t’ dining-room there’s a photo- 
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grapher who’s right tiddly tryin’ to argue with gert big parson — ^an’ 

m bet he’s makin’ a rare mess — an’ that’ll be to do next. 

* 

Exit Ruby. 

Gerald: Sounds all very confused to me. 

Nancy: Yes, and I’d better slip upstairs while nobody’s about. 
Oh — Gerald. 

Gerald: Nancy! 

Nancy: Do you still love me? 

Gerald: Yes, Nancy — still — even after a whole hour. 

They kiss. Enter Soppitt and Annie Parker from conservatory. 
Soppitt: Here, I say! You two seem very firiendly! 

Annie: I beheve you were the girl he was seen with. 

Soppitt: Were you? 

Nancy : Yes. We’re practically engaged, you know. Only — was 
frightened of saying anything yet to Uncle Joe. 

Soppitt: Well, don’t start to-night 

Annie: Why shouldn’t she? He won’t be quite so pleased with 
hims elf to-night as usual — just as I know another who won’t. 

Nancy: Good night. 

Annie: Good night. Why don’t you go outside and say good 
night properly? You’re only young once. 

Nancy and Gerald exit to conservatory. 

Annie: Yes, you’re only young once, Herbert. D’you remember 
that time, just after you’d first come to Cleckleywykc, when we all 
went on Aat choir trip to Barnard Castle? 

Soppitt : I do, Annie. As a matter of fact, I fancy I was a bit sweet 
on you then. 

Annie: You fancy you were! I know you were, Herbert Soppitt. 
Don’t you remember coming back in the wagonette? 

Soppitt: Ay! 

Annie : Those were the days ! 

Soppitt: Ay! 

Annie: Is that all you can say — ^Ay? 

Soppitt: No. But I might say too much. 

Annie : I think I’d risk it for once, if I were you. 

Soppitt: And what does that mean, Annie? 

Annie : Never you mind. But you haven’t forgotten that wagon- 
ette, have you? 

Soppitt: Of course I haven’t. 
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He has his am round her waist. Enter Clara. 


Hello, Clara. 

Clara: How long’s this been going on? 

Annie: Now, don’t be silly, Clara. 

Oh— it’s me that hasn’t to be silly, is it? I suppose st^d- 
ing there with my ’usband’s arm round you bold as brass, that isn t 
silly, is it? I wondcT what you call that sort of behaviour, then? 

Sopprrr: It was only a bit of fun. 

Clara: Oh— an’ how long have you been ’aving these bits o’ fun 
—as you call them— Herbert Soppitt ? 

Annie: You’ve a nasty mind, Clara. 

Clara: Well— of all the cheek and impudence! Telling me I’ve 
got a nasty mind. You must have been at it some time getting Herbert 
to carry on like that with you. Don’t tell me he thought of it himself, 

I know him too welL 

Anme: Oh— don’t be so stupid, Clara. I’m going into the garden. 
I want some firesb air. 

She goes out. 

Clara: Well, Herbert Soppitt, adiy don’t you foUow her and get 
some fitesh air, too? Go on, don’t mind me. Come here. 

Soppitt doesn't move. 

You ’eard me, come here! 

Soppitt: Why should I? 

Clara: Because I tell you to. 

Soppitt: I know. I heard you. But who do you think you are? 
Clara: Herbert Soppitt— you must have gone wrong in your head. 
Soppitt: No. Not me. I’m all right. 

Clara (sAmp/y): You’d better go home now an’ leave me to deal 
with this business here. 

Soppitt {bravely)-. Certainly not 

Clara: In my opinion it’s awkward with both of us here. 

Soppitt {pause): Well, you go home then! 

Clara: What did you say? 

Soppitt (bravely): I said, you go home. You are doing no good 
here. 

Very angry now, die marches tq? to him and gives him a sharp 
slap on the cheek. 

CXara: Now then! {Steps back and folds arms.) Just tell me to 
go home again! 
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SoPPiTT {slowly^ impressively, approaching her): Clara, I always 
said that no matter what she did, I’d never lift a hand to my wife 

Clara: I should think not indeed! 

Soppitt: But as you aren’t my wife — what about this? 

He gives her a sharp slap. She is astounded. 

Clara: Herbert! 

Soppitt (corrunandingly): Now sit down. (Pointing.) 

She does not obey. In a tremendous voice of command. 

Sit down! 

She sits, staring at him. Then when she opens her mouth to speak: 

Shut up! I want to think. 

A silence, during which she still stares at him. 

Clara (in a low voice): I don’t know what’s come over you, 
Herbert Soppitt. 

SoppiT (fiercely): You don’t, eh? 

Clara (gaping at him): No, I don’t. 

Soppitt (severely): Well, you don’t think I put up with women 
coming shouting and bawling at me and smacking my face, do you? 

Clara: Well — you’ve never gone on like this before. 

Soppitt: Yes, but then before you were my wife 

Clara (hastily) : I’m your wife now. 

Soppitt: Oh, no — you’re not. (Produces letter^ 

Clara: Give me that letter! 

Soppitt: Sit down — and shut up, woman! 

Enter Albert Parker. 

Parker: Where’s Annie? 

Soppitt: She’s out there somewhere — ^why don’t you look for her? 

(^lara; Perhaps she’s hiding her face — and if you d seen what I d 

seen to-night, Albert Parker 

Soppitt: Hold your tongue before it gets you into mischief! 

Clara: I’m only 


Soppitt: Shut up. 

Parker: Here, but wait a minute — ^I’d like to hear a bit more 


about this. 

Soppitt: Then you’re going to be disappointed. (To Clara) 
get back to Maria Helliwell, go on ! 

Parker : Here, Clara, you’re not going to 

Soppitt: YOU mind your own business! (To Clara) Go 


sharp. 
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Clara exits. 

Parker: Herbert, ’ave you been ’aving a lot to drink? 

Sopprrr: I had a few, trying to find that Mrs. Northrop. 

Parker: I thought as much. 

Soppnr: And I may possibly have some more, but whether I do 
or not. I’ll please myself— just for once— and if any of you don t bke 

it, you can lump it. 

Parker: Where did you say my wife was? 

Soppnr: She’s out there in the garden. 

Parker (disapprovingly)' What — at this time o night? (Looking 
to garden^ 

Sopprrr: Yes — and why not? 

Parker (with dignity)'. I’ll tell 'er that. I’ve no need to tell you. 
You’re not my wife. 

Soppnr: No, and she isn’t, either. Don’t forget that. 

Parker goes to the door and calls. 

Parker: Annie! Hey— Amiie! 

Soppnr: Why don’t you go out and talk to her, instead o’ calling 
her like that — ^as if she were a dog or something? 

Parker: ’Cos standing about in damp grass this time o’ night is 
bad for me. I don’t want to start a miming cold on top of all this. 
(Calls again.) Hey— Annie! (Ttam to SoPPnr.) I came in to ’ave 
a few words in private with her 

Soppnr: Oh— I’ll leave you. 

Parker: In my opinion, there’s been a lot too much talk among 
us altogether, too much noisy ’anky-panky about this daft business. 
You might think we were a meeting o’ t’ gas committee way we’ve 
gone on so far. What’s wanted is a few serious words i’ private 
between us chaps an’ our wives, an’ less o’ this public argy-bargy an’ 
’anky-panky. 

Annie Parker enters through conservatory. 

Ah — so there y’aie. 

Soppnr (going): Well, best o’ luck, Aimie! 

Parker (suspiciously): How d’you mean? 

Soppnr (turning at door): Hanky-panky! 

He goes out. 

Parker: He’s ’ad a drop too much, Herbert ’as! Comes of ran- 
ning round the town after that charwoman! 

Annie (anutsed): Well, Albert? 
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Parker (pompously and complacently) : Well, Annie, I’m going to 
set your mind at rest. 

Annie (demurely): Thank you, Albrat. 

Parker (pompously and complacently): Yes, I don’t want you to 
be worrying. Now I think you’ll admit I’ve always tried to do my 
duty as a ’usband. 

Annie: Yes, Albert, I think you’ve always tried. 

Parker (suspiciously): What do you mean? 

Annie (demurely): Why — just what you mean, Albert. 


Pa rker (after another suspicious glance, returns to former tone, and 
is ifisufferably patronising) : Of course, as nobody knows better than 
you, I’m in a dififerent position altogether to what I was when I first 
married you 

Annie: When you thought you married me, Albert. 

Parker: Well, you know what I mean! In them days I was just 
plain young Albert Parker. 

Annie: And now you’re Councillor Albert Parker — — 

Parker: Well, an’ that’s something, isn’t it? And it isn’t all, by 
a long chalk. I’ve got on i’ business, made money, come to be a big 
man at chapel, vice-president o’ t’ Cricket League, on t’ hospital 

committee, an’ so forth — eh? 

Annie; Yes, Albert, you’ve done very well. 

Parker (complacently) : I know I ’ave. An’ mind you, it’s not altered 
me much. I’m not like some of ’em. No swank about me— no la- 

di-dah — Vm a plain man. 

Annie (rather sadly): Yes, Albert, you are. 

Parker (looking at her suspiciously): Well, what s wrong wi it? 
You’re not going to teU me that at your time o’ life 


Annie (indignantly cutting in): My time of life! ^ 

Parker: Well, you’re no chicken, are yer? And I say, you’re not 
)ing to tell me now, at your time o’ life, you’d like a bit o’ swank 

i’ la-di-dah! 


Annie (wistfully): I’ve sometimes wondered 

Parker (brushing this aside) : Nay, nay, nay, nobody knows bettCT 
than me what you’d like. An’ you know very well what a good 


husband I’ve been: steady , . , *11. 

Annie (rather grimly) : Yes, you’ve been steady aU nght. ^bert 

Parker (complacently) : That’s what I say. Steady. Rehable. Not 


silly wi’ my money 
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Annie {same tone)-. No, Albert, your worst enemy couldn’t say 
you’d ever been silly with your money. 

Parker (complacently): And yet at the same time— not stingy. 
No, not stingy. Everyttog of the best— if it could be managed— 
evraything of the best, within reason, y’know, within reason. 

Annie: Yes, within reason. 

Parker (in a dreamy ecstasy of complacency): Always reasonable 
—and reliable. But all the time, getting on, goin’ up i’ the world, 
never satisfied with what ’ud do for most men — no, steadily moving 
on an’ on, up an’ up — cashier, manager, share in the business — 
councillor this year, alderman ne.xt, perhaps mayor soon— that’s how 
it’s been an’ that’s how it will be. Y’know, Annie, I’ve sometimes 
thought that right at first you didn’t realise just w'hat you’d picked 
out o’ t’ lucky bag. Ay! (Contemplates his own greatness, while she 

watches him coolly.) 

Annie (after a pause): Well, Albert, what’s all this leading up to? 

Parker (recalled to his argument): Oh! — Well, yer see, Annie, I 
was just saying that I thought I’d been a good husband to you. An’, 
mind yer, I don’t say you’ve been a bad wife — no, I don’t 

Annie (dryly) : Thank you, Albert. 

Parker (with immense patronage): So I thought I’d just set your 
mind at rest. Now don’t you worry about this wedding business. If 
there’s been a slip u|>— well, there’s been a slip up. But I’ll see you’re 
all right, Annie. I’ll see it’s fixed up quietly, an’ then we’U go an’ get 
married again — properly. (He pats her on the shoulder.) I know my 
duty as well as t’ next man — an’ I’ll see that you’re properly married 
to me. 

Annie: Thank you, Albert. 

Parker: That’s all right, Annie, that’s all right. I don’t say every 
man ’ud see it as I do — but — never mind — ^I know what my duty is. 

Annie: And what about me? 

Parker (puzzled): Well, I’m telling yer — you’ll be all right. 

Annie: How d’you know I will? 

Parker (hastily): Now don’t be siUy, Annie. If I say you’ll be all 
right, you ought to know by this time yer will be all right. 

Annie (slowly): But I don’t think I want to be married to you. 

Parker (staggered): What! 

Annie (slowly): You see, Albert, after tw’enty-five years of it, 
perhaps I’ve had enough. 

Parker (horrified): ‘‘Ad enough! 

Annie; Yes, had enough. You talk about your duty. Well, for 
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twenty-five years I’ve done my duty. I’ve washed and cooked and 
cleaned and mended for you. I’ve pinched and scrimped and saved 
for you. I’ve listened for hours and hours to all your dreary talk. 
I’ve never had any thanks for it. I’ve hardly ever had any fun. But 
I thought I was your wife and I’d taken you for better or worse, and 
that I ought to put up with you 

Parker {staring, amazed): Put up with me! 

Annie {coolly): Yes, put up with you. 

Parker; But what’s wrong with me? 

Annie {coolly) : Well, to begin with, you’re very selfish. But then, 

I suppose most men are. You’re idiotically conceited. But again, so 
are most men. But a lot of men at least are generous. And you’re 
very stingy. And some men are amusing. But — except when you’re 
being pompous and showing off — ^you’re not at all amusing. You’re 
just very dull and dreary 

Parker: Never! 

Annie {firmly) : Yes, Albert. Very dull and very, very dreaiy and 
stingy. 

Parker {staring at her as if seeing a strange woman) : ’As somebody 
put you up to this? 

Annie ; No, I’ve thought it for a long time. 

Parker; How long? 

Annie: Nearly twenty-five years. 

Parker {half dazed, half indignant) : Why— you— you— you little 
serpent! 

Annie {ignoring this): So now I feel it’s time I enjoyed myself a 
bit. I’d like to have some fun before I’m an old woman. 

Parker {horrified): Fun! Fun! What do you mean— fun? 

Annie {coolly): Oh— nothing veiy shocking and terrible— just 
getting away from you, for instance - 

{in loud pained tone): Stop it! Just stop it now ! I think 
Annie Parker— you ought to be ashamed of yourself. 

Annie {dreamily): Well, I’m not. Bit of travel-and hvehness- 
and^ple that are amusing— and no wool business and town coun- 
cillors and chapel deacons . • ^ 

\>:hnutme ansrily): Why don’t you dye your hair and pamt 


Parker {shouting angriiy ) . 
your face and go on t’ stage and weai 

Annie {wistfully): I wish I could. 

As Parker groans in despair a^ 

Ruby {loudly and cheerftdly): Mr. 
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finished yet yer better ’i^ up or go somewhere else to ’ave it out 
’cos they’re all coming in ’ere. 

Parker (ongrily): Well, we ’aven’t finished. 

Annie (coolly): Yes, we have. 

Ruby nods and leaves the door open. 

Parker (loudly): Now listen, Annie, let’s talk a bit o’ sense for a 
minute 

Annie: They’ll all hear you— the door’s open. 

Parker: Nay — damn it ! 

Goes to shut door, but SOPPHT and Clara enter. 

SoPPiTT (amused): Hello, Albert — ^what’s made you look so 

flabbergasted? 

Parker (annoyed): If I want to look flabbergasted, then I’ll look 
flabbergasted, without asking your advice, Herbert. 

Soppnr: Hanky-panky! 

Parker: Now shut up! ’Ere, Clara, yer wouldn’t say I was stingy, 
would yer? 

Clara: Well, you’ve never been famous for getting your hand 
down, have you, Albert? 

Parker (indignantly): I’ve got my ’and down as well as t’ next 
man I’ve always paid my whack, let me tell yer. Call a chap stingy 
just because he doesn’t make a big show — ’cos he isn’t — er 

Annie (burlesqueing his accent, coolly): La-di-dah! 

Soppitt: Now stop tormenting him, Annie. 

Parker (indigrumtly): Tormenting me! Nobody ’ll torment me. 
And I like that coming from you, Herbert, when you’ve been a by- 
word for years. 

Clara (angrily): A by-word for what? 

Parker: For years. 

Clara: Yes, but a by-word for years for what? 

Parker: Oh! Hen-pecked! Ask anybody who wears trousers in 
your house! 

Annie: Albert, don’t be so vul^! 

Parker: Why, a minute since you wanted to wear tights. 

Annie: Only in a manner of speaking. 

Parker: How can it be in a manner of speaking? — ’cos either you’re 
wearing tights or you’re not. 

Inter Lotoe and Joe Helliwell. 

Lottie: What’s this about tights? 
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Parker : Now you’ll clear out right sharp — if you’ll take my tip, 

Lottie: And I’ll bet it’s the only kind of tip you do give, too. {To 
Annie) He looks stingy to me! 

Parker: Stingy! If anyone says that again to me to-night — I’ll— 
I’ll give ’em jip. 

Exit Parker. 

Helliwell: For two pins I’d either leave this house myself or else 
clear everybody else out. I’ve never seen such a place — there’s folk 
nattering in every' damn comer! 

Annie: Where’s poor Maria? 

Soppitt: Clara! 

Exeunt Soppitt, Clara and Annie. 

Helliwell: Now, Lottie, be reasonable. A bit o’ devilment’s all 
right, but I know you don’t want to make real mischief 

Lottie: Where’s the mischief come in? Didn’t you say — ^more 
than once — that if you hadn’t been married already ? 

Helliwell {urgently to her)'. Now, you know very well that were 
only a bit o’ fun. When a chap’s on a ’ohday in a place like Blackpool 
an’ gets a few drinks inside ’im, you know very well he says a lot o’ 

damn silly things he doesn’t mean 

Lottie {indigncntly')'. Oh — I see. Just tellin’ me the tale an then 
laughing at me behind my back, eh? 

Helliwell {urgently)'. No, I don’t mean that, Lottie. Nobody 
admires you more than I do. You’re a fine lass and a good sport. 
But you’ve got to be reasonable. Coming ’ere like this, when you 
know as well as I do, it were just a bit o’ fun ! 

Maria enters. She is dressed to go out, and is carrying some 
housekeeping books, some keys, and several pairs of socks. 

Maria {at door, leaving it open; grimly)'. Just a minute, Joe HeUi- 
well ! 

Helliwell {groaning)'. Oh — Chnstmas! {Then sees she has outdoor 
things on.) ’Ere, Maria, where are yer going? 

Maria {determined, but rather tearfid): I’m going back to me 

mother’s. 

Helliwell: Your mother's! Why, if you go to your moAer m 
this state o’ mind at this time o’ night, you’ll give her a stroke. 

Lottie: That’s right. She must be about ninety. 

Maria (angri/y): She’s seventy-two. {Pauses.) And mind your own 

business. I’ve got some of it ’ere for you. 

Lottie: What do you mean? 
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Maria (indicating things she's carrying) : Some of your new busi- 
ness, an’ see ’ow you like it. You’ll find it a change from carrying 
on wi’ men behind the bar. 

Heluweix: What in the name o’ thunder are you talking about? 

Maria: I’m talking about ’er. If she wants my job, she can ’ave it. 

Lx)TnE: 1 ’Ere, just a minute 

Helliwell: J Now listen, Maria 

Maria (silencing them by holding up keys and rattling): There’s all 
t’ keys, an’ you’d better start knowing where they fit. (Puts them on 
table behind settee.) An’ don’t forget charwoman’s just been sacked, 
an’ I don’t expect Ruby’U stay. You’ll have to manage by yourself 
a bit. An’ greengrocer calls at ten and the butcher calls at half- 
past — 

Helliwell (shouting): What does it matter when t’ butcher calls? 

Maria (calmly): I’m talking to ’er, not to you. (To Lottie, hAo 
looks astonished These is the housekeeping books an’ you’ll ’ave to 
’ave ’em straight by Friday or he’ll make a rumpus. ‘Ere you are. 

Lottie (backing away): I don’t want ’em. 

Helliwell (harassed): ’Course she doesn’t 

Maria: She can’t run this house without ’em. You said so vour- 
self. (Throws books on to settee.) 

Helliwell: I know I did, but it’s nowt to do with ’er. 

Maria: Then what did she come ’ere for? (To Lottie, producing 
socks) An’ look, ’ere’s five pairs of his socks and one pair of woollens 
(hangs them on back of settee) that wants darning, and you’d better 
get started on ’em. An’ upstairs you’ll find three shirts and tw o more 
pairs of woollens you’ll ’ave to do to-morrow, an’ you’d better be 
t hinkin g o’ to-morrow’s dinner, ’cos he always wants something hot 
an’ he’s very particular (Turns towards door.) 

Lottie (aghast): ’Ere, what do you think I am? 

Helliwell: Now, Maria, you’re getting it all wrong. Nobody 
knows better than me what a good wife you’ve been. Now^ ’ave a 
bit of sense, love. It’s all a mistake. 

Maria: And there’s a lot of other things you’ll have to manage, 

but while you’re trying to manage them and him, too. I’ll be at 
Blackpool. 

She goes, followed by Helliwell. 

Biter Ormonroyd. 

Ormonroyd: I know that face. 

Lottie: Harry Ormonroyd. 
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Ormonroyd: Lottie, my beautiful Lottie. And you h£ 
gotten me? 

Lottie: Forgotten you! My word, if you’re not ofiF I’ll 
leg off. ’Ere, you weren’t going to take their photos? 


Ormonroyd: Yes, group for Yorkshire Argus. Make a nice 
picture — very nice picture. 

Lottie: Nice picture! Don’t you know? Haven t they told you? 
{Roars with laughter.') 

Ormonroyd : Here now, stop it, stop it. Have a drink of port. 
Lottie: Well, I suppose I might. 

Ormonroyd: Certainly, certainly. Liberty ’All here to-night. 
Lottie: Oh— it’s Liberty Hall right enough. Chin-chin. 
Ormonroyd: All the best, Lottie. 

Lottie: Nice drop of port wine this. Joe Helliwell does himself 
very well here, doesn’t he? 

Ormonroyd: Oh, yes, Lottie, you’U find evenrt^g very cok- 
able here. ’Ere, somebody told me you were back at the Talbot. 

Lottie: I was up to Christmas. Who told you? Anybody I 
know*^ 

Ormonroyd (soUnrntyy. Yes-aow just a minute. You know to 

I know him. We both know him. I have him here on the tip oim-j 
tongue. Er {but can't remember) no. But I’U get him, Lottie, 

I’ll get him. . 

Then I had to go home. Our Violet-you rememl^r our 

VtoHite^ed a sefgeant in the Duke of WeUington’s-the 

dirty Thirty-Thirds— and now she’s m India. 

ORMONROYD {remembering, triumphantly)-. Tommy ToothiU. 

Lx)TTiEt What about him? u * 

ORMONROYD (pussW by Ihis) - Nay. weren’t you astag “^out im 

Lot™: No, I’ve something better to do than to ask about Tommy 

roHwr-d'you see? ^ 

^yo^a bit argumentative to-night, love? 

igoolmmredlyy. No. I’m not. but you’ve had a eoupl. 


too many 
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Nflv I’m all right, love. ’Ere. what’ 


sergeant 


Ormonroyd: Nay, I’m all right, 1 
your Violet? 

Lotite {impatiently): She married < 

Ormonroyd {triumphantly): Of course she did. Somebody told 
me— just lately. 

Lottie: I told you. 

Ormonroyd {reproachfully): Yes, I know — ^I can ’ear. But so did 
somebody else. I know — ^Tommy Toothill! 

Lottie: You’ve got him on the brain. Then at Whitsun — ^I took 
a job at Bridlington — but I only stuck it three weeks. No life at all 
—I told ’em. I says: “I don’t mind work, but I do like a bit of life.” 


Ormonroyd: I’m just the same. Let’s ’ave a bit of life, I say. An’ 
’ere we are, getting down in dumps, just because Tommy Too th ill ’s 
gone to India. 

Lotiib: He hasn’t, you piecan, that’s our Violet. Nay, Harry, 
you’re giving me the hump. 

Ormonroyd: Well, play us a tune, just for old times’ sake. 

LomE: Aaaa, you silly old devil. I’m right glad to see you. 

Ormonroyd: Good old times, Lottie, good old times. 

They sing. Interrupted by entrance of Hbluwell, Parker and 

SOPPITT. 

Heluwell: Now what the hangment do you think this is — a tap- 
room? Yorkshire Argus wants you on telephone. 

Lottie: Come on, love. I’ll help you. 

Helltwell: And then get oflF home. 

Ormonroyd: See you later. 

Ormonroyd and Lottie exit. 

Parker: Now, what’s wanted now is a few serious words in 
private together. 

Helt.t well. Yes, yes, Albert. I know. But give a chap 

have a breather. I’ve just had to persuade Maria not to go back 
her mother’s. 


time 


Parker: Why, 


other do ? 


Hbluwell: Oh — don’t start asking que 
Albert, leave it, and let me have a breather. 

Enter the three wiveSy all with hats and 

A>inie: Now then— Albert— Joe— Hftrlv.rt- 


it. 


Heluwell: What is this — an ultimatum? 
Maru: Joe Helliwell, I want you to answer 
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Helliwell; Yes, Maria? 

Maria; Joe, do you love me? 

Helliwell {embarrassed) ; Now what sort of a question is tlmt to 
:ome and ask a chap-here? Why didn’t you ask me upstairs? 

Maria {solemnly) ; Once and for all— do you or don’t you? 

Helliwell: Yes, of course I do, love. 

Maria: Then why didn’t you say so before? 

All three women sit down, take off hats. 

PARKER {as if beginning long speech) : And now we’re aU by our- 
selves it’s about time we started to put our thinkmg caps on, cos 
we’re not going to do any good running round the ouse argy-bargy- 

ing 

Maria; That’s right, Albert. 

w » « • ^ A 

Parker 


He is interrupted by Ruby appearing round door. 

Ruby {loudly, cheerfully)’. She’s back! 

Maria; Who is? 

Ruby- That Mrs. Northrop. {Withdraws, leaving door open.) ^ 

Helliwell (W/y, in tfes/ifl/r): Oh-Jerusalem-we don’t want er 

^^Mrs Northrop {appearing, still carrying bag, and flushed): If yo^ 
Hn!^rtant m^^re why did you send ’im round chasmg me ^d askm 

hark‘d Yer don’t know yer own minds two minutes to- 

” to.T: M^) You“ se Jed up wi’ me ye,, ykuow. 

Helliwell {annoyed): Outside! 

morrow. u:.* fnr la^ 


Mrs. Northrop 


<111 


JL Q rHiuci ^ ^ 

Vfciit- vrvii'vc alius liJCCD. tOO , 

Parker {the word again): Stingy! If anybody says Aat agam 

HBLLi^L {to Mrs. Northrop); I told you— outside-sha^. 
MKS. Kokthkop 

this for a party. You can t fr^e t j y y ^ 

:rJuTfew J ’em Itaow it, Vou'U 'ear ’em Utugbin 

" rJ: we* cau" i’ that state o’ mind. 


But 


IL-* 
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Clara; You ought to charge ’er with stealin’. 

Mrs. Northrop {horrified)'. Stealin*! Why — for two pins — I’ll 
knock yer lying ’ead off, missis. Never touched a thing i’ my life that 
wasn’t me own! 

Ruby looks in, and Mrs. Northrop sees her. 

What is it, love? 

Ruby {loudly, chiefly to Helliwell): That photographer’s asleep 
an’ snoring be telephone. 

Heluwell {irritably): Well, waken him up an’ tell him to go 
home. 

Ruby withdraws. Mrs. Northrop takes charge again. 

Mrs. Northrop {significantly) : An’ I could keep me mouth shut 
if it were worth me while 

Clara {almost hissing): That’s blackmail! 

SoppiTT {hastily): Shut up, Clara! 

Mrs. Northrop {looking at him): Hello, you've come to life, ’ave 
yer? 

Heluwell {to Mrs. Northrop): How much d’you want? 

Maru {angrily): I wouldn’t give her a penny. 

Clara {quickly): Nor me, neither. 

Parker {quickly): Can we trust ’er— we’ve no guarantee? 

SoppiTT {quickly) : She could sign something. 

Annie {quickly): That’ud be silly. 

Maria {quickly): Not one single penny! 

Heluweu {angrily): WiU you just let me get a word in— an’ be 
quiet a minute? Now then 

Ruby {looking hi) : Mr. Helliwell ! 

Heluweu {impatiently): What? 

Ruby: I wakened ’im an’ told ’im to go ’ome. But ’e says ’e is 
at ’ome. {Withdraws as Heluweu bangs and stamps in fiiry.) 

Heluweu {at top of his voice): What is this— a bloody mad-’ouse? 
Merger {off, but t^proaching): Mi. Helliwell! Please! 

Heluweu {groaning): Oh!— Jehoshaphat!— another of ’em! 
Mercer enters. 

Merger {sternly): Mr. Helliwell, I cannot allow you to use such 
language. It’s quite unnecessary. 

Heluweu (j)rotesting): You wouldn’t think so if 

^CER (caHmg in): Quite unnecessary, A little patience— a little 
qmet consideration— that’s all that is needed. 
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Helliwell; What — ^with folk like her? (Pointing to Mrs. 
Northrop.) 

Mercer (surprised and disapproving)’. Mrs. Northrop! What are 
you doing here? 

Maria (quickly): Making trouble! 

Merger (before Mrs. Northrop can speak): Making trouble? 
(He stoops a little, near her.) And you’ve been drinking again. 

Mrs. Northrop (humble, crestfallen): Only a drop or two— just 
because I was a bit upset 

Mercer (accusingly): And then you come and make a nuisance 
of yourself here. T-t-t-t-t! What’s to be done with you? I am 
ashamed of you after all your promises. 

Mrs. Nortboiop (humble and flattering): Oh — Mr. Mercer — ^you’re 
a wonderful man — an’ you’re t’only preacher i’ aeckleywyke worth 
hstening to. (To the others, roundly) Aaaa! — ^he s a fine preacher is 
Mr. Mercer. Like— like a— gurt lion of a man! (To Mercer admir- 
ingly) Ay, y’are that an’ all. 

Mercer (briskly, masterfully): Now, Mrs. Northrop, flattery won t 
help. You’ve broken all your promises. I’m ashamed of you. 

Mrs. Northrop (almost tearful now): Nay — Mr. Mercer 

Merger: Now — ^go home quietly 

Maria (quickly): She’ll tell all the town about us. 

Mercer: We cannot allow that. Mrs. Northrop, you must make 


me a solemn promise. 

Mrs. Northrop (looking up at him, humbly): Yes, Mr. Mercer. 
Mercer: Now promise me, solemnly, you will teU nobody what 


you’ve heard here to-night. Now promise me. 

Mrs. Northrop (in solemn quavering tone): I promise. (Making 

suitable gestures.) Wet or dry . . . may I die. 

Mercer: T-t-t-t-t. But I suppose that will do Now 
quietly home, and be a good woman. Good night, Mrs. Nortteop. 

MRS. Northrop (humbly): Good night, Mr. Mercer, and ^ 
E i Zrt lion of a man (Fiercely, a parting shot) Worth all 


you lot put together. 


She goes. 

Hblliwell (with relief)-. WeU, we’re rid o’ one. (To 
ow have you studied Aat letter, Mr. Mercer . 

Mercer (producing it): I’ve considered it very carefuUy 
velv) And you know what I think? 
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Several of TtoM (eagerly): No. Tell us. (Etc.) 

Mercer (slowly): This letter— in my opinion — is perfectly genuine. 

Helliwell (disgustedly): I thought you were going to tell us 
summat we didn’t know. 

Mercer (ignoring this): I am sorry to say it— but— quite obviously 
— ^you are, none of you, really married. 

Parker (bitterly): ’Ere, don’t rub it in. (Hopefully) Unless, of 
course, you’re prepared to marry us yourself— quietly — now. 

Mercer (indignantly): Certainly not. Quite impossible. 

Helltwell (impatiently): Well — what the hangment are we going 
to do, then? 

Mercer (turning to him impressively): My dear sir (Then 

quickly) I don’t know. 

Helliwell (disgusted): Oh — Christmas! 

Mercer: But if you want my final opinion, I think that if there 
were less bad temper and bad language in this house, and a little 
more patience and quiet consideration, you W'ould have a better 
chance of settling your aflfairs. 

Heixiwell (exasperated): And I think I’m getting a bit tired o’ 
you, Mr. Mercer. 

Mercer (very angry, towering over Helliwell): What! After 
wasting my time, you now have the audacity Here! 

Helliwell flinches, but it is the letter he is being gi ven. 

Good night, sir. Good night, ladies. 

He marches out and bangs doors. Helliwell breathes heavily 
and wipes his face. 

Helliwell: Well, that’s another we’re rid of. 

Parker (beginning in his usual style) : And now what’s wanted 

Clara (cutting in, mimicking him): Is a few serious words. Wc 
know. But what’s really wanted now is a bit o’ brainwork and 
where we’re going to get it from I don’t know. 

Helliwell (severely to Clara): You’U get it from me if you’ll 
keep quiet a minute. 

They concentrate hard, and now Ormonroyd, still carrying a 
large gl^s of beer, comes in and sits down in the chair centre 
while they stare at him in amazement and disgust. 

abSrt?°^°™ : Now-let’s see-what were we talking 

Parker (angrily): We weren’t talking about anything to you. 
Ormonroyd (ignoring this): I wouldn’t object to a nice hand at 
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cards. {To Helliwell, who is looking exasperated) I like a game o’ 
solo, don’t you? 

Helliwell; No. And 1 told you to get off ’ome. 

Ormonroyd {reproachfully)'. Nay, but you want your photo o’ 
t’group, don’t you? 

Parker: You’ll take no photos ’ere to-night. 

Ormonroyd; Now it’s a funny thing you should ha’ said that. 
I’m a chap ’at notices things— I ’ave to be in my profession— an’ I’ve 
been telling meself there’s people ’ere in this ’ouse to-night who isn’t 
easy in their minds. No, there’s summat a bit off ’ere— just you see. 

Clara: Oh — for goodness’ sake 

Ormonroyd {to Helliwell): And people has to be easy in their 
minds to be photographed. Nobody ever comes with the toothache, 
y’know, to ’ave their photos taken. 

SowTn {seriously)'. No, I don’t suppose they do. It never occurred 

to me — that. 

Ormonroyd; Name, sir? 

Soppitt: Soppitt. 

Ormonroyd; Ormonroyd ’ere. There’s thou^t in tlus te. Vd 

like to do it some time in a nice sepia finish. Renund me, Mr. Soppitt. 


Lottie enters. 

.Ah, there y’are, Lottie. Join the company. 

Maria {to Lottie); I thought you’d gone long since. 

Helliwell; You know very weU you promised to go, half an 

hour since. 

Clara {rises ) ; We ought to put poUoe on you. 

Ormonroyd; Now what’s the idea 

fhat, -cos you easQy might. What I say is this-we re aU human, 
aren’t we? 

Annie; Yes, and tharJc you, Mr. Ormonroyd. 

Parker: What yer thanking him for? Who’s he to start te g us 

what we ought to do? 

Clara- Impudence, I caU it. {Telephone rmgs.) 

CLARA. p I’m nothing much. But in case you want 

Ormonroyd: Oh, me? 1 m imu^g m . though I may 

to be nasty. Councillor Albert Parker, just re stands the 

nothing I -appen to work for a newspaper. Behmd me stands the 
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Press, don’t forget that, an’ the Press is a mighty power in the land 

to-day 

Ruby enters. 

Ruby; Telephone went and when I says: “Who is it?” chap said; 
“Yorkshire Argus — is Ormonroyd, our photographer there?” an’ 
when I says: “Yes, he’s still ’ere,” he says; “Well, tell him he’s 
sacked.” You’re sacked. I’m sorry. 

Ruby exits. 

Ormonroyd {suddenly crushed): So am I, lass. I left a bag in ’ere 
somewhere. 


Lottie: You must have left it down at Lion, lad. 

Parker: I thought ’e couldn’t carry com. 

Annie: Shut up, Albert. 

Lottie: Nay, Harry, you silly old devil, it’s not so bad. 

Ormonroyd: It’s not so good. Hard to know where to turn. 

Lottie: Come on, lad, never say die. We’ve seen a bit of h’fe an’ 
we’ll see some more before they throw us on the muck heap. {To 
others) For two pins. I’d take him away now, and leave you to settle 
your own troubles — ^if you can. 

Helltwell: Why — ^what’s he got to do with our troubles? 

Lottie: Plenty. Now, Harry, tell ’em where you were married. 

Ormonroyd: Nay, Lottie, they don’t want to hear about my bad 
luck. 


Parker: We’ve enough of our own, without his. 
Annie: No, Albert. Come on, Mr. Ormonroyd. 
Lottie : Tell ’em where you were married. 


Ormonroyd: Lane End Chapel — five an’ twenty years 


since. 


Helliwell: ’Ere, he must be in t’same boat with us then. 


Ormonroyd : Just another o’ my bits of bad luck. 


Clara: We can understand that all right. 

Lotitb; Yes, but Harry ’ere had separated from his wife and they 
wanted to be free. 


Heluw^: Well, what were they worrying for? They were free 
Parson hadn’t proper qualifications. 

Lottie. Hold on a minute ... go on, Harry, 

(^onroyd: I know he hadn’t. Wife found that out. But whai 

she d forgotten, tiU I got a copy o’ t’certificate. is that in them dav« 

jwenty-five years smce-ohapel wedding-registrar had to be then 
^ all — to sign certificate. 
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been carrying 
for yourself. 


up. 


Parker: Joe, he’s right. 

Ormonroyd: I know danm well I’m right. I’ve 
certificate for months trying to find a loophole in i 

Clara: Are we married after all? 

Hbluwbll: Yes, of course we are. If parson didn’t tie us 
registrar did — ^all legal — as right as ninepence. 

Clara: Aaaaa, thank God! 

Maria: Mr. Ormonroyd, this is best night’s work you ever did. 
Thank you. 

Lottie: Now then, Harry, buck up, lad. Why don’t you take that 
little photo shop in Blackpool again? 

Ormonroyd : Nay, it ’ud cost me about a himdred pound to start 
it again — and I haven’t a hundred shillings — an’ I know you haven’t. 

Lottie: No, but there’s folk here who’d never miss it. 

Parker: ’Ere, steady. 

Annie: Albert, stingy again? 

Parker: Nay, never — ^if that’s how you feel 


Helllwell: We’ll soon fix you up, Ormonroyd lad, leave it to 

me. By gow, you’ve taken a load off my mind Aa^ Now 

then, everybody, let’s brighten up. {At door^ Who’ll give us a song? 
Ruby . . . Ruby . . . bring some more drinks, lass. Owt you’ve got. 

Annie: Let’s sing a bit. 

Ormonroyd: Lottie’s the one. Come on, Lottie, play us a tune. 
Clara: Now then, Herbert Soppitt, you see, I am your wife 

Soppitt: Yes, Qara, and I hope we’ll be very happy. But we won’t 

be if you don’t drop that tone of voice. I don’t like it. 

Clara: Yes, Herbert. 

Soppitt begins to sing. 

Parker: ’Ere, Joe, you wouldn’t say I was dull and dreary, would 
you? 

Heluwell: Ay, a bit, Albert. 

Parker : Well, that beats me. I’ve always seemed to myself ar 
exciting sort of chap. (To Annie) Anyhow, stingy or whatever 1 

am, I’m still your husband. 

Annie: So it looks as if I’U have to make the best of you. 
Maria : We’U all have to make the best of each other. But then 

perhaps it’s what we’re here for. 

Heluwell: That’s right, love. 
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Parker: Well, we’d better see if we can have some of this fun ( 
yours you talk about. 

Annie: Aaaa, it doesn’t matter, Albert. 

Parker: It does. I say we’ll have some fun. (Takes her hand or, 
begins singing. They are all singing now.) 

Ormonroyd (loudly): All in your places. We’ll have this grou 
yet, and to hell with the Yorkshire Argus! Now, steady — steady- 
everybody. 

Enter Ruby. The flashlight goes off and Ruby drops her traj 
But they are all singing as curtain falls. 

End of Play 
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CHARACTERS 
{in the order of their appearance) 

Job Cossart, engineer 

Edna Darlington, a secretary 

E)orothy Limple, a secretary 

Brenda Gee, a secretary 

Bob Dinty, an actor 

Hetty Lodore, an actress 

Fairfax Haycraft, announcer 

Tristan Sprott, a producer 

Moya Gronova, a pianist 

Commander COpley, regional director 

Paula Leeds, a producer 

Martin Bradburn, a producer 

Percy King, effects boy 

Daisy Punnet, Matthew’s grand-daughter 

Matthew Punnet, an ancient musician 

Sir Reginald Runton, DA.D.G. 


ACT I 

Morning 
ACT U 

Middle of the Afternoon 

ACT m 
Evening 
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Cood Night Children — Copyright , 1949, by John Boynton Priestley , 


First produced at the New Theatre, London, on February 5th, 1942, 
with the following cast: 


Edna Darlington 
Brenda Gee 
Joe Cossart 
Dorothy Ld^ple 
Bob Dinty 
Hetty Lodore 
Fairfax Haycraft 
Tristin Sprott 
Moya Gronova 
Command Copley 
Paula Leeds 
Martin Bradburn 
Percy King 
Daisy Punnet 
Matthew Punnet 
Sir Reginald Runton 


Josephine Dent 
Patricia Hayes 
Charles Lamb 
Nan Hopkins 
Fred Groves 
Eileen Beuxin 
Patrick Ludlow 
Naunton Wayne 
Ina de la Hay 
Charles Mortimer 
Gillian Lind 
Manning Whiley 
George Coub 
Jean Short 
Meadows White 
Lawrence Hanray 


ACT I 


The Scene is the English Broadcasting Company's regional studio in the 
remote county of Barset. It is a large square room, handsomely 
fitted out in the modem style. There is a door dowristage right 
(actors'), which leads to the main entrance to the studio. There is 
another door on the same side at the back that communicates with 
the rest of the building, the offices, etc. Also on this side is a desk, 
used by Fairfax Haycraft, the announcer. Nearer the centre is 
a similar desk, used by Paula Leeds. Also in the centre are a small 
settee and one or two chairs. Further left is a grand piano. Then 
downstage left are microphones and a space for broadcasting. 
Behind is a glass-enclosed producers' control room, with a small 
flight of stairs leading up to it. There are no windows in the studio. 

Before the rise of curtain the interval signal of the E.B.C. is heard 
from the piano— on the second E.B.C. the curtain rises— on the 
fourth E.B.C. the ''six pips" are heard, then the telephone signal 

flickers. 

At Rise the studio is in half darkness, interval signal going. Joe, 
a middle-aged solemn engineer, enters and goes to the telephone in 
control cabin. 

Job (at telephone): No, this isn’t the South-Western Dairy Fanners 
— ^it’s Ae English Broadcasting Company 

Edna, a rather colourless secretary, enters, puts files, etc. on 
centre desk, switches on lights and returns to desk upstage end. She is 
followed in by Dorothy, who is a tall, handsome, rather stupid girl. 

— ^yes, the English Broadcasting Company. . . . No, I can’t get your 
sister an audition. 

Puts down telephone. 

Dorothy (left of desk): This is a note from Commander Copley 
to Miss Lee^, explaining that the workmen will be in her oflSce 
to-day and to-morrow. 

Edna: Miss Leeds will be very aimoyed at being out here. 

Dorothy: Why? It won’t kill her. 

Edna: We have two programmes going out from here to-day — 
the Children’s Hour this afternoon and then Mr. Sprott’s Barset 
programme to-night. Mr. Sprott will probably want to rehearse both 
this morning and this afternoon. So how can Miss Leeds do any 
work in here? Why couldn’t Commander Copley have put her 
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Dorothy starts to go up right. 

— ^in one of the other two offices? 

Dorothy: Because the workmen are going to be in there, too. 
There’s something wrong with the walls. 

Edna : There’s always something wrong with something here. 

Dorothy {right of desk) : I don’t know why you people are always 
grumbling. I like it here, and after all I’ve just had two years in 
London — at Radio House. 

Edna: Oh — ^I know why you like it here. 

Dorothy {haughtily)'. What do you mean? 

Enter Brenda hurriedly. She is a lively young girl. 

Brenda: Have you got a stop-watch? 

Edna {hastily): Yes, and you’re not going to have it. What have 
you done with yours? 

Brenda {drifting slowly across stage to sofa) : It’s just gone again. 

I think somebody eats ’em. Oh dear — ^I wish they’d hurry up and 
give me tha t audition — ^I’m so tired of being a secretary. It isn’t the 
life for me at all. 

Re-enter JOB from control room. 

Job {coming down): Rehearsal here this morning, isn’t there? 
Brenda: Yes, Mr. Sprott’s programme for to-night — “Down Here 
in Barset’’. 

Job {who is testing pianot mikes, e/c.): “Down Here in Barset’’! 
I read what it said in the Broadcasting Times. “Another fascinating 
medley of folk-lore and song from a fragrant comer of old England!” 

Escapism, that’s what I call it. {At large arm mike.) Fragrant Comer ! 

{Turns to Edna) Did you read what the County Medical Officer 
said? No, of course you didn’t. But that’s what they ought to be 
telling the workers— what the Medical Officer said— and never mind 

their fascinating medleys. 

Dorothy : I don’t think that’s being very loyal to the E.B.C. 

Joe: Now Usten, Miss Limple. ’Cos you’re working for Com- 
mander Copley and he seems to Imve taken a fancy to you, that’s no 
reason why you should start talking like him. 

Dorothy {haughtily): I don’t agree. 

Goes out. 

Brenda : I do hate that girl. I wish she’d stayed in London. 

Jc« {now sitting on stool down left): How are the impersonations 
coming along, Brenda? 

Brenda {eagerly): I’m working on Katherine Hepburn now. I 

[ 226 ] 



ACT I good NIGHT CHILDREN 

went to see her film again, last night. I think Tve got ^er L^te^ 

ranch if that’s what you want— I want hght, I want 
I want the great spaces, my d^— yes, the silent music of the great 

spaces — don’t you see, Larry?” Urn? 

Edna: I don’t think it’s quite right yet, Brenda. 

Job (rising): Oh — I think it’s good. 

Brenda: Thank you, Joe. 

Joe: Who is it you’re doing? 

Brenda (surprised): Katherine Hepburn. 

Job (seriously): Never heard of her. 

Enter Bob Dinty. He is a middle-aged actor and an odd mixture 

of jauntiness and gloom. . 

Bob: Morning, girls. Morning, Joe. 

They reply cheerfully. 

I met a fella in the Lion last rright who distinctly remembered me in 
White Cargo at Nottingham ten years ago. Knew me at once, he said. 
And stood a round on it. Got my scripts, Brenda? 

Brenda (crossing to desk): Yes, here it is. I’m working up the 
Katherine Hepburn now, Nt. Dinty. 

Bob: That’s right, just keep working them up, Brenda. I believe 
you have something — (with a wink at the others) — ^if you can only 
bring it out. 

Brenda (eagerly): You wouldn’t like to hear 

Bob (looking at script, crossing to couch): Not to-day, dear. It ’ud 
take my mind ofiF my work. Hetty been in yet? 

Brenda sits at Haycraft’s desk. 

Edna: I haven’t seen her. 


Bob: StUl shopping, I expect. (Begins to read script^ 

Job (approaching confidentially): Bob! 

Bob: Yes, old boy? 

Joe (confidentially): Did you say anything to Haycraft about me 
doing that bit in the Children’s Hour? 

Bob: Yes, I did, old boy. But he didn’t seem to catch on, you 
know what these chaps are. 

Job (with great dignity): They’re afraid of the big reah'ties. 
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Goes up into control room. 

Bob (deep in his script) : The way they cut the fat out of these parts 
— ^it’s terrible. Too much stop-watch, that’s the trouble. 

Brenda (rises and crosses right of desk) : Y ou haven’t seen a stop- 
watch, have you? 

Bob (gloomily): Not yet. But it’ll be there all right when we start 
rehearsing. 

Enter Hetty, a middle-aged actress. Her line is all sympathy^ 
sweetness and light. 

Hetty (sweetly) ; Good morning, everybody. I hope I’m not late. 

Edna: No, Hetty, Mr. Sprott’s not here yet. 

Hetty: Thank you, Edna. Now, Brenda, can I have a look at 
my scripts? Quite a busy day to-day, isn’t it? (As she gets scripts) 
Thank you, Brenda. The woman at the greengrocer’s was so in- 
terested when she knew I was working for the E.B.C. She was almost 
certain she recognised my voice. Wasn’t that nice? (Crossing to 
couch.) 

Brenda: Yes, Miss Lodore. 


Moving above piano. 

Hetty: She insisted on me giving her my autograph for her niece 
at Weston-super-Mare. (Confidentially to Bob) I got a lovely duck, 
but she’ll only cook it for limch. 

Bob : I don’t want it for lunch, not with two shows ahead of us. 
The time for roast duck is when we’ve done our work. 

Hetty: Yes, dear, but you see— she’s going out this afternoon to 

see her sister — ^you know, the one who’s 

Bob- Don’t tell me. Life’s bad enough without knowing what’s 
gone wrong with the landlady’s sister. The point is, she won’t cook 
it for to-night, and I won’t eat it at lunch time. So where are 

wc? 

Enter Fairfax Haycraft, tall, humourless, and still the golden- 


\oiced announcer, 

Haycraft: Good morning. Anyone asking for me? 

Brenda: No, Mr. Haycraft, But there are two letters on your desk. 

Haycraft: Thank you, Brenda. (Opening letter.) 

Bob : I appeal to you, Fairfax. Would you eat roast duck just 


before doing two shows? , 

Haycraft ( horrified ): Good heavens— no. Bob! Cert^ 
I’ve always made it a rule never to eat anything hours t 


announcing. 
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Hetty (sweetly): Yes. but you’re different Everyb<^y taow’s your 

voice. You couldn’t afford to take any risks, could you 

Bob: I suppose it doesn’t matter if I gurk out of a miUion loud- 

Speakers. r *u ^ 

Haycraft (referring to letters): Ready. I must ® 

Usteners are very tiresome— the arrogant way m which they talk 

about switching you on and off. 

Bob: They’ve been spoilt, that’s why. Pay half a gumea-and then 
expect sixteen hours’ a day continuous entertainment for a year it s 

been made too cheap, that’s the trouble. 

Haycraft: You’re probably right. Bob. (Rising.) Oh Hett> 

whUe I remember 

Hetty (crossing to him, all attention): Yes, Fairfax? 

Haycraft: When I say— at the beginning of our Children’s Hour 
programme— “But where’s Aunt Hetty this afternoon?’’ don’t reply 

at once. 

Hetty : All right. When do I reply ? 

Haycraft: I’ll call “Aunt Hetty, Aunt Hetty!’’ Then I’ll go on: 
“I say, children, this is serious. No Aunt Hetty.’’ 

Hetiy: Oh, I like that, Fairfax. Gives me quite a buUd-up. 

Bob: What’s the point of giving you a build-up? 

Haycraft: Now, Bob! Then you come running in— you can do 
it across the mike — breathless effect — “Here I am — so sorry. Uncle 
Fairfax. Hello, children!’’ 

Hetty (giving her best at once) : Oh— lovely ! (Does the breathless 
effect.) “Here I am — sorry. Uncle Fairfax! Hello, children!’’ 

Brenda (in surprising child voice): Hello, Aunt Hetty! 

Rises and sits on ’’’‘Effects box". 

Bob (disgusted): Good God! 

Hetty (sweetly): Very clever, Brenda 

Haycraft: And then we’U go straight on, Hetty. I thought of 
it at breakfast this morning. It just gives a little touch of suspense, 
doesn’t it? 

Hetty: Oh— yes — beautiful touch. I’ll mark it in my script. 
(Does so.) 

Enter hurriedly Tristan Sprott, a fantastic youngish man, 
carrying telephone with very long lead and plug. He is followed by 
Moya Gronova, very dark, intense, foreign, with her music MS. 
He stops abruptly. 

Tristan (with great energy and decision): Good morning, play- 
mates! Edna, get me Lovedale 4289. 
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Gives telephone to Edna. 

They reply “Good morning, Mr. Sprott," or “Tristan.'* He 
sits at desk centre. 

Moya: But — Mr. Sprott, please, please! I know this music is 
wrong. There is some mistake in the copying — or something 

Tristan: Tell that to Tony Winter. 

Moya (m despair)'. But he’s not here — ^he’s gone to London. 

Tristan: London! That reminds me. Has that effects boy from 
London arrived yet? 

Edna: No, not yet. 

Brenda: Could I do some effects? (Slight move down.) 

Tristan: The only effect I want from you, Brenda, is that of a 
dead silence. 

Moya: But I know this music is wrong — and Tony Winter is away 
— and to-night we go on the air with it — so? 

Tristan : We’ll see what it sounds like at rehearsal. Go and chew 
it over at the piano — but quietlj', quietly, we’re very busy. Has an 
old man with a serpent arrived? 

Hetty: What! 


Tristan : It isn’t that kind of serpent. 

Hetty: What kind of a serpent is it then? 

Tristan: It’s a musical instrument. You blow them. My Down 
Here in Barset’’ programme to-night will be umque, and the talk of 
all the tap-rooms. It may initiate a great national movement back 
to the land. (noticing Paula’s desk) is this mine? (Opens 

drawer and picks out pair of stockings.) Oh no, it’s Paula s. Oh dear, 
oh dear ! Does this mean she’s going to sit here all day watching us 

rehearse? That’ll be too delicious. 


Edna (at telephone)’. Lovedale 4289. 

Tristan: Thank you very much. (As he goes to telephone) I 
knew when I woke this morning and remembered who and 

where I was that this was going to be a most pecuhar ^y. (He Im 

Tristan Sprotfs the name-yes. E B.C. Now 

^d-dkughL-s bringing him, is she? Daisy ^et Oh yes, of 

sh^s in my east too. . . . You’re sore they ve left? 


Enter Dorothy, 

Dorothy (pW/y): Commander Copley wants to speak to you alL 


Tristan: What did you say? 
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Dorothy 


Mill 


talk 


Trbtan: Don't be silly. (Back at lelepho^) No nM 

. . « oKmit thft nther three rustics? . • • ^ 


1 to 
like 


reave & five? Coining in by car. are they? Well, teu me 

come straight here and ask for me. I’ll have to rehea^ th 

finy. We’re on the air at eight-fifteen. M right, I “ ly 

to get ’em off clean and sober-and of course I m desperately 

obliged. Good-bye. 

Rises, crosses up left, drops receiver on to Bob’s lap. 

Enter Job up right to control cabin. 

Moya {at piano)-. Now, Mr. Sprott, Usten-p/eoie-and you will 

see what I mean 

She plays a rather discordant phrase or two. 

Tristan downstage end of piano. 

Tristan: No, that can’t be right. I rather like that. 

Picks up glass with rose in it and takes it to sofa and sits. 
Moya: But can it possibly be music for this so sweet rural pro- 
gramme “Down Here in Barset’’? 

Tristan: No, Moya. Someone has blundered. Just put back the 

sugar into it, will you. 

Bob replaces receiver and sits box. 

Job {suddenly turning, loudly): Pure escapism, that’s what I call it 

Tristan: Now, Joe, not so rugged, please. Besides you’ve noi 
seen Matthew Punnet yet and heard his serpent. 

Commander Copley enters. He is a solemn but professionall) 
^'hearty” type. 

All: Good morning. Commander. 

Tristan: Now let’s have it straight from the shoulder. 

Copley: You’re all here, aren’t you? 

Dorothy: Miss Leeds isn’t here yet. 

Copley: Oh— isn’t she? Well— er— that doesn’t matter, really 


Tristan : And no effects boy yet either. 

Picks pencil off centre desk. 

Copley: They’ve definitely sent one down. He’ll be here any 
minute now. {Looks round importantly.) Look here. I’ve had a memo 
fi-om Radio House — ^it’s a circular thing, asking all us regional 
directors to give you all a bit of a jaw 

Tristan {solemnly) : Not really a straight-from-the-shoulder. 

Copley: That’s about it, Tristan. Now I don’t mind telling you 
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all that I’m going to say to them at Radio House that, so far as this 
Barset regional station’s conc^ned, no such talk from me or anybody 
else is necessary. I know you’re trying to pull together. We’ve got 
our jobs to do, and a pretty important job it is too when you 

of the number of decent i)eople who are regular listeners 
days 

Haycraft {seriomlyy. Hear, hear! 

Tristan: Hear, hear! 

Copley : There’s been a tendency lately at Radio House to regard 
this particular regional studio of ours — ^perhaps because it’s one of 
the smallest and furthest fi’om London — to regard it, I say, as a 
kind of . . . (hesitates.) 

Tristan: Chain gang for the hard cases. 

Copley: Well, not quite that — ^Tristan exaggerates, as usual — ^but 
perhaps rather on those lines. And what semns to some of us here 
in Barset a pretty bad show 

Haycraft: Definitely. It’s aU wrong. 

Tristan: Oh — ^rotten bad show, chaps! 

Copley: But as for making any appeals for your loyal co-opera- 
tion and — er — asking you to play the game, I’m not going to do it 
— ^for the simple reason that I know jolly well that here in Barset it 
simply isn’t necessary. We all know how to work together — and to 
play together. As I’ve said before — (karting on desk 

But the entrance o/Paula Leeds suddenly dries him up. She is 
an attractive, carelessly dressed girl, with a sardonic manner. 

Paula (going up right)'. Good morning. (She notices her desk — 
and stops.) Sorry to interrupt the prize-giving — ^but isn’t this my desk? 

Copley: The workmen are in your oflSce for a day or two. 


Paula (sitting down): So I’m practically out in the street. 

Tristan: And shortly you’ll be in the middle of my rehearsal. 

Paula (sitting centre desk): I thought of that too. 

Copley (to Paula and Tristan): By the way, I forgot to say that 
another producer is arriving fi’om London this morning. 

Paula (staggered): What — another producer? 

Tristan: Perhaps he’s going to relieve you or me, Paula. Who 
is it? 

Copley: I don’t know— and— between ourselves— I thi^ me 
whole thing rather preposterous. I’ve had a chit saying this feto 
—whoever he is— arrives to-day. He’s wntien— Demanding a Qwet 


Office. 

Tristan 
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Paula: He’U be lucky if he gets a chair. 

Copley: Also, he wants a full-time secretary, preferably Dorothy 
Limple 

Dorothy {interested)'. You didn’t tell me that. 

Copley: Oh, he isn’t going to claim you^on’t \vo^. And then 
he asks for specially recorded rehearsals with playbacks 

Paula: Local auditions, I’ll bet. 

Bob: And a full symphony orchestra. 

Copley: All that sort of thing. Really, it’s pretty steep. We’re 
quite capable of producing anything that’s required of us here, with- 
out all this nonsense. 

Tristan {with mock solemnity)'. Of course w'e are. 

Copley: I shall send him a stiff note a rouser. 

Tristan: Who, Rudolph? 

Copley: Yes, Rudolph. Well — that s all — eveiybody, and thank 
you. 

Tristan: He’s going to send Rudolph a rude one, a rouser. 

Copley goes out, followed by Dorothy. 

Paula (with irony): Rudolph — Rudolph? Now where have I 
heard that name before? 

Tristan {in the same vein): Rudolph Persimmon, dear. He s the 
director of our Drama Department— your director— my director- 
have you forgotten— is it all so long ago, dear? 

Paula {in faint, far-away tone): I’ve been so long here in Barset. 
And he never comes here, does he? 

Tristan: Great heaven’s, girl, no! He once borrowed a fur coat 
and an interpreter and spent half a day in Manchester. {Sits sofa.) 
By the way. I’ve discovered the most fabulous ancient — straight out 
of Hardy— who plays the serpent. I’m practically building to-night’s 
programme round that serpent. 

Paula: And rehearsing him first here? 

Tristan: Of course. 

Paula: Tristan, no good’ll come of this. 

Tristan: Why not? 

Paula: You’re too enthusiastic. Every time you’re enthusiastic 
something happens. 

Tristan: But if I’m not enthusiastic, then nothing happens. And 
we’re not quite Civil Servants, even yet. 

Haycraft: Tristan, there are several questions I’d like to ask 
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Moya {suddenly starting up from piano) ; Mr. Sprott— what shall I 
do about this music — I 

Tristan {with decisiori): Now listen — ^Bob — Hetty — all of you 

get your scripts. 1 11 want you too, Brenda. Just as yourself, y’know 
— no impersonations. 

Bob: But where are we going, old boy? 

Tristan: Along to the little talks studio. 

Brenda; The workmen are in there too, Mr. Sprott. 

Tristan: Then they must clear out for half an hour. 

Moya: But there’s no piano in there. 

Tristan; You can mark your cues, and we’ll have a proper run 
through in here later this morning. Come on, chaps— play the gamp 
for old Barset 

As he shepherds them through the door Paula calls him back. 
Paula: Tristan, just a mimrte. 

Tristan: Yes, blossom? 

Paula: There isn’t room here for another producer. So they must 

be relieving one of us. Um? 

Tristan: If one of us can go back to London — then it has to be 
you. I’ve always known that. 

Paula: I was going to say it could be you. 

Tristan: You’d let me go? But why, duckie? You know you 
loathe it here. 

Paula: Yes, but you stUl believe in broadcasting. I don’t think 
I do. So I might as well be here as anywhere else. Besides 

Dorothy enters with memos. 

Tristan; Sh! Admiralty Intelligence approaching. 

Dorothy gives one memo to Tristan, then puts another on 
Paula’s desk. Tristan begins reading his, while Paula ignores 

hers and looks across at JOE. 

Paula: Good morning, Joe. I didn’t notice you. 

Joe: Morning, Miss Leeds. Sorry I couldn’t manage a desk phone 
for you, but it ’ud be more bother than it would be worth. 

Paula : It doesn’t matter, thanks, Joe. I’m hardly ever rung up. 
I don’t think anybody except my mother and the administration 
department knows I’m here. 

Tristan {picks up memo from desk)'. Joe, very interesting internal 
memo here. Just pay attention. {Reads) “In future, acting assist^t 
directors bracket impaid bracket will ^ diflFerentiated from acting 
assistant directors by being designed as quotation mark A stroke A 
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quotaUon mark, .he A sttoke A witou. quo.a..on marks bemg 

reserved for acting assistant directors. See. 

Joe {cautiously): No, I don’t quite foUow that. Mr. Sprott. 

TRISTAN {going): Never mind, it ^ves one a Uft, so to speak- 
one through the morning, doesn t it? 

Exit Tristan. 

Joe crosses to Paula ot desk, ^ 

Joe {with great solemnity): If you want my opinion Miss Leeos- 
it’s this. Juft as there’s too much escapism about a lot of our pro- 
grammes, there’s a bit too much red tape in the admimstration. 

Paula: I think you’ve got something there, Joe. I’d work on it. 

Nods, smiles, to dismiss him. 

He goes out. Edna now picks up the bulky MS. 

Edna: What about this ? You said you’d send it back this morning. 

Paula {looking at it with distaste): Oh— dear— yes. The Fall of 
Jerusalem, a radio play by the Reverend A. S. Humphrey Harborough. 

I know his niece. This is what you get for knowing clerg>men s 

nieces. {Moving to sofa) All right. 

Edna rises. 

{Dictating.) “Dear Mr. Harborough ’’ or is it Dr. Harborough? 

“Thank you for letting me see your Fall of Jerusalem. I am afraid 

I must return it as unfortunately it would take about two hours and 
a half to perform, needs about fill)' actors, a fuU chorus and orchestra, 
and would cost several thousand pounds to produce, and therefore 
it is rather too ambitious for our present scale of production. You 
could, of course, send it to our director of drama at Radio House, 
Mr. Rudolph Persimmon, but I’m afraid he has not recovered yet 
from the Fall of Old Vienna as you may have noticed from his pro- 
grammes — 

Edna giggles. 

“No, you’d better leave that out. Stop after Persimmon. “I hope 
Eileen is well. It’s a long time since I heard from her. Yours sin- 
cerely.” And make a nice parcel of it, Edna. 

Edna : I’ll be awfully glad to see the last of it. 

Paula: And ask about the copyright on those four items. 

As she hands over the paper, Dorothy enters and without speak- 
ing or smiling, rather haughtily, deposits a memo on the desk. Exit. 

Well, what’s the latest from the quarter-deck? {Reads.) “It has been 
recently brought to my notice that certain members of the senior 
staff have lately neglected to leave telephone numbers w'hich would 
find the m when off duty and away from their normal base. I should 
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also like to remind them that office hours must be more strictfy 
observed,’ ’ My Gtod, what cheek ! I thou^t it was some little wreath 
of poison ivy by the way that girl handed it out. I’m sorry— but I 
don’t like oxir Commander’s new secretary. I hoi)e she’s not a bosom 
friend of yours by this time, Edna? 

Edna: No, I think she’s too jolly conceited. I wouldn’t mind 
if it were just because she’s so attractive to look at — and she is, you 
know 

Paula: Oh yes, a terrific charmer. 

Edna: Well, I wouldn’t mind that, but she’s so pleased with her- 
self because she’s had two years in Radio House. 

Paula: I’ve had ten years of it in London, and I — ^but — perhaps 
I’m as bad. Oh dear! 

Edna: Oh — no — ^it’s different for you. 

Paula (crossing to desk) : Thank you, Edna. Always a comforting 
phrase that — different for us. I don’t believe it, but I like it. (Sits desk^ 

Edna (rises)'. I’ll get these things done upstairs — shall I? 

Paula; Do. 

Edna goes out. Paula works quietly for a few moments. 

The next time she looks up it is because Martin Bradburn has 
entered. He is an attractive., serious, enthusiastic, untidy fellow in 
his early thirties. He marches in, then stops short as he notices 
Paula. 

Martin (obviously dismayed): Good lord! 

Paula (with hint of rebuke): Good morning! 

Martin (with suggestion of apology): Oh — ^good morning! 

Paula (latching): Oh— good lord! (Swings round.) 

Martin: I didn’t know you were here. 

Paula: They ought to have warned you. 

Martin: Why ought they to have warned me? 

Paula: I don’t know, but you seemed pretty taken aback. As if 
theie’d once been something rather desperate between us. H there 
was, it simply escaped my memoiy, that’s alL Perhaps it s living ui 

the country. 

Martin (rather corfusediy) : No, of course not. Stupid of me to 
give you that impression. The fact is, I never went to bed last mght 

— what with one thing and another. 

Paula: I see. WeU, we did have rather a row about that series 
we did together— when was it— two years ago? I gathered then you 

weren’t exactly mad on me. 
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Martin: Well, you gave me to unaerstauu * 

wasn’t exactly your favourite coUeague either. You ended by callmg 

me a conceited ape. 

Paula: But that was after you’d called me a viperous virgin. 

Martin: Did I? We did have a stinldng row, didn’t we? {Sits 
and looks pleasantly at her.) But-you know-there was somethmg 
about you that brought out the worst in me. 

Paula: I know what you mean. It’s practically hate at first sight. 
You seem rather more human down here, but I expect that’ll soon 
wear off. You’re not, by any chance, the producer we’re expecting— 
a quiet office, full-time secretary, recorded rehearsals, symphony 

orchestras ? 

Martin: All right, all right, I catch the note of sarcasm. But 
naturaUy I asked for a few reasonable conditions when I said I vunted 

to come down here 

Paula: Wait a minute! You asked to come down here? 

Martin: Yes, of course. They didn’t want to let me go— Rudolph 
was piling the programmes on me in town — but I insisted 

Paula: You’re not wearing a hair shirt as well, are you? 
Martin: You’ve got it all wrong. {Rises, obviously embarrassed^) 
Actually this is all the wildest piece of self-indulgence. 

Paula: Are you sure you’ve come to the right region? This is 
Barset, you know— B for boring, A for awful, R for rural, S for 
stupid 

Martin {breaking in): I wish you wouldn’t be facetious all the 
time. I remember how it annoyed me before. Must be a complex 
or somethmg. 

Paula {quietly): It happens to be shyness. 

Martin {surprised) : Good lord ! 

Paula: We’re not going to begin that again, are we? 

Martin: Sorry! I was genuinely surprised. 

Paula {rises and crosses to front of desk): I hate to say it, but — 
you’ve been doing some lovely work, you know. I thought that liner 
programme was beautifully produced. 

Martin: Oh — ^you heard that one, did you? But, you see, produc- 
ing — in the theatre — is really my job. 

Paula: I know. But what made you insist upon doing a pro- 
gramme down here? 

Martin Because I’m mad — I — {checks himself^ 

Paula: Well? 
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Martin: Dorothy Limple is here, isn’t she? 

Paula: Yes. Oh! — see. 

Martin: Yes, Tm as mad as that. (Rises and crosses to door and 
back to Paula.) What’s she doing here? 

Paula: She’s secretaiy to our director. Commander Copley. 

Martin: Don’t know him. What’s he Uke? 

Paula: Oh — just a strong silent man from the blue water. No 
interest in drama, music, entertainment, talks — and probably hates 
broadcasting. 

Martin (grinning)'. I’ll bet he hates you. 

Paula: He does. And wonders why I was wished on him, 
Martin: Why were you? 

Paula: I was too impertinent. At the programme meetings, when 
we discussed everything, but always got back to the last waltz in 
Old Wien, our romantic Rudolph never quite liked the look in my 
eye. So they said “Barset for you, my girl.” And wait until you’ve 
had a few weeks down here. Love may find a way — and all that — 

but 

Martin: I’m not sure I’d call it love exactly 

Paula : Well, you’ll have plenty of time to settle all that, Bradbum. 
Hadn’t you better report to the quarter-deck? (Moving to desk and 

pushing him.) 

Martin (gloomily) : Suppose I had. Where is the Admiral, Leeds ? 

Paula: Through that door. (Sits.) 

As he turns towards door Dorothy comes through, and then 
stops in surprise at seeing him. 

Martin: Dorothy! 

Dorothy: Martin! (Stops by Haycraft’s desk^ Oh this is 
ridiculous. I wondered if it was going to be you. 

Martin (going to her): I want to explain 

Dorothy: There’s nothing to explain. 

Martin: Of course there is. 

Dorothy: There isn’/. And you’d no r/gAr to come here— it makes 

me — Oh — it’s so stupid. Please. 

Brushes past him. He follows her. 

Martin: But Dorothy! 

She goes out and he foHows her. Paula with a shrug, tunu to 
her work again. Percy enters and collides with Martin, Hc k 
an imperturbable Cockney youth, and talks American slang with a 
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utudon accent. He taps Pauia on shoulder. Paula 

recognises him. 

Pbrcv: R 


ni^H 


Paula: Of course I do, rcrcy. now 

Percy: Fine and dandy. 

Paula: I’m fine but I’m not dandy. 

Percy: Remember the bother we ’ad with them French RevoluUon 

Yes. Percy. I don’t know how I’d have made the French 
Revolution without you. 

Percy: What’s it like ’ere. Miss Leeds? 

Paula: I don’t think you’ll enjoy it much. 

Percy: No. Country, isn t it? 

Pauia: Yes. there’s quite a lot of country round here. Percy, you 
know, fields and cows and sheep and so on. 

Percy: I thought so. Worse than Bristol. 

Pauia : Oh, much worse than Bristol. 

Percy: Too slow for me. I like to step out and go pto. {Sees 
the piano.) ’&e, would you mind if I played a bit of dut . 

Paula: No, go ahead, Percy, and express yourself. 

He dashes over to the piano and plays some swing music in a 
fine slapdash style. He is interrupted by Gronova, who rushes m. 

Qronova: No, no, please, please! 

Percy: Please what? 


Gronova: Please stop this horrible playing 
Percy: Don’t you like swing? 

Gronova: No, it is terrible! 

Percy: Oh, classical pianist, eh? 

Gronova: Yes, a musician — and to-day is very di 
I all kinds of trouble with the programme. 

Percy: Listen, sister, you can’t tell me anything 


with programmes 

Gronova: Then you will understand — and excuse me 

Percy: Sure, I’ll excuse you ’Ere, can you play Bach? {He 

pronounces it — Batch.) 

Gronova (all smiles): Bach! Yes, for years I have played Bach, 
you like him, eh? 

Percy: I think he’s a piece of cheese! 
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Tristan enters down right hastily. He has his coat off now, and 
looks very wild. 

Tristan {right up to Percy): Where is that effects boy? {Sees 
Percy.) Ah — {and peers at Percy) — there you are! I couldn’t be 
more relieved. I suddenly thought I must have imagined you, after 
you just popped in and out like that. 

Percy: You wouldn’t need a bit of good swing in this programme 
of yours, would you, Mr. Sprott? 

Tristan: I would, but the programme wouldn’t. It’s all rural, 
y’know. Dainty old-world. Dear old rustic Barsetshire. What I do 
want is a reaper, and cider gurgling down, and the sound of darts 
and shove-ha’penny at the old Brown Cow. 

Percy {complacently): I’ve done plenty of them. 

Tristan: I’ll show you a script. Come on. 

He goes out. 

Percy {as he goes, to Paula): Looks like he’s out on a limb, Mr. 
Sprott. I like your style better. Miss Leeds. You’ve a poker face. 

Goes out. 

Paula: And bless his little heart, I say. {Looks at Gronova, who 
has sat down, and plays a few notes — distressed.) What’s the matter, 
Moya? 

Gronova: Everything. {Rises.) It is one of those days, my dear. 
When life is altogether too much. Not large and simple and beautiftil 
— it is then we are happy. But small, petty, and yet — terrible. {Sits.) 
Like that awful sweeng. {Rises, crosses to her.) Yes, this sweeng — 
it expresses this small but terrible life we live. Yet life could so easily 
be large and simple and beautiful 

Paula: No Chekhov, Moya, please! I don’t like Chekhov in the 
morning. 

Gronova {back to her and leans over desk): You pretend to be 
hard, Paula my darling, just to protect your real self — ^your lovely 
tender inner self. 

Paula : There might be something in that, but don’t start working 
on it. 

Gronova : If I were a man, my dear, I would make love to you 
— just to be able to pull aside that mask. I think I must take an 
aspirin. Have you one, please? 

Crosses and sits settee right. 

Paula: Not here. {Rises.) Edna will have some. She lives on 
them in a quiet, ladylike way. 

Paula goes to telephone. 
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Miss Darlington, please! ... Oh Edna, have you any aspirin? . . . 
WeU, pop one in water and bring it here for Moya. Perhaps > ou d 

better make it two. 

As she turns a^^■ay from the telephone, Dorothy enters a pace or 
two in front of Martin, who is still arguing with her. Dorothy 

makes straight for the other door. 

Martin (jmrsuing) : What’s the good of telling me it’s undignified ? 
It’s more than that— it's damned fatuous. But we ve got to have it 

out — we can’t go on like this. 


and i 
t and 


him 


Paula {rather grimly)', I did. (oi/5 on soja.) 

Gronova: He must be crrr-azy about her. That’s how I like to 
see a man behave. {Sits left Paula.) 

Paula: Well, I don’t. I take his word for it— it’s not only un- 
dignified but damned fatuous. And even if it wasn’t, she isn’t worth 
it. She’s been making great eyes at Copley ever since she arrived here. 

Gronova: He is attractive to some types. To me— no. 


Paula: To me — no, too. 

Enter Edna with glass, and memos, etc.-, she gives the glass to 
Gronova, then gives memos to Pauxa. 

Gronova: Thank you very much, my dear. {Begins to drink.) 

Edna sits at her desk. 

Paula {looking at memos): Here’s neve's. {Reads.) “In succession 
to Brigadier Townson, Sir Reginald Runton, formerly assistant 
secretary to the Board of Fisheries, has now been appointed deputy- 
assistant director-general of the English Broadcasting Company. 
Isn’t that nice? I don’t think we’ve had anybody from the Fisheries 
before. I wonder if he’ll notice any difference. {Looks at Gronova, 
who is staring at her.) What’s the matter? Do you know Sir Thin- 
gumty Thing — Sir Reginald Runton? 

Gronova {with dramatic air): That is what I am asking myself. 

Paula: And what are you going to reply to yourself? 

Gronova {to Edna): This Runton — it is not a common name, 
is it? 


Edna: No, it isn’t. 

Gronova {to Paula): How strange it would be if it were him— 
my first delicious romance. I think I’ve told you something of it 
before. 
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Palta : I only remember the one who locked you up in his castle 
in the Dolomites. He couldn't have ended up at the Board of Fisheries, 
could he? 

Gronova; No, of course not. He was Austrian, of course. But 
this first one of all — when I was a girl at the Brussels Conservatoire 
—he was a young Englishman — and we were madly in love and ran 
away to the .Ardennes — it was in June — a lovely June 

Edna; But was his name Runton? 

Gronova (rises and crosses to Edna) ; Yes — and he had enchanting 
blue eyes — and a melting voice. . . . 

Pacl-A.: It must have been a lovelv June that vear. But ^’.'as he 
Reginald? Did you call him your Reggie? 

Gronova; That I can't remember. You see — he asked me to call 
him by the name he was krio\sTi by at school and college — Topsy. 

Palxa; Good lord! 

Gronova (dreofyiily)-. He had beautiful fair curling hair ... but 
he was jealous of my music. There was a terrible scene— oh terrrr-iblel 
No, no, it couldn't possibly be the same one. I’m stupid to-day. 
Vvliy am I so stupid to-day? Why is life Like that? (Sits settee right.) 

P.\i.xa; Finish your aspirin, Moya, and never mind about hfe. 
(Looks at a letter.) Edna — (round to desk and sits) — tell London I 
never had those sea-shanty recordings here. TeU them I never touch 
a sea-shanty — or a negro spiritual — or any of that gorgeous madden- 
ing Tzigane stuff, either. 

Edna (taking Gronon'a's glass): All right. (Rises.) Will you sign 
the letter returning the script? 

P.ALXA does. H.AYCR.A.FT enters mopping his brow delicately. 

Edna goes out up right. Gronova gets up. 

H-WCRAFT (going to his desk): I don t see how Tristan can do anj- 
thina about his programme until all those local people turn up. 

Gronov.\ (tragically): I have a feehng they ’s\‘ill not turn up. 

Haycr-\ft; WTiy shouldn’t they? They always do. 

Gronov\ (moving down to door down right): I don t know. But 
I have a feehng they won’t. (To door.) So everything will be abso- 
lutely chaos. 

Goes out. 

(soletymly): It’s chaos at the moment all right. .And I m 

afraid our Children’s Hour programme isn’t very' much better. It s 
absurd when we onlv get it once a fortnight that wc can t orgamse 
the thing better than this. You know— (down to Palxa)— Paula, 1 

like doina the Children's Hour. 
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Paula (turns to him): I know you do, Fairfax. 

Haycraft: It’s all very well for some of you people to scoff 

Paula (who isn't): I’m not scofiBng. 

Haycraft (very much himself): But it’s the only thing I r^liy 
enjoy doing nowadays. Do you remember that little series I did— 
Friends in Twilight? Just a few records and readings of selected 
passages suitable for a friendly twilit hour. They were an enormous 
success. A wealthy widow in Torquay wrote asking me to name my 

own terms 

Paula: What to do? 

Haycraft: Oh just to go and do some more Friends in Twilight 
readings for her. I had to refuse, of course. 

Paula: Why? 

Haycraft: Oh — ^well — (sits at his desk laughing.) 

Enter Copley and Martin. They cross to downstage left. 

Copley (confidentially): Now look here, Bradbum, I don’t quite 
understand why you’ve been sent down here, but of course I’ll do 
what I can to give you everything you want. But you must under- 
stand, my dear chap, that Miss Limple’s now my secretary — a very 
responsible job — and so you can’t possibly commandeer her services. 
So why go on worrying her? 

They stop on their return walk. 

Martin: I’m not after her services. 

Copley: I understood you were. 

Marten: I’m not worrying her, as you call it, about that, but 
about some personal matter. You see, I saw a great deal of her in 
London. 

Copley: Oh — did you? She didn’t tell me that. 

Martin: There are probably a lot of things she doesn’t tcU you. 

Copley (after pause, coldly): Well? 

Martin (irritably): Well what? 

Copley: Is that all you’ve got to say? 

Martin; What do you want — the story of my life? 

Copley: I think I’m right in saying— you’re not engaged to Miss 
Limple — or anything of that kind? 

Martin; What’s anything of that kind? But if you must know, I 
was infatuated with the girl for months— still am, apparently, or 
I shouldn’t be here — and God knows why I am hen 

Moves up and sits on piano stool. 
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Enter Daisy Punnet, a girl about twenty ^ with round red cheeks^ 
round staring eyes, and a startling loud voice, which she never 
modulates, and a Barsetshire accent. She comes plump in, then 
stands and looks about her. The others stare at her in surprise. 

Daisy; Is my grand-dad here? 


Copley 


I say 


this? 


Daby: I brought ’im to the door an’ said, “Look grand-dad, you 
ay ’ere a minute while I go across to that shop for a meat pasty 
r your lunch,” an’ now I can’t find ’im anywhere. 

Copley: But — ^look here — this is an E.B.C. studio, y’know. 


missie 

Daisy: I know it is, mister. That’s why we’re ’ere. 

Haycraft (rises and comes down to her right): Oh — you’re in 
Mr. Sprott’s programme, are you? 

Daisy (going closer) : That’s it. Oh— I say— I know your voice. 

Haycraft (pleased): Do you? 

Daisy: Course I do. ’Eard it ever since I can remember. Aren t 
you the annoimcer, Farfax Haycraft? 

Haycraft: Well — ye& — I am. 

Daisy (giving bag to Copley and producit^ autograph book): Give 
me your autograph, please. It’s not for us, but for my cousm Ethel— 
but I know she’d like yours. he signs the book.) I U bet my 
grand-dad’s wandering round ’ere somewhere. (Takes bag from 

Copley.) He’s getting a bit — ^y’know 

Martin moves down to arm of settee. 

—soft, though he’U be a good turn in your programme if you aU 
keep right side of ’im. But y’ave to watch him. 

Haycraft (the charmer) : Let’s see if we can find him, shall we? 
He escorts her throi^h door. 

COPLEY (moying Joym left, confidenltally to Martim): You were 
^^^TIN (chwn to right ofCo^LN): Oh lord!-I don’t ^w what 

I w^sf r can;. /o„ 

for weeks — ever smce we had tnat row. &• 

rve found DoroUiy an e«remely intetUgen. girl. 

But we’re not here to discuss her. 

Martin: We’re not here to discuss anything. 

They pace across and up to door then down again. 
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Copley; Yes, we are, Bradburn. Now look here, my dear chap, 

I can see you’re a bit nervy and all that — know how you fellas get • 
with aU this theatrical stuff you have to deal with. I’m not going to 
lecture you. Not my style. And your personal affairs have nothing 
to do with me, of course. But I’m here to run this studio— 

Copley stops near desk — Martin is left of him. 

to see that everybody pulls their weight and is happy about it and 
all that, and I simply can’t have anybody barging in and upsetting 

everybody 

Enter Brenda down right. 

Brenda {loudly and cheerfully^: Anybody seen a stop-watch? 

Copley {turning): Never mind about the stop-watch for the 
moment, Brenda. This is Mr. Martin Bradburn. Until Hilda comes 
back from her holidays or they send us somebody else, you’d better 
act as Mr. Bradbum’s secretary. 

Brenda: What! With Mr. Sprott and Mr. Haycraft on my hands 
already! 

Copley: You’ll find Brenda very quick and clever, Bradburn. 
She’s good at — er impersonations too, aren’t you, Brenda? There now ! 

Hurries out, leaving Martin and Brenda staring at each other, 
and Paula watching, amused. 

Brenda {wistfully): You wouldn’t like to hear one of my im- 
personations, would you, Mr. Bradburn? 

Martin: Good God! He really meant it then. 

Moves up to Haycraft’s desk. 

Brenda {in front of settee, firmly,’) : Beatrice Lillie. 

Martin sits on desk and stares at her in horror. Brenda begins 
a quite unconvincing imitation of Beatrice Lillie. Paula, taking a 
stop-watch from her drawer, now takes charge. 

Paula {below desk to Brenda): That’ll do, Brenda. We’re just 
not receptive this morning. But here’s the stop-watch. I’ll never see 
it again but it’s probably worth it. Now run. 

Brenda takes it and hurries out. Paula sits left of sofa. Looks 
at him. 

Martin {groaning, sits edge of desk): I think I’m going mad. 
Beatrice Lilhe and grand-dad and that man Copley — my dear chap! 
And I can’t get a glimmer of sense out of Dorothy and until I do 
I don’t know where I am. Why did I come here? 

Paula: Don’t ask me, Bradburn. 

Martin: All right, Leeds. If you v^anted your revenge, take a 
good look at me now. 
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I’m not the vindictive kind, strange as it may seem. 


Mill 


lit 


here. 


ill 


Paula: I’m not i 
Marun: Is Copley like that 
Paula: Practically all the time. 

Martin: Good lord! 

Paula: Also, he’s considered rathCT a charmer 
Martin: Brenda? 

Paula: I don’t know about poor Brenda. But there are — others 
Martin {sits on settee)'. No, I don’t believe it. And don t tell mi 
you aren’t vindictive, Leeds. _ 

Paula: I’m not. Before,! always thought you clever— but ins 
able. Now I see you’re not so clever — ^but almost sufferable. 

Enter Dorothy. Paula sees her. Martin rises. 

And this is where I go up to my own office, even if I have to fi^ 
my way in through workmen. And ^Dorothy 

Dorothy: Well? 

Paula (as she goes out) : Have a heart. 

Goes. ^ 

Martin (moving across): Listen, Dorothy, if you won t come 

out- — ■ — J 

Dorothy: How can I? I’m the studio director’s secretary and 

I’ve lots to do and r 

Martin: All right, if you can’t, you can’t. But then, for God 

sake, let’s talk here for a minute. 

noROTHY: Can’t you wait? 

what you said thi last toe we sa^h oth« tn I^^dou . 

DOROIMY (comes to front ofdosk^ ^st^ 
of things. And 

toS aw t #XS"Sry?« w 

Though God knows what you do 

Behind settee to mike 


And 


were 


and goes towards mikes, etc. Martin sees Urn 
Oh — for the love of Pete! 

Dorothy: Sh! Sometimes I think I simply don 

Martin (in tense whisper) . bomenmei ± 

vou as a real person at all. 
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Dorothy {also in tense whisper): I shouldn’t be surprised at that 
either. 

Martin: It might be just a kind of image I fell in love with. I tell 
myself 

Job {shouting at mike): How’s this, Fred? Give me two buzzes if 
it’s okay. 

Only one buzz comes. 

Martin {trying again): I say, I tell myself it’s just a beautiful image, 
planted in my imagination and not a real girl, a person 

Job {as before): Well, give me some more juice, Fred. Now listen 
— Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Wednesday, Thursday — the boy 
stood on the burning deck — is that better? 

Two buzzes. 

Okay, Fred, I’m coming up. 

On his way out passes the other two below him and smiles at them 
cheerfully not noticing their tenseness at all. 

Joe: We have to take advantage of these qm'et spells, haven’t we? 

Goes out. 

Dorothy: If you want to know who’s not been real in all this I 
can tell you — it isn’t me, it’s you. 

Martin: What do you mean by that? 

Dorothy: I mean, I got sick and tired of being pulled this way 

and that way, never allow’ed to be just myself, with you always 

arguing and analysing and theorising, until I didn’t know w'here 
I was. 

Sits settee. 

Martin: I’ll bet you know where you are down here all right. 

Dorothy {defiantly): Yes, I do. But just as I’m beginning to settle 
down again, you come here and want to start all over again 

N^tin: It isn’t a question of starting all over again. You left 
me in a hellishly disturbed state of mind— I’ve not been able to work 
properly or think straight— so I came down 

Dorothy: To start all over again, only worse than before. 

Martin (terase/y): I came to discover if I had any meaning for 
you — and if I had any meaning for you 

Loud Voice {from Speaker): What are you saying, Joe? 

Martin {trying to ignore this): Look what happened. I w-as crazv 
about you. I couldn’t ^ 

Voice {from Speaker) : I thought you said you were coming up, Joe. 

Martin {losing his temper) : Oh— shut up ! 
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Dorothy has now turned away and is making rm^ed sounds 
with her shoulders shaking. 

{Turns back to her.) WeU. there’s no need to cry. 

DOROTHY {tumingy. I’m not crying. I’m laughing. 

MARTIN {angrily): I used to have a sense of humour too. 

Dorothy: I never thought you had much. 

sup^IThis'oSTgK — 

mKOTHV (denu^elyy. Commander Copley saya some very amosmg 
things. rki,i_rind heln us! But it serves me right, 

u T'" 

Now listen, Dorothy. One last serious word 

h" 01™. u.,nU«Wb,e. A. 

first he Just comes a step mside. 

PtUct- ’Mamin, mamin’. {Chuckles horribly.) 

hifn in horror. But there is no escape. Now 
Martin stares at him in norror. 

the Ancient comes right in. 

do yon say? iRIses ami cros.es to Pmumr.) 

D^orav- Yes, this is the E.B.C. studio. I 

Pvrrmr {crossiag aad 

" “r 2 p“:.e, u ^ 

DoT^: I think he-s one of the loeal people for Tristan Sprotfs 

programme. haycraft’s desk eighty. And I think I'm going 

Martin (croMM m Haycraft a oeia 

to have a nervous breakdown. Haycraft. 

Daisy rushes at down righ , / > touting): He’s 

DABY (crossing lo 

Hay^: HOW d-you do, Mr. Punnet? 

Stands right of settee. 
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Punnet (pointing to Haycraft, but to Daisy): He be mortal 
image o’ Farmer Bates’ cowman. 

Haycraft: What does he say? 

Daisy (shouting): He says you’re the image of Bates’ cowman. 

Haycraft (making the best of it) : And am I ? 

Daisy: No, he’s younger than you. 

Paula enters up right and goes to her desk, but notices the 
Punnets, etc., with amusement. 

Joe’s Voice (from Speaker): Mr. Sprott down there yet? 

Punnet (rising in alarm) : Be it my tarn to play sarpent already ? 

Daisy: No, sit down and be quiet, grand-dad. 

Haycraft (into mike, with great charm): No, Joe, he’s not here. 
I’ve been looking for him myself. Two of his cast have arrived. 

Joe’s Voice: Okay, I’U wait. 

Punnet (indicating Haycraft): What’s ’e mutterin’ about? 

Daisy (humorously): He’s tellin’ ’um you’re going to ’ave some 
cider with your dinner. 

Martin (to Dorothy): This is Bedlam. Let’s go out and have 
an early lunch. 

Haycraft sits on right arm of settee. 

Dorothy (coldly): No t hanks . 

Martin: But we must talk. 

Dorothy: You mean, you must make a scene. Besides, I’m busy. 
And I happen to be w'orking for somebody I respect. (Turns and 
goes towards door.) 

Martin (following): It’s our last chance, Dorothy. I mean it. 

But she goes out, and he stays this side of door. The others are 
grouped round old Punnet, looking at his serpent. 

Paula looks at Martin. 

Bitter Tristan, PERCY (to effects box) with scripts, etc., 
Gronova (to piano). Bob (right of piano), Hetty (to chair left), 
Brenda (to Haycraft’s desk). Haycraft goes behind settee. 

Tristan sees Martin as he crosses him to door. 

Tristan: Hello, old man. 

Martin: Hello, Tristan. 

Tristan : Excuse me a moment. Now just spread yourselves, 
playmates. What sort of rehearsal this’ll be, with three of the 
local cast still missing, God knows, but we’ll have some sort of 
a run-through. (As the others get into their places, he turns to Paula 
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and Martin.) Paula, for the love of Pete, take him away, and then 
I’ll be rid of you both. It’s not fair, it’s really not fair, you two 

being here. It simply isn’t done. 

Martin : I think I’ll go and drink myself to death. 

Paula: No, you won’t. You’ll come out and have an early 
lunch with me. Only don’t try and eat yourself to death. (Risuig, 

to door.) 

Tristan : That’s the spirit. Off you go. 

Martin : Nice of you. Though I’ll be rotten bad company. 
Paula {as she moves down with fumy. Oh— we’ll work up a cheerful 
little quarrel. 


They go out. 

Tristan: Are you aU ready? I want to try and get some sort 
of timing on the whole thing — and even though those thiw area t 
here. Miss Punnet and grand-dad can get into it a bit-^d we ^ 
work in the music and effects. I won’t go up mto the box yet. Bm 
remember next time it’U be light cues. FiKt Ught for the r^rd, 
Percy. Second Ught for you, Fairfax, for the announcement. Third 

light for you, Moya. 

Daisy {loudlyy What about me and grand-dad? 

Tristan : I’ll send up rockets for you two. No, that’U be all ngW, 

duckie. Watch your script with one eye and keep the other on gran - 

dad. Now then 

Percy starts record. Fades in. 

Are you timing it, Brenda? 

Brenda: Yes, Mr. Sprott. 


Fades out. 

Tristan: Fairfax — announcement. 

HAVCRAFT (in his best n^r): folk- 

present another half-hour of . by Tristan Sprott. Ifs 

lore, in a programme men^have returned from the hayfields 

onen — “Down Here in Barset . 


open — uown ncic - 

Tristan: All right, p^cv makes noise 

Moya begins playing a comtry tune. PERCY mane 

suggesting bottles and glasses, etc. 

Tristan ; Atmosphere, chaps. ^ 
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of this, there is a queer deep note from Punnet’S serpent. Music 
stops, 

(Shrieking.) No, no, no. No serpent yet. The old boy’s not made 
Ws entrance yet. 

Daisy (/ottdTy) : Y’aven’t to start pla>'in’ yet, grand-dad. I’ll tell you 
when. 

Punnet (minteUigibly): Ef oi come ’ere to play sarpent, oi wants 
to play sarpent. 

Tristan: What does he say? 

Daisy: He says if he comes ’ere to play his serpent he want to play 
his serpent. 

Tristan (shouting): Quite right, grand-dad — you’ve got tempera- 
ment — but wait imtil the proper time and then you can blow your 
head off. Start, again everybody. 

More laughter and chatter, as before. 

Bob (in Dorset style ) : ’Nother point o’ coider, Rose. Oi saw your 
young man over boi Jenkins’ twenty-acre. 

Hetty (same style) : He’s no young man o’ moine, Charley Bragg 
isn’t — not since Michaelmas Fair. 

Bob: Didn’t buy ee a pnaper fairing, oi’U be bound. Rose. 

Daisy (in loud, wooden tone, rise and step down): Good evenin’ all! 
Is moi grand-dad ’ere? 

Tristan: No, no, no, duckie. You’re much too soon. 

Punnet (intelligible): But oi be ’ere, girl. 

Daisy: No, grand-dad. It’s what I say in the piece we’re doing. 

Tristan: But you were much too early. And don’t say it like that 
either. Do it more like this. (Very rural but also very bright.) “Good 
evenin’ aU! Is moi grand-dad ’ere?” 

Daisy (exactly as before): Good evenin’ all! Is moi grand-dad ’ere? 

Tristan. Yes, a bit better, duckie. But I’ll have to rehearse you 
later. (Daisy sits^ Now then. Bob, back to your fairing line. 

Bob: Didn’t buy ee a praper fairing, oi’U be bound. Rose. 

Haycraft (surprisingly): Oi ’eard tell on that tew, Garge. 

Hetty: What yew tew ’eard tell on ’at isn’t trew would fill the 
Barsetshire News onny Friday. WTiat’s for yew. Muster Caxton? 

Bob (in different voice, very deep) : Pint of old an’ mild, .Miss Nancy. 

Hetty. Yes, Muster Caxton. (Pour.) Would vew be eivin<» us a 
song to-noight. Muster Caxton? 

^YCR^: We do be expectin’ your old ’ay-makin’ sone to- 
noight. Muster Caxton. 
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Bob (os Garge again) : Oi’ll never forget the first toime oi ever 
’eard that ’ay-makin’ song — dang my buttons! (Much laughter.) 
Woi, look oo’s ’ere! Young Cherry Gooseman. 

Daisy (rise): Good evenin’ all. Is moi grand-dad ’ere? 

Collapse o/ T ristan. 

Bob (as Garge): Naow, yer grand-dad’s not ’ere. 


Hetty (as Rose): An’ that’s where yew be wrong, again, Garge. 
or Gooseman’s ’ere. He’s asleep in the comer there. 

Haycraft: Woi so ’e be. An’ only man in all Barset as can still 
play the ould saipent. 

Daisy: Moi grand-dad was the foinest sarpent player in the whole 
o’ Barset 

Tristan (rises to knees): Not quite so loud, duckie ^but a bit 
brighter. You see, you’re frightfully proud of the fact that your grand- 
dad was the finest serpent player in the whole of Barset. It’s kept 
your family going for the last sixty years. 

Daisy: Me mother won’t let ’im play it. (To old Punnet) ’Eie, 
grand-dad, wake up! Y’ave to play in a minute. 

Tristan: Let’s have it again, duckie. Moi grand-dad 

Punnet (loudly and angrily) : Oi be woide awake naow, girl. Oi 11 
gi'ee a beltin’ cf oi’ve any more o’ your sauce 

Daisy: No, that’s what it says in the piece, grand-dad. 

Punnet starts playing, to the sound of cheers and noises of 
glasses, etc. from Percy. Tristan is beating tone with one W 
and wiping his brow with the other. The curtain comes swiftly 

down on the collapse o/ T ristan. 
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As before. It is now the middle of the afternoon. 

At rise, Percy King is playing some dashing swing, and Brenda 
is standing near, admiring it and him and dancing. They have the 
studio to themselves. This performance is continued until the 
audience has stopped banging down the seats. It is then brought to 
a fine slapdash conclusion. Percy breaks the music with a little 

dance. 

Brenda {coming down centre): I think you’re marvellous. 

Percy {who does too): Well, it’s a gift reelly — {rises ) — only you 
gotta practise as well, see? I nearly got into a programme— jus’ before 
last Christmas it was — only they were frightened of over-runnin’ so 
they cut me out. 

Brenda: I’ll bet you get your chance soon, Percy. 

Percy; I’ll bet I do. {Condescending a little) An’ I’ll bet you do 
too, Alice. 

Brenda {like lightning): Brenda. 

Percy {unembarrassed): Brenda — that’s right. 

Brenda: You an’ your Alices! 

Percy: ’Ere, hand out one of your impersonations. 

Brenda: AU right. Who shall I do? 

Percy: Don’t tell me. Let me guess — see? 

Brenda {doubtfully, coming to front of settee): I’ve never done ’em 
that way before. They never do ’em that way on the stage. They 
always tell you first who it is. 

Percy (comes down and leans on desk): Never mind — let’s try it 
this way. Go on. 

Brenda (changing into somebody not Brenda, but God knows who): 
“Good evening, my darling. You are ray darling still, aren’t you — 
my darling? Tired? No, I could dance the night away. I feel in- 
spired, darling. No, it isn’t champagne — I only had the tiniest sip — 
it’s love and life — life and love ” 

Percy: It s swell. Honestly, I wouldn’t have known it was you. 

If I’d come in at the door when you was doing it, I wouldn’t ’ave 
known it was you. 

Brenda: Yes, but who was it? 

Percy; Jessie Matthews? 
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Brenda {scomfidly ) : No, not a bit like her. {Sits settee^ 

Percy: Gertrude Lawrence? 

Brenda: No, I never seen her. 

Percy: Ginger Rogers? 

Brenda {showing signs of distress now) : No — don’t be silly. How 
could it be Ginger Rogers? 

Telephone. She has to answer it. 

Yes, this is the E.B.C. Who? . . . What emperor? . . . 

She listens bewildered^ but at that moment Commander Copley 
enters down right, followed by Dorothy. 

Copley: What’s this? Anything for me? 

Brenda {putting hand over receiver)'. Yes. It’s somebody com- 
plaining about something. {Up to piano.) 

Copley {he goes and takes telephone from her) : Commander Copley 
here— regional director. ... Oh yes. . . . Certainly, we’re orfy too 
glad to be corrected . . . yes. I’ll pass it on with pleasure, sir. . . . 
I see. . . . Now let me get this straight, sir — Maximilian did not 
assume the title of Emperor Elect until 1508, and not in 1506 — as 
our speaker suggested. . . . Th a nk you. . . . No, I’m much obliged 
and I’ll forward the correction to the proper quarter at once. . . . 

Good afternoon. 

Puts down telephone, and gives Dorothy a whimsical smile. 

Make a note of that, Dorothy, and send it along to Talks at Radio 
House. I haven’t the foggiest what it’s all about. 

Dorothy {admiringly): I don’t know how you’ve the patience. 

Copley {smiling) : That’s one of the things you learn in the Service. 
These things come in jolly useful. And that’s where these chaps 
who’ve had no proper training— these temperamental Johnnies— fall 

down. 

Percy: Gracie Fields? 

Brenda {suddenly furious) : No, you fathead — and I believe you re 
doing it on purpose. 

Percy (staggered): What me? Why, I only 

Brenda {angrily): Oh shut up! 

She hurries out and collides with Bob Dinty. 

Mind where you’re going — clumsy. {She bangs out.) 

Percy: Boy! 

Bob {who is gloomy) : What have you been doing to her? 

Percy: Nothing. She suddenly flares up— — 
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Bob {gloomily): That’s women, my lad. You’re just beginning to 
get a gtopse of it. They get worse as they get older. {He siti dou-n 
heavily in settee.) 

Percy: I’ve seen plenty of it. My Sis 

Bob {cutting in): You’ve seen nothing yet, my lad. Take it from 
me. They get worse as they get older. And it isn’t their insides. 
They’ve got insides like horses. 

Percy; My Sis 

Bob {cutting in): Yes, like horses. Eat and drink anything. 

Percy; Horses can’t eat and drink an)thing. 

Bob: Don’t argue, my lad. I’m in no mood for an argument. 

Enter Fairfax Haycraft, who goes to his desk. 

Percy: What about that Children’s Hour stuff, Mr. Haycraft? 

Haycraft: Have a look in the basement. Joe Cossart might 

remember. 

Percy goes out. Haycraft now notices Bob’s gloom. 

What’s the matter. Bob? Worrying about having two programmes 
to-day? 

Bob: Programmes? Not me. Give me work, old boy, and I’m 
happy. I like work— live for it. Every good actor does. Old Thor- 
bum — ^you remember old Thorbum’s Shakespearean Company? — I 
was with him for five years — well, old Thorbum used to say, “Bob, 
you’re a glutton for work, boy — I’ll say that about you.’’ There’s no 
work here, Fairfax. It’s child’s play to a man who’s been brought up 
in repertory. No, it’s not work but the other thing that’s got me 
down, to-day. 

Haycraft: What other thing? 

Bob: Well, what do you think?— women. 

Haycraft: Oh, I see. 

Bob: You go to your digs hoping for a nice quiet lunch on a busy 
day— and what happens? Hell breaks loose. And why? Only one 
answer — the women. 

Haycraft: What women? Who was there besides Hetty? 

Bob: My wife. 

Haycraft: Oh — ^I say! She turned up then? 

Bob: Yes, she does every month or two, just to see how I’m 
getting on. She knows about Hetty and me, of course, but that 
doesn’t stop her coming. Embarrassing I call it, but nothing seems 
to embarrass women so long as their clothes don’t start falling down. 
If I was married to a man who was living with another woman, 
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would I keep turning up for lunch? Of course I wouldn’t — and 
neither would you, old man. But they do, think nothing of it. And 
you ought to have seen the way they walked into that duck we had, 
both Hetty and the wife. 

Haycrapt: Didn’t they leave any for you to-night? 

Bob; I’ll be lucky if there’s a leg- WeU, the first half of the lunch, 
while they’re wolfing the duck, the wife and Hetty are taking cracks 
at each other all the time — ^you know how women are — ^“My dear, 
you’re looking so tired” — “No he never cared for your acting, did 
he, dear?” — ^like a couple of talking cats roimd that duck- Till I got 
fed up and told ’em I’d like a bit of peace and quiet. That settled 
it. They rounded on me, then, both of ’em at once. I was a fine one 
to talk ! You know. And no delicacy, no tact, old man, about the 
situation at all. Out comes everything, with me to blame all through, 
of course. In the end I simply couldn’t stick it and walked strai^t 
out on the pair of ’em — roimd to the Lion. So — for God’s sake, old 
man, don’t leave Uncle Bob alone with Auntie Hetty this afternoon, 
else your CMdren’s Hour is going to sound like a dog-fight- 

Enter Tristan, looking rather wild, with present in box wrtq)ped 


TTristan: My mother’s just telephoned from Leamington- She’s 
met a theosophical Indian there who remembers her as the favourite 
concubine of a Chinese Emperor who flourished about two-thous^d 
B.c. {Crosses to settee and sits.) No good’ll come of that. Before 
the week’s out he’ll be borrowing his fare to Bombay. 

Bob {to Haycraft); You see. Nothing but trouble with ’em. 

Haycraft {to Tristan): Bob’s had a bad time with his women- 
folk at lunch. 

Tristan {starting to untie parcel) : It’s worse thou^ when they 

the telephone for all their most fantastic and revolting smemen^ 

I thinV the girls at the exchange listen in and then tell all bona-fide 

subscribers. That’s why, wherever I go, I he^ Ae unplea^t somd 

of only half-suppressed giggles. I ought to telephonejnyself to s^^ 

body, but I can’t remember to whom about what. 

and taken out envelope, flowers, scmf.) What ^ 

people do send for presents. {Looks at envelope.) Oh, Fairfax, this 

is for you. 

Haycraft takes present and puts scarf round his neck. 

HAYOwn: I see that Sir Reginald Runton, late of 
of Fisheries, has just been appointed our deputy-assistant dnector 

Stop it, Fairfax. You sound just as if you’re reading 
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the choicest news of the Baldwin Government. You’ll have us all 
in Westminster Abbey in a minute if you’re not careful. That’s 
what wrecked you, Fairfax. You’ve never been able to get West- 
minster Abbey out of your voice. {Rise and move up stairs.) I must 
rehearse those monstrous Punnets some time this afternoon. Then 
there are the other three rural druids to arrive. 

Bob: You know, Tristan old man. I’ve never understood why 
you’re down here doing these rustic Barset programmes. 

Tristan (at top of stairs): For the same reason that Dick Hodge, 
who’s really a farmer, is up in town doing light sophisticated metro- 
politan programmes like “Caf6 Society” and — (down stairs ) — 
“Company at Claridge’s”. If I’d turned up to Radio House covered 
with hayseed and reeking of manure. I’d have been in town yet, eating 
supreme de volaille and drinking Montrachet. 

Enter Edna. 

Oh, Edna, do something for me, will you? 

Edna: Yes, what is it? 

Tristan: That’s the trouble, I can’t remember. Why do I think 
fish comes into it? 

Edna: Do you want some fish? 

Tristan: Good God — ^no! Fairfax was announcing about fish. 
That’s it. Sir Reginald Thing, our new deputy-assistant D.G., was 
discovered in the Board of Fisheries. (Giving string to Fairfax.) 
That’s yours. “Put those mackerel away,” they said, “and try broad- 
casting. Have you ever done any? No? Good! Interested in drama, 
music, entertainment, news, popular talks? No? Splendid! You’re 
just what we want.” Where’s Paula? 

Edna: I don’t know. I came out to see, because a long telegram’s 
just come for her. 


Tristan: Don’t tell me what it’s all about. 

Edna: I’m not going to. 

Tristan: That’s right — ^let me guess. They want her to go to 

Sheffield and produce one of those stark documentaries. Steel! Iron! 
Copper! Lead! Humph? 


Edna: No, it s nothing to do with E.B.C. business. It’s private. 


Tristan (lies on settee): I don’t like all this secrecy, 
life here. 


No private 


Edna: You mustn’t be inquisitive. I can’t tell you any more. 
Enter Gronova, looking very agitated. 

Gronova: a most extraordinary thing has happened to me. I’m 
terribly upset. 
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Bob {rising): This is where I go. {Crossing to door.) 

Gronova : Why do you say that? It has nothing to do with you. 
Why are you so rude? 

Bob : Because I’ve had enough of women being upset for one after- 
noon. I’ll be in the little talks studio, Tristan, if you want me. 

Goes out. Gronova still does her agitated act. Up to piano 
and down to desk. 

Tristan {severely): It would serve you jolly well right, Moya, if 
we just didn’t ask you what was the matter. Let’s not. Now as I 
was saying 

Haycraft {a kindly soul) : No, we want to know what happened. 
Go on, Moya. 

Gronova {dramatically to Fairfax) : It was a voice I overheard. 

Tristan : That’ll do, Moya. We can’t have anybody in our drama 
department being as dramatic as that. 

Gronova ; I had to call at the hair-dresser’s to arrange an appoint- 


ment — 

Edna {interested): Which one? Maison Bums? 

Gronova {to Edna): Maison Binns, yes. Just inside there 
thin partition one side for Ladies, one for Gentlemen 

Tristan: Always a decent arrangement, I think. 

Gronova: I am in the Ladies’ side . . - 


Tristan : Grood ! 

Gronova: . . . making my appointment — ^when I hear a voice. 
I hear it through the partition, from the gentlemen’s side. 
voice, it is refusing a shampoo. “No,” it is saying, no shampoo tiiis 
afternoon, thank you,” it is saying. And at once I know this voice. 
I know it. I know it, I know it. But at once I know it. 

Tristan {with solemn irony ) : Ah ^you knew it, then? 

Gronova : Yes, I am telling you— but at once, I l^ew it. Tim 
voice— it was part of my Ufe. I could hardly wait for the stupid girl 
™ book to rppointmint. I humod to to door^to.. to door. 
Opens it)— to see the man who owned that voice. But there was no 

one. {Closes door.) He had gone. 


Tristan: Oh what a shame! 

Gronova: It is a shame, because I cannot ^emter whose vo^ 

all dav. I zm— haunted— by it. I must go out agam. {Crossing 


towards door.) 
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Haycraft: Don’t be so haunted that you forget you’re helping us 
with the Children’s Hour to-day. 

Gronova; No— of course not— I am always conscientious— my 
work comes first— but I must go out again— 1 feel stifled here 

Goes out. 

Haycraft; She evidently heard somebody she once knew. 

Tristan: Think so, Fairfax? I got that idea too. Edna, I’ve re- 
membered something. Ring up Philip in Manchester— and ask him 
to put those two Irish recordings on the train. 

As Edna is going out, Dorothy alters, with some memos, one 
of which she gives to Tristan before giving the others to Hay- 
CRAFT, and bttsies herself at desk centre. 

What have you brought us this time, Doroth\ ? {Looks at memo and 
reads) “Owing to copyright difficulties, until further notice no use 
must be made in any programme of Hot-pants Hortense. Don’t 
forget that, Fairfax. That’ll cramp your twilight hours a bit. (Calling 

her back as she is going out) Dorothy! (Rises and moves to right.) 

Dorothy (turning): Yes. 

Tristan: Come here, mavourneen. There's something that’s 
worrying me. (As she, rather reluctantly, comes to right of him.) My 
spies are telling me that young Martin Bradbum— as proud and 
high-stepping a cavaher as ever turned the knobs on a producer's 
panel — got himself sent down here to continue to pay his court to 
you, my haughty beauty. (In mock bad actor's voice.) Tell me, girl, 
is’t true? 

Dorothy; Don’t you think you ought to mind your own business? 

Tristan: Good Lord — no! I never heard of such a loathsome idea. 
Come now, tell me and Uncle Fairfax the truth. 

Dorothy (indignantly): Well, if you must know, Martin Brad- 
burn’s been behaving like an idiot. And I’ve told him so. It was all 
off when I came down here, and now he comes charging dowm to 
try and start it all over again. 

Tristan: Do you want me to understand, Dorothy, that the fact 
that he came down here specially to see you really annoys you? 

Dorothy: Yes it does. It makes me look so silly. 

Tristan: No ordinary man, min d you — but quite a distinguished 
producer, distinguished in the theatre before he came to the E.B.C., 
a man who will go a long way — a man 

Dorothy (cutting in, impatiently): Oh— wffiat’s that got to do 
with it? 

Tristan (with mock severity): Dorothy, my famous insight into 
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feminine psychology tells me that if that’s your attitude, you must 
have gone and fallen for somebody else. 

Dorothy (rather embarrassed): Oh — don’t be silly. 

Goes out hastily. Tristan follows her round. 

Tristan (giggles): Damn nuisance that! It s obvious Copley s her 
man, not Bradburn. 

Haycraft; Yes, but why is it a nuisance? 

Tristan; Because if Bradburn had been happy here with his 
Dorothy, I was going to apply to get back to London, where I belong 
and where they might have aUowed me to do some real broadcasting. 
Strange as it may seem, I didn’t join the E.B.C. because I had now^ 
to go, but because I believed in Radio and cared for it. It s a hell of 
a handicap of course, and I think it was that and not the fact that I 
was drunk and disorderly in the sight of the director of programmes 
— that got me sentenced to these salt mines. 

Haycraft (rising, indignantly): I wish you people wouldn t talk 
of this station as if it were a prison or something. It s as mu^ ^ 
of the broadcasting scheme as Radio House. And 1 d rather be here 

than in London . j,. 

Twstan: Uncle Fairfax, Uncle Fairfax, we-re alone. Nobody, 
listening. You needn’t put on that how-happy-aie-the-regions act 
for me. You’re just as much an exile as I am. 

Haycraft; Nonsense! They’re only giving me a rest. 

Tristan; Oh-^uite, quite, quite, i^d when the 
to Westminster Abbey, they’U be askmg for you. Where s Paula 

Leeds? 

Enter Martin, looking gloomy. 

Hello, you look a mite grim. 

Martin: I feel a mite grim. Where s Paula? 

Haycraft (going » door) : I thought you and she lunched 
XifAiyTTO* We did But we spUt up an hour or two ago. She was 
fri^y anH ™s a good iLh she gave me, but somehont « 

couldn’t get going together. 

doT^^iS sood atU g^ 

Tristan; Your fault certainly. Paula wouldn t ask anybody to 

lunch just to start a quarrel, 

Martin ; I’m worried— about various thmgs. 
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Tristan: You realise now. of course, that you were an idiot to 
come down here? 

Martin: Yes, that’s fairly obvious. 

Tristan: If I hadn’t a singularly noble nature — (moving to sofa 
and sitting right o/ Martin)— I’d try to sell you the idea of staying 
here, so that I could get back to London. But your need is greater 
than* mine. (As Martin sits don7i and looks dejected) VSTiy don’t 
you ask Copley, who doesn’t wnnt you here anyhow, to ring up Radio 
House and see if you can’t go back? Say the place is bad for your 
sciatica. I’ve never tried them with sciatica, but I’ve an idea that our 
administration department would react very favourably towards it. 
It sounds such a respectable complaint. 

Martin (gloomily)-. I suppose I’ve made a fool of myself but it 
isn’t just that. 

Tristan: Can’t be. (Leaning on Martin’s shoulder) I rather like 
making a fool of myself. At least it’s making something of yourself. 

Martin: If that was all, I wouldn’t mind. But — oh, I dunno — 
but nothing’s right. And I can't put my finger on what it is that’s 
making everything seem wrong. Good Lord — I’m beginning to sound 
like Hamlet. 

Tristan: He put it better, I think. But you might try going on 
a blind. It removes the inhibitions, and then up from the grimy old 
unconscious comes the dirty dripping truth. Try a blind, Bradburn. 
I’ll join you to-night as soon as I’ve taken the radio customers “down 
here in Barset”. 

Martin: I don’t like drinking on principle 

Tristan: Well, pretend it’s for fun then 

Martin: But if I still feel like this to-night, it’ll probably mean 
a blind. 


Tristan: Let me know. But it’s a pity you don’t get on with Paula. 

Martin (moi-es down, /i/m Tristan up and sits left of settee): Well, 
I don’t. Never did. I suppose I don’t like that type. 

Tristan : She isn’t a type. As a matter of fact, she’s a darling — 
and about the best we’ve got in the E.B.C. 

Martin: There’s something about her — and always w'as — that 
irritates me. 


Tristan (considering him) : I think it’s probably because she’s very 
intelligent. You’re the kind of British male who doesn’t w’ant women 
to be intelligent. 

Martin (indignantly): Now what d’you think I am, Sprott? 
Tristan: I didn’t say you weren’t intelligent. I said you might 
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be the kind of British male who doesn’t want his women to be in- 
telligent. 

Martin: Yes, I heard, I heard, I heard . . . {With sudden change 
of tone) My God! — ^you might be right too. Perhaps I don’t like 
them intelligent. If so, then this does serve me right. 

He considers himself in dismay, while Tristan stares at him. 
Paula ruyw enters and both men stare hard at her in silence. 

Paula {going over to desk)'. HeUo! Nobody been asking for me, 

I suppose? {She then notices their stares and silence^ Why these 
fixed stares, gentlemen? 

Tristan: Bradbum’s staring at you because somewhere at the 
back of his innocent min d the dawn is breaking. Fm staring to 
remind you of a recent memo that says senior members of the staff 
must try to keep regular office hours. Paula, you’ve taken about 
four hours for lunch. 

Paula: No, hairdresser’s, mostly. 

Tristan {interested): Maison Binns? 

Paula: No, the other one. Betty and Phyllis. Ye Olde English. 
Marttn {rousing himself): I must see Copley. 

Goes out. 

Tristan: He’s trying to get back to London. {Moves to left end 
of settee^ 

Paula: What about his Dorothy? 

Tristan: He’s recovering. 

Paula: About time too! {Moves up and down between desk and 
piano.) 

Tristan: Do you like him? 

Paula: He’s a damn good producer. Not only for us, but he 
was very good in the theatre too. 

Tristan: I know that, but do you like him? 

Paula: Not much. 

Tristan: Do you find there’s something about him that irritates 
you? {Pats settee for her to sit beside him.) 

Paula {sits settee right) : Yes. That’s very clever of you, Tristan. 
There al^3ys htoj something about him that irritated me. 

Tristan: I guessed that. The trouble is, I don’t think he likes 

intelligent women. 

Paula: I’m not surprised. He’s that type. 

Tristan: No, he isn’t a type. As a matter of fact, he’s r^yr^er 

a darling— and of course about as good as we’ve got m the 
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Paxjla: He can’t do with me, can he? 

Tristan: He thinks he can’t. But secretly — he’s fascinated. 

Paula: Oh— rubbish! 

Tristan: And in the same secret way you're fascinated too. 

Paula {rises and crosses to desk centre and sits): Good lord! 
what rot you talk! 

Tristan: You see — you’re beginning to say “Good lord” just as he 
does. Always a sure sign. 

Copley enters, carrying his hat and coat. 

Copley {putting on coat): Bradbum wants to go back to London 
now — doesn’t seem to know his owti mind, that chap — and of course 
I’ve no objection, so long as he can make it right with Radio House. 
So I’ve left him trying to get through to talk to ’em. 

Tristan: Quite right. Commander. It’s up to him. 

Copley: By the w’ay, a bloke I knew in the Service may blow in 
this afternoon, so if you should find anybody asking for me, tell him 
I’ll be back in half an hour or so and keep him amused. 

Paula: How do we amuse him? 

TteTAN: We could tell him a thing or two about broadcasting. 

Copley: Good idea! The old boy knows nothing about it, and 
he’ll probably feel he’s having the time of his life. I’ll be back in 
time for our Children’s Hour programme. 

Goes out. 

Tristan {imitating Copley): I’U be back in time for the Children’s 
Hour programme. Why should he be back in time for the Children’s 
Hour programme? It’ll go on just the same without him. 

Paula: Just doesn’t want to miss it, I suppose. A little good clean 
fun with the kiddies. 

Tristan {shaking his head, coming down to edge of piano) : You’re 
bitter. Miss Leeds, you’re very bitter. Have you ever asked yourself 
if you’re showing a cheerful spirit of co-operation and p ullin g your 
weight in the boat? 

Paula: No, I don’t talk to myself like that. 

Enter Edna, with note-book. 

Oh— Edna — any messages for me? 

Edna: Yes. A telegram. {Above desk.) 

Tristan {crosses to desk interested): Oh yes — that telegram. 

Edna: It’s private — not E.B.C. business. 

Paula {not unpleasantly) : In that case, Edna, we just wait until 
Mr. Sprott goes. {She smiles at him.) He’ll be going any minute now. 
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Tristan {with mock dignity): Oh — ^well, if that’s how you feel — 
of course I’ll go. I have my pride. By gosh, I have my Punnets too. 
And I warn you that when I find ’em, I’m going to rehearse ’em 
in here. 

Paula: Why can’t you take them into Two? 

Tristan (as he goes): Because the old man would think it was all 
different when I brought him back in here. Must get him house- 
trained to this studio. 

Goes out. 

Edna (with note-book^ sits): I took this telegram over the phone 
and I haven’t copied it out yet. 

Paula (a light rebuke): Too busy? 

Edna: No, only I couldn’t copy it on the machine up there without 
Dorothy or Brenda knowing all about it — ^and so 

Paula: Yes, of course. Well, read it. 

Edna (reading): “Play accepted by Harland who is enthusiastic 
(Paula rises and moves round to read.) stop good terms for imme- 
diate production West End with option New York production next 
season stop contract in post but could you come up as soon as 
possible discuss cast etc. stop any ideas for producer stop congratula- 
tions Blake.” You’d like me to type this out, wouldn’t you? 

Paula (excitedly): I’d like you to copy it in gold letters about 
two feet high. My goodness, Edna! (Moves to couch.) Harland’s 
taken my play. My play, Edna! 

Edna: I know. I’m so glad. Isn’t it exciting? 

Paula: Exciting? It’s frightening. Harland ’ll drop down dead, 
(Sits couch.) Or perhaps Blake — ^he’s the agent, Edna has simply 
gone mad. What does it say? Good terms! Immediate production 
West End! New York next season! Will I come up as soon as 
possible? Will I be found waiting on Harland’s doorstep? And what 
was that about a producer? (Back to Edna.) 

Edna (referring to note-bool^: “Any ideas for a producer? 
Paula (thinking hard, sits on settee): Any ideas for a producer? 
How extraordinary that is! 

Edna: Why is it extraordinary? 

Paula: I’m sorry, Edna— I feel almost ready to tell you the whole 
story of my life, but I just can’t tell you why that particular thing s 
extraordinary. You’ll just have to take my word for it. . . . Yes, 

I’ll do it. 

Edna: Do what? Or is that a secret too? 

Paula - Yes, that’s a secret too. (Crosses to Edna.) In fact, the 
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whole thing must be. Listen, Edna — ^please don’t teU anybody just 
yet. Really, not a soul. I’ve a special reason for asking. 

Edna: Yes, Miss Leeds, I promise. And I haven’t told anybody 
about this telegram. I really am good at keeping secrets. 

Paula: I’m sure you’re wonderful at it. 

Edna: If you become a famous dramatist, you’ll have to have a 
secretary, won’t you? 

Paula: I get the idea, and I’m sure you’d do very nicely. But I 
must point out that I’m an appallingly long way from anything that 
remotely resembles a famous dramatist. But— gosh l—Harland’s 
takftn my play — ^hasn’t he? 

Edna: Yes, and I believe it’ll be a success. 

Paula: You don’t know anything about it. 

Edna: I do. I read it one afternoon when you were out. It was 
in the drawer of your desk. 

Paula: Well — of all the cheek! 

Edna: Oh, but I thought it was frightfully good. You don’t mind, 
do you? 

Paula: How can I if you think it’s frightfully good. But remember 
— ^not a whisper to anybody — ^for all kinds of good reasons. 

Edna: I promise. Do you think I could come to the first night? 
If I could get leave I could 

As door opens. 

Paula {hastily): Sh-sh! {Moves up.) 

HEmr comes m, looking rather agitated. 

Hetty: Is Bob anywhere about? 

Paula: No. Do you want him? 

Hetty: No, I’d like him to keep right away from me. (7b desk, 
looking at Paula curiously.) What’s the matter with you? You’re 
very excited about something. 

Paula: I get like this sometimes. I’m a smouldering volcano really. 

Hetty; You haven’t gone and fallen in love, have you? 

Paula: No, I haven’t. And you don’t sound as if you recom- 
mend it. 

Hetty: Recommend it! I wish they’d give me the air for half an 
hour sometime just to tell girls the truth about this love business. 
But then they wouldn’t believe me. 

Paula; What’s poor Bob been doing this time? {Sits arm of settee.) 

Hetty {disgusted): Poor Bob! You wouldn’t say “poor Bob’’ if 
you’d seen the way he went on at lunch to-day. It would have served 
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And take 


at home with my 


him right if I’d said to his wife, “There he is. TaJs 
him a long way off while you’re about it.’’ 

Paula; But was his wife lunching with you? 

Hetty: Yes, she turns up now and again, jiKt to see how 
gettin® on. And of course Bob thinks it’s terrible. He’s very 
ventional, for all his talk. {To Edna) I don’t know that you . 
to hear all this. {Sits at desk centre.) 

Edna; I’ll go if you want me to, Hetty, but everybody here 1 

all about you and Bob. 

Hetty* I suppose they do. I must say, Paula, I don t blana 
now for keeping so close, as if nothing ever happened to yoi 

Paula; Nothing, in your sense, ever does. 

Hetty; What about those long week-end leaves you’re i 

Paula: Ridiculous as it seems, I spend them 

uctty* Ah! if I’d known at first what I know now, I d ^ tellmg 

everybody I spent aU my spare time at home with “y ^ 

on ;our together for years-weU, Maisie^ usud 

“ gol aT^he gives^d ready we're aU pttmg » ^.y— 

wfu, dear you ^ow it is^ 

but 1 Know p y tnn <:lie hasn’t too much room to talk 

SH's let it 

an oven! {Busmess . was watching every mouthful she 

Sy W^we?^ ^tti^g uloni rdeely if Bob had just kept <pdet 

keep quiet. But ^ to be ashamed of ourselves! No 

this, that and the other. We o^S^t people, with 

debcacy or tact or looking at^- WeU, I wasn’t 
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out of it, we’d have done better. Then the next minute, up he jumps, 
bangs on the table— and upsets the gravy dish all over a clean table- 
cloth — shouts at the top of his voice, like a madman, and goes tearing 
out. And then, of course, Maisie tries to teU me that I don’t know 
how to handle him. I’m not going to take that from her, of course, 
when he was never sober the last years she had him and couldn’t 
remember his lines — so I tell her a few things — and 

She breaks off because Bob enters hastily. 

Bob (not noticing Hetty at first) : Oh— I say (Breaks off.) 

Hetty (icily): Well, what do you say. Bob Dinty? 

Bob (stopping near door): Nothing — to you. 

Hetty (going forward): Now you just listen to me. 

Bob: I’ve something better to do. 

Hetty (hastily and angrily): Oh — no — ^you haven’t 

As she darts forward, he hastily leaves, and she goes after him. 

Paula: Let’s hope they settle all that before they turn into Aimt 
Hetty and Uncle Bob this afternoon, or the kiddies may smeU 
a rat. 

Edna: Do you want to send a reply to that telegram? 

Paula (rises): Yes, I’ve been thinking about that. 

Edna prepares to take down the telegram. 

“Blake Play Agency’’ — no, he has a telegraphic address — yes, it’s 
“Blaplay, Dover Street, W. 1.” Wait a mmute now. “Your exciting 
telegram received ’’ (Breaks off.) 

Enter Joe, bringing with him old Punnet and Daisy. The old 
man has no serpent with him, and looks very sleepy and very cross. 
As Joe takes them across the studio — 

Joe (as he brings them in): Come along, please. 

Paula: Upstairs, Edna, the circus is here. 

They go out. Job almost forcibly puts Punnet into chair at 
Paula’s desk. 

Joe: Now you’re going to be all right there, and I’ll find Mr. Sprott 
for you, and you won’t have to worry any more. 

As old Punnet apparently sinks into a coma. 

Doesn’t seem very lively, does he? What’s the matter with him? 

Daisy (loudly): He’d two pints o’ cider with ’is dinner — an’ me 
mother told me not to let ’im ’ave any — but soon as my back’s 
turned, ’e gets it— ’e’s that artfiiL An’ now ’e’s testy as a weasel— 
an’ gone an’ lost ’is saipent into the bargain. (Shouting at the old 
man) But where did yer leave it, grand-dad? 
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Old Punnet opens one eye, looks malevolently at Daisy and 
Joe and makes a deep glaring noise, 

Daisy* It’s all right yer saying gurrr, but yer’ve gone an’ lost yet 
ould sarpent, an’ yer no good to the E.B.C. without yer sarpent, 

grand-dad. 

Joe {crosses at back to left end coucK) : Percy’s looking for it. He’s 
a bright lad, Percy. He’ll find it. Now you wait here. 

As he starts to move settee. Sir Reginald Runton enters, very 
hesitantly. He is a tallish, slightish, -ery gentlemanly fellow in 
his fifties, with a timid but precise manner. A senior Civil Servant 
clean out of his depth. He punctuates his phrases with a little 

apologetic cough. 

Sm Reginald {to Daisy); Oh— I say— could I see Commander 

Copley? (Daisy giggles.) 

Joe {coming forward): What name, sir? 

Sir Reginald; Oh — er — Sir Reginald Runton. 


Joe; I beg your pardon. 

Sir Reginald {rather surprised): Not at all, not at all. 

Joe {after a pause): I mean. I didn’t catch the name. 

Sir Reginald; Oh— sorry. {Distinctly) Sir Reginald Runton. 

Job {who has never heard of him): I see. Well. Commander Copley s 

out just now, but he’ll be back soon. {Movmg away to left end of 

^Reginald {looking round helplessly): WeU— er— I suppose I 

could — er — wait somewhere. {About to siu) 

joe; We’re a bit short of space just now-^d we’ve got a trans- 
mission in here soon— oh, will you give me a hand . 

Sir Reginald; Oh-yes of course. {He ^ ^o.) 

Joe* So. as Commander Copley won’t be long, 
is Zt yoi have a walk round and then come back agam m about 

a quaner f.ours^"»*''>'«blv the best thmg under the 

Sm. Reginald; Yes — ol course* 


circumstances 

As they move toi 
You— staff 


.ona.— ): Job an right. eh7 

who has dropped his hat. 
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(jficking up hat and giving it to hint)'. Grand-<lad, jer be- 
havin’ something terrible— an’ what me mother’U say if she finds out, 
I don’t know. Wake up an’ behave proper! 

Punnet (waking up): Grrr! Woi be we a-sittin’ ’ere girl? Oi want 
to go *onie. 

Daisy; ’Ow can we go home when yer promised to play for the 
E.B.C.? 

PuNNFT (suddenly and viciously awake): ’Od rabbit im! Oi says 
’Od rabbit un— E.B.C. an’ all. 

Enter Tristan and stares at Punnet. 

’Od rabbit ’em all! 

Tristan (comes over to Daisy and bends over to look at Punnet): 
What’s he saying? 

Daisy: He’s just a-swearin’ an’ carryin’ on something terrible — 
(Tristan crosses to left of desk, sits on arm of sofa and looks at 
Punnet) — the silly old turnip. He’s full o’ cider an’ gone an’ lost 
’is sarpent. 

Tristan kneels down on sofa and leans on desk and looks at old 
Punnet anxiously. The old man is beginning to doze off again, 
but manages to stare at Tristan ^^ith one malevolent eye. 

Punnet (only half intelligibly): Tisn’t ’im as be image o’ Farmer 
Bates’ cowman. 

Tristan; What does he say? 

Daisy (loudly): He says it isn’t you that’s the image o’ Fanner 
Bates’ cowman. 

Tristan; Well, that’s something, but it doesn’t get us very far. 
Where do we go from there? 

Punnet (with startling violence) : It be all slummerty-wummerty — 
ay, masters — slummerty-wummerty ! (Relapses into coma again after 
this effort.) 

Tristan: Did he say “slummerty-wummerty”? 

Daisy: Yes, it’s a saying of ’is when he loses ’is silly ould temper. 

Tristan (in comic despair): He’s right too. It is slummerty-wum- 
merty. (Sudderdy, direct to Daisy, solemnly) Just go down there — 
(pomting)—ind try the opening line. “Good evenin’ all! Is moi 
grand-dad ’ere?” 

Daisy (going, as in Act 1): “Good evenin’ all! Is moi grand-dad 

CTC; 

Trbtan {in dfeipoir): Honestly, I don’t know if that’s any better 

or not, duckie. I just don’t know. It’s all slummerty-wummerty with 
me now. 
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Daisy (conlirtuing her rehearsat)'. “Moi grand-dad was the foinest 
sarpent player in the whole o’ Barset. ’Ere, grand-dad, wake np an’ 

give ns all a tune.” 

Tristan: Yes, yes, yes. Thank 

Daisy {going back doggedly') : 

dad ” 


Good evenin’ alL Is moi* grand 


Tristan (in despair)'. No, no, no. Not again 
Daisy: What about? 


Tristan 


nno. Just think about my past and my future. 

^„jing glance at the Gobi Desert. {Looks in despair 

at old Punnet, now dozing again.) How is he? Any rigor mortis 

setting in? 

Daisy moves to Punnet. 

^ter Percy, carrying the serpent; stands just outside door, which 
he has placed open. 

Daisy: Why, there’s grand-dad’s sarpent. Oi, grand-dad, *e’s 

found it. {Round to back of Punnei'.) 

As Daisy tries to waken old Punnet and Percy stands like a 
saxophonist holding the serpent, Paula and Martin enter. 

Paula: Oh dear! Are the rustic revels stiU proceeding? Must we go? 

Tristan {in comic despair)'. No, for God’s sake, don’t go. Every- 
thing’s slipping. Just going all slummerty-wummerty. 

Martin: Going what? 

Tristan: No, no. Don’t let’s go into it. 

Percy (cheerfiJly)- Ge* » “ 

deep sustained note on the serpent.^ 

Tristan : Percy, you’re a marvel. Deeper, as Shakespeare near y 

said, than Punnet ever sounded. 

Percy: It’s in the bag, eh. Miss Leeds? 

Pauia: You’ve only to grow the whiskers, Percy, and then you’ve 


take Miss Punnet 


got something there- 

Tristan {suddenly decisive)'. Percy- 

Daisy, and just keep g^g over 

DAISY {crossing as Percy assists old Punnet), oo 

Ute idea. Only not again hem 

m not feeling very welL 
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Old Punnet suddenly and angrily snatches the serpent from 
Percy. These two, Percy and Daisy, go trooping across, the old 
man muttering “shanmerty-wum/nerty", etc., as he goes. F*ercy 
closes door. Tristan stretches out on two chairs, exhausted, down 
left. During following dialogue Martin sits at Haycraft’s desk, 
Paula on arm of settee. 

Martin {with quiet despair): It isn’t like this here all the time, 
is it? 

Tristan {dreamily): Not quite all the time. 


Taula {dreamily): Sometimes nothing happens for days and days 
on end. Very restful really. 


Tristan: This hell on earth we’re having now is due to my 
enthusiasm for my Barset programme. I never ought to have touched 
those Punnets. I freely admit it now. I was carried away by my 
enthusiasm. 


Paula: Where’s the rest of your local cast? 

Tristan: They won’t be here for hours. They’re just ordinary 
plain folks, not like the mad Punnets. Are they letting you go back 
to London, Bradbum? 

Martin: I got through to Radio House, but of course Barton 
and Rudolph were out. I’m going to try again later. I can’t stay 
here. Even if I wanted to, there isn’t room for me. 

Paula: There really isn’t room for anybody except Copley and 
a couple of admiring secretaries. 

Enter, with the same hesitant manner, SIR Reginald. 

Sir Reginald: Oh — good afternoon. Is — er — Commander Copley 
in? 

Tristan: No, he isn’t back yet. But he said you might be pop- 
ping in. 

Sir Reginald {surprised): Oh — I say — did he? 

Tristan: I think he did. {To Paula) Didn’t he? 

Paula: Yes, he asked us to amuse you until he got back. 

Sir Reginald {still surprised) : Oh— really— I’m rather surprised- 
I didn’t — er — expect 

Tristan. He said you might be interested to learn a thing or two 
about broadcasting. 

Sir Reginald: Well— yes, of course, I would. I don’t know 
anything about it— really— and I suppose you people 

Tristan {grimly): Yes, we know all about it. Don’t we? 

Paula {same tone): We do. 
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Martin; And I’ll say we do. 

Sir Reginald: Yes, well — of course — ^I’d be delighted. Can’t 
begin learning too soon. {Sitting right of desk.) 

Tristan {rises and sits astride front chair)-: Well now, you see 
before you three employees of the En g l ish Broadcasting Company. 

Sir Reginald; And — er — ^what do you do? 

Paula; We’re all producers. This is Martin Bradbum. This is 
Tristan Sprott. And I’m Paula Leeds. 

Sir Reginald: And — er — ^what do you produce? 

Martin {gloomily): Jolly entertainment for the milhon. 

Tristan: We’re in the drama department, and— with a bunch of 
other people— we handle plays, poetry, readings, and a sort of hybrid 
product of dreary information and ham acting known in the trade 

as a “feature”. 

Martin {rises, down to right of Runton) : Some of us w^ very 
excited, at first, by the possibilities of broadcasting as a rnemuin. 1 
know I thought that with such a vast audience we ou^t to be able 
to provide some fine stuff on a grand scale. I really behev^ Je air 
could really be used as a sort of huge People’s Thea^. Big Jufif done 
in a big way, and handled professionally. On a kmd of Reinhardt 

SC3llc ■ 

Paula- Don’t I know that dream? The best plays, the best actors, 
the best producers. We all thought that ought to be possible. 

Sir Reginald: Quite, quite. But — then— er 
Tristan: Do you ever listen to our programmes? 

Sir Reginald: The 9 o’clock news occasionally . . • and some 
of Aose joUy Uttle nature talks .. . but don’t listen to much leally. 

Tristan; WeU, you see, the whole thing comes out of the spout 

watered down for safety. 

Martin: And for economy. 

Paula: And for stupidity. 

Martin {turning on Sm Reginald): If 

centrate for more than five mmutes at a time-one haU wits mgn 

a week would be enough, if you ask me. 

Paula: Yes. we might caU it Half-wits’ Night too, and that would 

British broadcasts 

S:;i%y^’^ie'"altS is an arUst or even a good show- 

[ 272 1 


Acrn good NIGHT CHILDREN 

man They don’t know what real entertainment means. \Miy, the 
stuff is stale before the public gets it. 

Tristan; Where are the shows of yester>ear? Why, right here, 
in our programmes. 

Paula: And we’re all typed so stupidly. Just because I’m a 
woman I get handed all the old lace and lavender. Any script with 
a sedan chair in it flies to me like a homing pigeon. 

Martin: The trouble is, you see— by the way we're not boring 
you, are we? 

Sir Reginald: Not at all. Most int’r’sting. You were saying? 

Martin: The trouble is, the English Broadcasting Company is 
all wrong from top to bottom. . . . It’s run as a kind of Civil Service 
department with a bit of broadcasting tacked on as an after- 
thought. 

Tristan (rises and sits on back of sofa abore Paula): The people 
who do the broadcasting, believe it or not, are the least important 

on the staff. 

Paula: If you mV/fool about with microphones in studios, you’re 
kept in the slave class. 

Tristan: What’s really important is our enormous Organisation 
department, crammed with reliable chaps who work out that if a 
half-hour programme starts at eight, it ought to finish round about 
eight-thirty. 

Martin: And they obstnict us on principle. I think most of ’em 
hate broadcasting and so do all they can to strangle it. 

Pauia : Half the time, it’s just plain jealousy, though. They think 
that producers have a high old time at rehearsals, drinking cham- 
pagne out of actors’ slippers. 

Sir Reginald: Really — and of course — I don’t suppose you do, 
do you? 

Paula: Hardly ever. But what with all this policy nonsense and 
organising and a dminis tering and timidity and red-tape, we’re so 
cluttered up with these dead-heads that we can hardly' breathe, let 
alone move. 

Martin (squatting beside Ser Reginald): Now' here’s something 
you won’t believe — ^yet it’s true and absolutely typical. A new 
deputy-assistant director-general — and w'e’re stiff with deputy- 
assistants and assistant-deputy-assistants, and the rest of it — well, 
as I say, a new deputy-assistant D.G. has been appointed to lord 
it over us, and do you know where he comes from? 

Tristan; And this, beUevc it or not, is the truth. 
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Martin {$tandmg right of Sa Rbginalo. SUmty mtd . 

He comes — fn'm ihe Board of Fisheries. 

The three of them begin Uu^hing. 

Pal'La {laughing): Straight from hts files on the Herriog Fleet! 
They laugh. 

Sir Reginald (apologetically): Well— you know — I befarve thoc 
arc one or two quite intelligent — er— adminifcnton — at the Board 
of Fisheries. 

The others laugh again. 

Martin (indignantly): Yes. but what in the name of thunder do 
they know about broadcasting? 

Paula: I’ll bet this Sir Reginald What’s-it never even Ititem is. 

Tristan: And any moment lurw he’ll come bouncing in here, 
asking idiotic questions and then firing even more idiotic memoi at 
us. The whole E.B.C. system is cock-eyed. 

Martin; Half-witted. 

Paula: Wasteful, pedantic and stupid. 

Martin (sits right): And that, my dear sir, is broadcasting. 

Sir Reginald (who appears to have been cornered and overwhelmed): 
Yes — I sec — well, you appear to have very strong views — lealty I 
hadn’t the least idea 

Haycraft and Percy, with scripts, etc., enter md cross, pre- 
paring to broadcast. The other four are grouped upstage, wiA 
Sir Reginald facing the other three and with his back to studio 
end. Percy is preparing his effects. Gromova enSers hasttty, 
without looking at Sir Reginald, (md takes her place at pimso. 
Bob and Hetty now enter looking furious, and quarreOhtg. 

Hetty (to her chair, reckless of being overheard): And after all 

I’ve done for you! 

Bob (angrily): Well, what have you done for me? You talk as tf 
I’d been paralysed for ten years! 

Hetty: You were paralysed half the tune when I tried to make 

something out of you. 

Bob; You made something out of me I ch? 

Hetty: Oh — shut up! 

Bob: And you shut up! 

Paula (explaining sweetly): Just Aunt Hetty and Uncle Boh 

getting ready for the Children’s Hour. 

As they take their places, stUl muttering and glowering at each 

other, Copley enters. 
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Tristan (to Sir Reginald): Oh, sir, here’s your friend Com- 
mander Copley. 

Sir Reginald {turning distinctly): Oh — {rises) — Commandei 
Copley — I’m Sir Re ginal d Runton. 

Copley: What — our new deputy-assistant director-general? 

Tristan {in anguish): Oh — slummerty-wummerty ! 

But Gronova turns excitedly on her piano stool. 

Gronova (mey): Sir Reginald Runton? 

Sir Reginald {surprised): Yes. {Turns to her.) 

Gronova {joyjully): Topsy! 

Moya drops an armful of music on Tristan. He and Martin 
di ve on floor to pick it up. 

Copley {shocked): Topsy! 

Haycraft: Quiet, please! 

A steady red. Everybody frozen, except for their eyes, which 
express their bewilderment, consternation, etc. Haycraft begins 
in the most arch manner. 


Haycraft: Hello, Children! This is Uncle Fairfax, talking to you 
from the Barset Regional Studio. And here’s Aunt Moya, all read>' 
at the piano — aren’t you. Aunt Moya? 

Gronova {rather shakily): Ye— es. Uncle Faxf— Fairfax. {Plays a 
little run.) 

Haycraft: And Uncle Bob’s here too. 

Bob {in deep, still cross voice): Yes, I’m here. Uncle Fairfax. 

Haycraft: But where’s Aunt Hetty this afternoon? . . , Aunt 
Hetty, Aunt Hetty! ... I say children, this is serious. No Aunt Hetty. 

Percy now solemnly opens and closes door effect. 

Hetty {doing running in effect) : Here I am ... jo sony , Uncle 
Fairfax . . . Hello, children! 


Sir Reginald {innocently forgetting) : I say— rather jolly that ! 

He is immediately sh-sh'd and almost collapses. 

Haycraft: And now that we’re aU here, children, we’re going 

to give you another adventure in our serial, Elsie and the Pirates 
Some Pirate music please. Aunt Moya. 

Sir Reginald offers Copley a cigarette. Gronova obliges 
with some pirate music. Music starts. 


You’ll remember that we left the 
fight among themselves . . . 


pirates all having a tremendous 


Percy clashes cutlasses, etc., while the cast do atmospheric 
noises— groans, shouts, etc. 
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Hetty (in little-girl style): Oh dear, Elsie thought, whatever shall 
I do. If I run away I shall never be able to find the treasure. No, 
I •wont run awav. I must be brave. 

Haycr.\ft: Just then she noticed that one of the biggest and 
strongest of the pirates, with an enormous black beard, had stopped 
fighting. (Percy stops kni\es.) Perhaps because he was hurt, and was 
sitting groaning just near her hiding place. So she crept out. 

Percy makes sea noise. 

hovi {in pirate style): Ohhhl {Groans.) Them tarnation old wounds 
o’ mine is openin’ agin. 

Hetty' {as Elsie): Mr. Pirate! Please Mr. Pirate! 

Bob {as Pdc^te): Oo’s a- whisperin’? \Vhy— stap my \itals— if it 
isn’t the little gal! 

Hetty; Mr. Pirate, are you hurt? 

Bob: I be mortal bad, missie, mortal bad. Get me a canikin o 


rum, missie. 

Hetty: If I do, will you help me to find the treasure? It belongs 
to my grandfather really, you know. And I know he 11 give you a 
big reward, and then you needn’t be a pirate any more. 

Percy stops sea noise. 

Bob; Missie, I never wanted to be a pirate, s’elp me Bob. Bring 
me a swig o’ rum, sharp, {Groaiis.) 

FtRCY' picks up, earphones off. 

H.-kYCRAFT: So Elsie ran below, for she knew where the rum was 
—for, as YOU know, Elsie was a clever little girl and noticed e\ery- 
,/,/„^^and then she hurried back— (Percy taps his feet and moves to 

/^/i'o/'Bob)— and gave the rum to Blackbeard. 

Bob: .'Xrr — ^bless yer little ’eart. ’Ere goes yer ealth, missie. 


Percy does loud gurgling effect. 

Hetty': \Miat did you want to be, Mr. Blackbeard, instead of 

being a pirate? (Percy ready with knives.) 

Bob {whispering): A market gardener, missie, out Saffron \\alden 
wav Now if vou promise that if I helps you to git the treasure, you 11 
set' me up ’in 'a nice market garden out Saffron Walden way, then 


I’m yer man, see? 

Hetty; Oh yes-I promise. And thank you! Isn t this 


(Percy clashes knives.) . ■ a 

Haycraft: But it was even exciting than Elsie imagined for 

just as she and Blackbeard had apeed to find the ' 

the fighting among the pirates suddenly stopped^ . . . (PmCY Mp 
knives and puts them down, pickmg up drum-stick.) 
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Bob (bi another voice): A sail! A sail! 

Percy now does distant gun effect. One bang on drum. 

A frigate o’ the line. She’s firing across our bows, an’ a signalling 
of us to stop, 

Percy does three bangs on drum. 

Hetty: Oh dear — this is going to be very difficult. 

Gronova plays softly. 

Haycraft {very arch) : Listen again, children, in a fortnight’s time 
to another th rillin g adventure of Elsie and the Pirates. And listen 
to-morrow to your friends Goosie and Henny. Good night, children. 

Hetty, Bob and Gronova: Good night, children. 

Haycraft {super-arcH): Good night, children, everywhere. 

Quick curtain as red light goes out and Gronova plays louder. 

End of Act Two 
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As before, evening. 

Just before rise of curtain we hear the piano being played. Door is open. 

Tristan playing piano, Hetty at desk sitting. Bob down left sitting 
on small table. 


Hetty; Well, aren’t you going to tell us what we ought to do? 
Do I go on living with him or don’t I? 

Bob {hastily. Rises and crosses to settee ) : Now just a moment ; don’t 
start making a personal favour of it like that. We agreed 

Hetty {cutting in) : We agreed to let Tristan decide for us, so don’t 
start arguing all over again. 

Bob {angrily)-. I’m not arguing all over again. I was going to say 
that we’d agreed to let Tristan decide 


Hetty: Well then, why don’t you shut up, and let him 


Bob sits in small chair left. 


Tristan {stops playing piano)-. But I can’t attend to your problem, 
can’t give it my full attention, until I know what’s become of those 
three local idiots. My programme will be on the air in an hour, and 
half the cast hasn’t turned up. Give me a chance. 


Edna looks in. 


{Up to her) Well, Edna? 

Edna ; The man at the garage at Long Boopley says they left there 
aU right, after he’d done something to the magneto. He says we 

haven’t to worry. 

Tristan {cheerful now ) : All right then, we won t worry. 

Edna: But I suppose I’d better ring up the other place— Burset- 
fojd — to see if they know anything about them? 

Tristan: Yes, though they’ll probably be here now before you 
get through. No need to worry, though, that’s the point. 

Edna : A call came through from London for Sir Reginald Run- 


ton — 

Tristan: Oh dear! Oh dear, oh dear! 

Edna: I told them to try the County Hotel. 


I think he’s dining 


there 

Hetty: With Moya? 
Edna: Yes, I believe so. 


{Going.) Well, I’ll ring up Bursetford. 
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She goes out. 

Tristan (sits cross-legged on floor with playing-cards. Cheerfully) : 
Let’s hope Moya is putting in some very heavy do-you-remembcr- 
darling work on him, or some of us are sunk. But there’s no need 
to worry about my cast. It’s on its way. So now, children, I examine 
your problem in the spirit in which it ought to be examined. And 
I say to you, giving you at the same time an old man’s blessing, 
forgive and forget. Hetty, if you take my advice you’ll forgive him. 

Bob: Now wait a minute. What’s all this forgiving about? 

Hetty (indignantly): You’re not going to tell me now I haven’t 
plenty to forgive. My lord, when I think 

Tristan (cutting in): Now, now, now, comrades! Not again. 

And to you. Bob I say life is too short and we are creatures of 
sorrow— be tolerant. Hetty has her faults 

Hetty (angrily): It’s not Hetty’s faults we’re talking about. 

Bob: Of course it is. 


Hfity: What, after the way you went on this afternoon! 

Bob: There isn’t a man alive who wouldn’t have Tristan I 

appeal to you ... ’ 

TRi^AN(a///^i>i): NO’DO’UO. Don’t disappoint me. After aU, 

hfe « M, my friends. There is nothing we can do, in the end, but 
be kind to each other. So— forgive and forget. You two, with aU 
your faidts were meant to chensh each other. So give him a smile 
Hetty. Bob, open your arms. And bless you, my children ' 

Bob (disgusted): What is this-a musical monologue? 

Moves up to piano and leans on it looking upstage. 

^ us a bit of sensible advice 

not Bob, open your aims”. Look at him! ’ 

Sits in desk chair. 

As we travel along 

each feUow wayfarer with loving-kindness - ° ^ ^ 

^ u happy 


Tristan: Now look at me. What a day I’ve had so f=,rf .4- 
don t forget, giving the lowdown on the whole E.B C to it« 

Do I lose my bnght friendly smile? Do I (BreJes ^ffh^^' 

Edna enters agtan.) K^reoKs off because 

Edna: They got as far as Bunetford and then the car hrok^ 
agam and so they gave it up as a bad job. ^ ^ ^ 
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itni 


Tristan {leanmg on sofa. Hornfed): Uo you mean iney re nor 
coming here? 

Edna; Yes. AU three of them have gone home. 

Tristan {furious)'. My godfathers! Completely let dowm! That s 
the last time I ever ask any of these bullock-witted rural stinkers to 
do an^^hing for me, the ver>- last time. Why ^'as I ever condemned 
to do* programmes in this manure-heap, tell me that? {Sits settee. 

Groans.) All right, Edna. 

She goes. 

j-Jetty; Can we get anybody here to help us with the prograj 

Tristan: We’ll have to, that s aU, 

Bob: I can alw^ays do a good double. 

Hetty: Your only double is w’hisky, 

Tristan (gloomily): That's an idea— whiski'. The best thing we 
can do now is to get screaming drunk. We;U never get though this 
proorannne sober. Let’s go and join Martm Bmdbtun at to L,on. 

I left him there, putting ’em down steadUy. And as for > ou two 

{Back to cards.) 

HETTY {after pause): WeU, ^^hat about us two? 

Tristan {picking up cards): If you v,^t my advice, you 11 give up 
tr>'ing to^li^ together. Obviously you don’t reaUy like each other, 
mat’s the use of spending your time havmg ro\^'s . 

{indignantly^ : What d’you mean— spendmg our time 

ha\ing ro-s^-s? 

{rises. Indignantly): Who told you we didn t like 
I each other? 

ROW Let me tell you this, Hetty and I can get on better to^tha 

ton ^y Couple 1 know in this barmy 

Hm: Yes, and we don’t need dnnk to do it on either, do we, 

J sw Tjpttv At least — not much. Now listen to 
Bob: No, we don t, Hetty. At le when you’ve 

d;^ent pro’^4ra4^fond of e^ch other and know how to look after 
each other. 

HETTY : That’S right about, old girl. 

BOB {crosses to her): Sorry 1 threw m> e- 

"'C^^Tever^^iid. Bob. It was half my fault. (« Mg- 
ruuuly.) My word, if one took nouce of some peop . 
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Bob: He’s young and silly. He’ll kam. 

Tristan: Now I only 

Hetty {severely): You’ve said enough for one night. Come on, 
Bob, I know you’re dying for a drink. 

They go out, affectionately. Tristan looks after them in comic 
despair. On their exit Tristan crawls across to piano. 

Tristan plays a few notes of "'The Dead March" — then on 
Copley’s entrance changes to “A Life on the Ocean Wave" and 
stops when Copley speaks. 

Copley and Dorothy, dressed for going out, now enter. 
Copley is spreading himself on some glamorous tale of his service 
life. They come down centre. 

Copley: So I said to Jumbo, “Look here, old boy, you and I can 
take on a dozen of these dagoes, can’t we?’’ And Jumbo said, “You 
bet your life we can, Coppo.” They called me Coppo in that ship. 
But things weren’t looking too bright. The first dago pulled out a 
knife. You know what these chaps are. 

Tristan {who wasn't asked): Yes, by Gad, Sir! Always ready to 

pull out their knives, but when it comes to war, terrified of the 
bayonet — cold steel. 

Copley: Well, you know, that’s about it. Just show' ’em the 
bayonet 

Tristan: Just show me the bayonet, and see what I’d do. Tristan 
Sprotto would run quite as fast as any dago, Coppo. 

Dorothy {po^essively): TeU me what happened afterwards. It’s 
frightfully exciting. But don’t spoil it now. 

^plby: No. Remind me to finish the yam at dinner. We’re 
gomg across to the County for a bite of food. 

Tristan : And I’m going across to the Lion for a gaUon of W’hisky. 
Copley: Everything all right? 

Tristan: Everythmg’s splendid. I’ve carefully insulted the E.B.C 

oflicials. Half my cast aren’t coming at alL The 
other half-the mad Punnets-seem to have disappeared. We’re on 

Ae air m less Uian forty minutes, and, if time aUow-s, I propose to 
get screammg drunk. k 

Enter Martin. 

^TIN (w Tristan): 1 thought you were coming buck to the pub 
Tristan: I am. 

Dorothy {to Copley): Shall we go? 

Martin: Are you going to the pub too? 
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Copley; I’m giving Dorothy a bite of dinner at the County. 

Martin (looking carefully at them): Do I congratulate you 
both? 

Dorothy arid Copley look at each other, embarrassed. 

I believe I do too! 

Copley: Well, what do you say, Dorothy? 

Dorothy; Oh— aU right— I suppose it was bound to come out 

soon. 

Copiey: We’d meant to keep it quiet for a month or two, old boy 
^you know, bit embarrassing for us both— but— well— seeing you’ve 

guessed it . , 

Tristan (shaking hands with Copley) : I think it’s wonderful. 

Martin (shakirig hands with Dorothy); So do I. 

Tristan* It’s a perfect match. (Tristan and Martin shake hands 

across centre and down.) That’s what I say, ^d I sh^ go on sa^ 
it. When people ask me what I think and they will, you know— 

I shall say ‘T think it’s a perfect match.” 

Copley (shakes hands again with Tristan): Thanks. Tnstan. 

Flatters me too much, of course — ^but still 

Martin: No, I don’t think it does. I might have done at one 

time, but now I don’t. 

Dorothy (annoyed): You’re not being insultmg, by any chance, 
are you? . , 

moves up to deski) 

Dorothy; All right. Come on, Arthur. 

They go out, Dorothy with a fine possessive air. 

of senoey. Ifs nice to Uuak UuU Coptey-c 

Now why didn-t I realise before how ttmldy stnpid U«. 

^Trbtan: You werenY in a ft M then 

S Shen « eon.es «. 

insin^y I was. but I'm learning. Where's PanUf 
Trictan: Gone home long smce. 
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Martin; I call that a dirty trick. (Sits on downstage edge of desk 
centre.) 

Tristan: Why, you can’t expect her to hang about here all night, 
on the off-chance of amusing you. 

Martin : I oughtn’t to expect it, but somehow I do. Pity she isn’t 
more attractive. 

Tristan: Don’t be a dam ’ fool. 

Martin: What does that mean? 

Tristan: I thought you theatrical producers were supposed to 
have eyes. 

Martin: Some of us have. 

Tristan: Then take a good look at Paula next time. That is, if 
there is a next time, and we don’t all get the sack, by special courier, 
to-night. 

Martin: I suppose we might. What are you going to do then? 

Tristan: I shall disguise myself as an Armenian astrologer and 

let my mother keep me. As a matter of fact, we’ve done nothing to 

deserve the sack and if we had, the E.B.C. wouldn’t sack us. They’ll 

just find some way of killing us by inches, in the decent Civil Service 
fashion. 

I 

E^ter Job with record of Shepherd' s Hey". 

Joe: They’re back, Mr. Sprott. 

Tristan; Who is? What is? 

Job: Them Punnets. 


Martin (rises): I’m going back to the pub. (Going towards door.) 

Tristan: Wait for me. Order me a double horse’s neck. 

Martin goes. 

Tristan (to Job): How are the Punnets? 

Job: Mad as heU. They’re asking for you. ShaU I send ’em in? 

■^tan: Certainly Joe, certainly. They’re aU I’ve left for to- 
night s programme. 


Joe: D’you know what I think, Mr. Sprott? 

Yes, Joe. You think it’s all escapist and that we oui 
to be domg a programme aU about the town drains, with an interlu 
tor you to tell us about your Toscanini rehearsals. 

What I think 

to^t the sooner these outsiders are stopped from coming in 

do bits m programmes the better. There ought to be a radio tra 
umon, and no outsiders allowed. 


Tristan: What about Tos canini ? 
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Joe; He'd join the union. {Crosses and puts record in position 
upstage.) 

The Punnets burst m. They are carrying several awkward- 
shaped parcels, but no serpent. They are very angry. 

D.ajsy (loudly): My grand-dad says ’e’s ’ad enough. 

Trist.-slN; Had enough? He hasn’t begun yet. 

Daisy; ’E says ’e’s going ’ome. An’ I’m not goin’ to try an’ stop 
'im, becos I've ’ad enough too. 

Tristan: But why? We’ve all been very nice to you, haven’t we? 

Daisy: No, yew ’aven’t. Not a single one of you ’cept Mr. Hay- 
craft, an’ ’e’s gone. 

Tristan: But he’ll be back to do the announcing 

D.aisv': ’E’ll do no announcin’ for us, will ’e, grand-dad? 

PuNNiET (winding himself up to speak, and clutching at various 
parcels): G iiirr ! Oi make nuthin’ of it at all, this yer E.B.C. (Crosses 
to right 0/ Tristan.) Nuthin’ at all, oi don’t. It be all all 

Tristan (triumphantly): I know. Slummerty-'WTimmerty. 

PuN'NET (sjiarling scornfully^ : Neow — yew re WTong, young man. 
(Loudly, to D.aisy) Daft in the ’ead, this un be, as I tould ee. 

Tristan (conciliatory): Well, I may be a bit daft in Ac head— 
wouldn't be at aU surprised— but this afternoon you said it was aU 


slummeny-'v\'ummert>'. 

DAISY’ It’s worse nor that now, ain’t it, grand-dad? 

Pl-nntt Ay. Oi've got a word for un-for aU tliis 

ver foolish E.B.C. wamsy— ay, masters— for neow 01 think it be aU 
'midgety-madgety. Neow more an’ neow less nor midgety-madgety. 
(Looks round triumphantly, as if for applause.) 

Joe (seriouslyf. I ask you, Mr. Sprott, how are you going to make 
a revolution of the workers with ^-pes like that about . 

Tristan (moves a little nearer to Joe): WeU, he seems to be making 

one all right. 

Joe; No education, that’s the trouble. 


Daisy: Don’t you be insulting. , » . , 

Pltvnet (still having trouble with his parcels, but now launched into 

bi^T^Jches and enjoying himself): Eddication. young m^! & teU 

E.B.C. ^- the like” fs'takin’ the ladt out o’ the fields art’ the matdem 


to adjus, parcels, forcefully): Now 
he?e giand-lt nr«r mmd the big agricultural issue just now. 
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point is, you promised to help me to-night with my Barset programme 
and now you say you won’t. 


Daisy: He thinks he did it this morning. 

Tristan: Oh — my hat! But e.xplain, that was only a rehearsal. 


Joe: We’ve tried him but he won’t understand about rehearsals, 
Mr. Sprott. No education, see? 

Daisy: So now he wants to go home — an’ I don’t blame him — the 
way we’ve been messed about to-day something shameful. 

Tristan {making a last attempt): Now look here, grand-dad, I— - 

Punnet {his big speech): Grrrrr! If oi’d the care of ee, young man, 
oi’d grand-dad ee wi’ a big stick, oi would— ay, masters, oi would 
—to knock parcel o’ daftness out o’ your head. Eddication ! E.B.C., 
an’ woirseless! Can ee do hedgin’ an’ ditchin’? Can ee harrow an’ 
plough an’ mow an’ reap? Can ee milk a cow' or calf a cow? Can 
ee dip a sheep or shear a sheep? Can ee ring a pig? Can ee harness 
an’ droive a team o’ horses? Who were the best bee-keeper there 
ever were i’ North Barset? 


Tristan: You were. 


Punnet {triumphantly): Wrong again, young man, for it were ould 
Sam’l Daggs out at Little Fitchington. Yer know nuthin’ but bits o’ 
mimsy-mamsy, midgety-madgety. {Moves right, taking D.aisy’s hand. 
Tristan follows, then Punnet turns on him.) It’s the first toirae > er 
get Matthew Punnet to yer E.B.C. an’ it’s the last. Oi promised to 

play me serpent for ee, an’ oi played un this manun’, so now oi be 
off home. {Crosses to door.) 


Daisy {stopping): But where is your serpent, grand-dad? 

Punnet {passes Daisy across himself to door and she exits): ’Old 
yer tongue, girl, an be off home, where w'e belong proper. Let un 
keep bloody ould serpent. {Turning in doorway to Tristan.) 

He goes out hurriedly. 


Tristan: And that, Joe, just tears it. {Staggers across to left and 

1 * * 1 1 , . ^ programme. The 

listeners will get thirty minutes of gramophone records and I shall 

most certainly get the boot. Well, remember me to all the boys, Joe. 

Joe: Now Mr. Sprott, it isn’t as bad as that. You’U manage 
somehow, ^ 


Tristan: Not this time, Joe. Sunk without a trace. I knew it this 
mornmg when I woke up. Something told me. 

Enter Paula. She has changed her clothes, taken off her spec- 
tacles, etc., and now looks very attractive indeed. 

Paula: Good evening, Tristan. Hello, Joe. 
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Tristan (tadly)’. Hello. P*uU. You look beautiful. I feel like 
death. 

Tell me afterwards. I want Edna. 


Joe: rU tell her. 

Goes out up right. 


edge of pkmoY. >M»at about Sir Reginald 


Runton? 

Tristan: He’s giving Moya dinner at the C«aiO. Rnd for a^ 
know they may be doing a big Chekhov act together -teUing 

other’ over the prunes and cusurd t^t in a 

will be very beautiful. But what I do know is that he s ulkuif to 
London, and London's talking to him. 

Paula: With certain names, no doubt, passing along the wire. 

Tkbtan: No doub.. no doubt. A 
while, to give it a seasoning, there II be no Down Here in Banet 

programme to-night. 

Paula: Tve heard you say that before. 

Tristan: But then 1 had most of my cast. Now I *">• 

except Hetty and Bob. And it’s too late to change the script, 
"r^mophone records to-night, and curtams to-morrow. 

Eruer Edna. She is dressed to go out. 

Paula (crosses do^n to centreY Any telegram, Edna. 

Edn^ YeHt came about half an hour ago over the tel.j^~_ 

(RtadsU.) “Harland agreeable to your producer if you insts . 

Paltla: Good! 

Tristan: WTiat is all this about, Paula. vi.rtin 

Paula: I'll explain later. Does anyooay an 

’’"n" Yes. he-s across at the Lion, doing so™ s^ous drinking. 

Paula: Edna, you re going home now, aren t you. 

1 - V/*c YOU A^^'ant me for anything. 

4 ^ ^ks But would you mind looking in at the ^ 

Edna: I’ll go now. 

Tristan; EU be going there myself m a minute. 

Paula • No, you won't. You've a programme to do. 

Tristan- I tell you— there can't fce a programme-— 

P^IJ^A All righl Edna. VouteUWm. Good mght. 
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Edna (going): Good night, Miss Leeds. 

Tristan: By the way, Copley and the Limple girl are tied up. 
Paula: No. 

Tristan: Yes, definitely. Already the salad bowl from the stafi 
and the fortnight in Torquay are stirring in the womb of Time. 

Paula: Does Martin Bradbum know? 

Tristan: Yes. We congratulated them. 

Paula: Did he mind? 


Tristan: No, the cure’s complete. 

Paula: Thank goodness! (Turns up to desk.) 

Tristan: Why? 

Paula: Well, I hate to see a man making a fool of — (Sits at desk.) 
Tristan: Yes, yes. Yes, yes, yes. Quite so. 

Enter Brenda hurriedly and excitedly. 

Brenda (breathless): Mr. Sprott! 

Tristan (preparing to go): No, Brenda, a thousand times no. 
Brenda (getting in his way): Oh— but please Usten, Mr. Sprott 

Tristan: The smallest imitation from you, Brenda — the tiniest 

flick of Beatrice Lilhe or Gertrude Lawrence — at this moment, and 
I fell you to the ground. 

Brenda: No, please, Mr. Sprott, it’s not that 

Tristan: What, no impersonation? 

Brenda: Yes, but 

Tristan: I don’t care who they are, Brenda— English, American 
even Chinese— I won’t have ’em. 

^ENDA (pleading hard): But this is different. You’U want it to- 

mght. Listen! (In perfect imitation of Daisy Punnet) “Good 
evenin all. Is moi grand-dad ’ere? 


Tristan (impressed): I say! That’s pure Punnet 

EiREUDA (as before): “Moi grand-dad was the foim 

m the whole o’ Barset. ‘Ere, grand-dad, wake up 
tune.’’ 


Trctan: Duckie, it’s perfect, but perfect. You could 
into the programme with that. 

Brenda (excitedly): Well then, why can’t I? 

Tristan: You can. 


go straight 


Brei®a (iuiWing over): Oh gosh! That’s marvellous 
practismg for hoias. 


I’ve been 


Tristan (who has been thinking): No, it’s no good. 
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Brenda; Oh — but why? 

Tristan: Not because of you, Brenda. 
that little bit of something the Punnets never ^d. Bui -you 
duckie-those lines of Daisy’s were put into the senjH 

unique turn. And^now the old man’s gone home, all midgcty-madgety. 

Brenda: Yes, but the serpent hasn’t. 

Tristan: WTiere is it? 

Brentda: It’s still here. (Afover to door.) 

Tristan: Waiting for its mate, I suppose. (Brentja stops.) But, 
you see, these serpents don’t play themselves. 

Bren-da: No-but-just wait. {Goes to door and calls) Percy. 

Percy. , , 

After a moment, Percy enters with the serpent 

Tristan {excitedly): Don’t teU me you can play that thing, Percy . 

Percy: Listen to this, Mr. Sprott. {Sits right below Haycrafts 

desk. He plays a short jazzy phrase.) 

Pai ia- Don’t swing it, Percy. 

ikneeh on se„ee-.nun,p>n^.lyy. Oh-m.dge.>-™dge^ 

—we can do it, we can do it. Paula. 

Tw^AN ^(c'a//ing 

-r - 

T RISTAN : W-iy ‘,_5.ou-ve been do.-n here the longest. 

than anyone else m tne cast y 

Enter Martin. 

Bradbum, I congratulate you. 

Martin: AMiy? -art nf Mr Caxton, a regular 

palrrorthlo'idXl'if cXin my pro^mme to-night. 

yI m'usfC Un:s-Uter:U “ And Paula’s in it too. 
Pauea: I didn t say vourselves as people of the 

ne^oouu Lr NlAR^ npprecien-ely 

at Palxa. He has come 
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Martin {admiringly): I say! 

Paula: What do you say? 

Martin: Why don’t you always look like this? 

Paula: I try to, outside the E.B.C. I called in to collect a telegram 
I was expecting. 

Martin {disappointed): Oh— you’re going on somewhere. 

Paula: I was. To see some people I know. 

Martin: But you asked me to come across to see you. 

Paula: Yes, did you mind? 

Martin: No, I’m glad. 

Paula {moves avvay to front of piano): You see, I couldn’t say it 
before, because of the telegram. 

Marun; Where does the telegram come in? 

Paula: I’ll explain later. But this really is important. {Leans on 
piano— pauses, then earnestly.) Martin, why did you leave the theatre? 
You were doing grand work there and you must have loved it. 

Martin: I did love it, but I began to feel it didn’t love me much. 

Paula: Not enough work? 

Martin: Not enough regular work. And no security. I was 
beginning to be frightened. You see, I began producing in repertory. 
You know the sort of thing — eighteen hours a day, and never having 
time to get anything right. Then I took a chance and went to London. 

Paula: Well, then you got plenty of work. 

Martin: I had three plays to produce in my first year. One good 
one— two duds. The next year, apart from some not very bright 
Sunday shows, I only had two to produce— one a good one, but it 
was a flop — and the other the usual Surrey lounge-hall bit of non- 
sense, which wasn’t even a successful bit of nonsense. Then I’d been 
too pleased with myself and had rows, and, I suppose, made enemies. 
And then I began to get frightened. No work coming along. No 
rnoney. I was broke and didn’t seem to be getting anj'where at all. 
I’d never bothered much about broadcasting, hardly ever listened in 
—and thought radio drama just third-rate footling stuff. 

Paula: Which it mostly is. 

Martin: Yes, but I happened just then to listen to an E B C 
production of The Wild Duck. And it was good. 

Paula {very quietly): You mean the one Margaret Owen did? 

Martin: Yes. You knew her, of course? 

Paula: She was my greatest friend. She died just after she did 
that production. I begged them to do a memorial programme of her 
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work — a lot of her shows had been recorded— but of course they 
wouldn’t. They just wanted to forget her. I never forgave them for 
that. It was then I stopped caring much about my work. Sony— 

go on. 

Martin {humbly)’. I’ve never understood you at all, have I? 

Paula: No, you don’t really know anything about me. But then 
how could you? 

Martin: I ought to have guessed. 

Paula {sits on settee arm, facing Martin) : Please go on about 

yourself. This really is important. ^ ^ 

Martin* Well, after hearing that production, I thought, “What’s 
wrong with doing some of this stuff?’’ So I made enquiries, and they 
were aU very nice and flattering to me at Radio Home,^d after a 
short trial trip, I signed a contract and joined the smff. That s alL 

Paula* No, it isn’t. What’s happened to you since? 

Martin: Nothing very much. {Moves down left.) You know that 
part as weU as I do. I can’t reaUy complain. If I haven’t got on too 

well, I suppose it’s mostly my own fault. 

Paula: No, you’re wrong, it isn’t really. That’s what we ^ come 

to think. But it’s not true. Just because, behind aU 

siUy memos, they seem easy-going and kmd and considerate. 

Martin : That’s just it. You know what a hell the theatre can be. 

Paula* Yes, but that’s because it’s alive. And t^ isn|t. ft’s a 
nice easy-going, kind and considerate machine— but it s stiff a 

And kfter a time it quieUy takes somethmg vital and 

essential out of you- - . 

Martin: Yes, I’ve been wondering about that. Somethmg 

certainly seems to go. ^ n 

Patila* ft does I’m nearly an old stager now. Ten ye^ of it. 

Z‘S«ir S — whjh «lk. tt - 1^- 

“r^dn^^angk so we 

baven-t given in Paula. Yon eouldn't talk like 

o:^' jr^lrtn^^ vety tougb. vety betee. vety 
determined, though I may not look it. 
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Martin: You don’t— thank God! 

Paula: Besides — ^I’ve found — ^well — compensations. 

Martin (alarmed)’. You’re not in love with somebody? 

Paula: No, I didn’t mean that. 

Martin: You terrified me then. Listen, Paula 

Paula: No, Martin, let’s finish this first It’s most important. 
Never mind about regiilar work and security and all the rest of it. 
You must get out of the E.B.C.— at once, before it’s too late— and 
you must go back to the theatre. 

Martin: But who wants me? What am I going to do? 

Paula: You’ve got to take a chance on that. I may teU you that 
I’m going, as soon as they’ll let me resign, and I don’t think they’ll 
make any difficulties about that, after w'hat Sir Reginald Runton has 
told them to-night. 

Martin: That goes for me, too. 

Paula: Yes, that goes for you too. Now you may have been 
forgotten in the theatre, you may have to start all over again, but 
that’s the chance you’ve got to take, Martin. 

Martin: It’ll be a lot worse than you think, Paula. And I’m still 
almost broke. 

Paula: I dare say. 

Martin: You wouldn’t like me to kiss you, would you? 

Paula: No. One thing at a time is my motto. And you’ve got 
to decide, Martin. You’ve got to leap into the dark. 

Martin (after a pause, decisively)’. I’ll do it. 

Paula: That’s what I wanted to hear you say, Martin. I wanted 
to feel you were ready to take the chance. 

Martin: Well, I am. And a pretty thin chance it’ll be. 

Paula: It’s not as bad as you think. There’s a play you can do 
at once — for Harknd. 


Martin: Harland? But how’s that? Whose play is it? 

Paula: It’s mine. I was determined not to tell you until yc 
decided to take the chance. Harland has accepted a play of mine 

production at once, and he’s agreed to let you produce it if I in; 
And now — ^I do insist. 


Martin (delighted)’. Good lord, Paula — but this is marvellous. 
(Moves to her.) What a girl! 

As he advances upon her, Joe enters. 

Job: Ahem! The little big noise is back. 

Paula: What do you mean? 
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Job: Our new D.A.D.G.— Sir Reg. So look out. (Moving up.) I 
think — ^he’s bottled. 

Job goes out. 

Martin: He won’t have it all his own way. I’m rather bottled 
myself. 

Paula: Now listen, darling, there’s only one thing to do. As soor 

.we announce that we’re resigning. 


Martin: Right. What’s your play called? 

Paula (hastily): The Silver Ship— hvt we can talk about that 
afterwards. 

Martin: I adore you. 

Paula: Good. And we can talk a lot about that afterwards. 
But just now we’ve got to disentangle ourselves from our E.B.C. 

contracts. 

Martin: I’ll bet Sir Reginald’s going to throw ’em m our faces. 
Paula: Here he comes. 

Enter Sir Rbginald with Moya Gronova. They have been 

dining, and both are in fine form. 

Sm Reginald (continuing some splendid reminiscence f or the ir- 

tng Moya); So he said “I don’t know why you shonl^ajr 
Rmton.” So I said, “Aren’t yon forgettmg one ^8’ 

“What’S that?” he said. “Aren’t you forgettmg, I said, thatb^ten 


re^y 


has been one of my hobbies for over thi^ y^? 
now what I’m talking about, old chap, I said. 


OVA (earnestly)-. I think you were— 

sm Reginau> UorUtUy ) : A-ha-we-er-meet agam. Misa 
Leeds — Mr 


(Sits 


arm 


wonderful 


Martin: Bradbum. 

Sir Reginald: Yes, of course— Bradbum. 

S€ttC€^ 

Gronova (sits in desk chair) : Paula, we ’ad t 
deener. 

PATTf A • T thou&ht you went to the County* ^ 

Lonova: ■We did. But to-night-it eSIspeciale. (Tlaslmg 
a terrific glance at Sm RB3INAU>.) Thanks to you. 

S trouhk^d of 

Martin Bradbum and I want to 
offer the company our resignations. 
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Martin : Thanks, Paula. (Crosses to left of PauL'Sl). ^ es, our 

resignations. , , j r 

Sir Reginald and Gronova are exchanging delighted glances. 

Paula: We’re quite willing to leave at once. We’ll go quietly. 

Gronova (to Sir Reginald): What did I tell you, my deear? I 
knew they would feel like that. 

Sir Reginald (smiling): You did. Well, well, well, well! 

He is highly amused. Paula and Martin store at him in be- 
wilderment. 

Haycraft, Bob and Hetty come in. Lights are switched on 
left and they take up positions at studio end. 

Joe enters up right, crosses behind piano to lower mike. Hay- 
craft above desk to switch on standard lamp — on his entrance he 
taps Gronova on shoulder, she then moves to piano and sits ready. 

Martin: What’s the joke? 

Sir Reginald (still amused): It’s not a joke really — but I can’t 
help being amused by the way in which you’ve misjudged the— er— 
attitude of the company and myself. We’re really not like that, 
y’know. 

Percy with serpent, and then Tristan, enter. 

Tristan (seeing Sir Reginald) : Oh— help ! 

Sir Reginald (loudly): Ah! And here’s the other culprit — eh? 
Also ready to offer his resignation, eh? (Moves to Tristan.) 

Tristan: Let me do my programme first. The show must go on. 

Sir Reginald! You see, I spoke to the assistant director-general 
at Radio House to-night, and told him frankly w'hat you three had 
said about the organisation and policy of the company 

Tristan: AU right, don’t rub it in. I must go and work the panel 
for the last time. (He goes into producer's box.) 

Martin (to Paula): Eveiything’s okay. We’re fired. 

Paula: I don’t know. He’s got a dangerous pleasant look in 
his eye. 

Sir Reginald (loudly): Fortunately the English Broadcasting 
Company can appreciate frankness and forthright criticism, so I’m 
delighted to tell you that you’ve all been promoted and your con- 
tracts extended 

Paula (in horror) : Oh crikey ! (Sits on arm of settee.) 

Martin (horrified) : What — can’t we leave? (Kneels on settee above 
Paula.) 

Sir Reginald: Certainly not. You’ve been promoted to the 
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Organisation Department. Mr. Sprott has been made Assistant 
Organiser of Overseas Reli^on. 

Tristan {through speaker ^ horrified)- What? 

Sir Reginald: You, Mr. Bradbum, have been appointed Con- 
troller of co-ordinated regional children’s programmes. 

Martin {horror-struck)-. Suffering Moses! {Falls on to the settee.) 

Sir Reginald: And you. Miss Leeds, will be director of our new 
Mother’s Hour — “Kitchen, Kiddies and CrSpe-de-Chine”. 

Paula breaks into a peal of laughter. The red light is now 
flickering. Haycraft is at the mike. 

Haycraft {sternly)-. Quiet, please! {Announces.) “Down Here in 
Barset”. To-night we present another half-hour of Barsetshire 
humour, melody and folk-lore, in a programme written and produced 
by Tristan Sprott. It’s a beautiful summer night— the men have 
returned from the hayfields— the door of that friendly old pub the 
Bro^vn Cow stands wide open — “Down Here in Barset”. 

Moya plays her tune. Percy does effects. They all, except Sir 
Reginald, now in background, produce atmosphere noises. 

Bob {in rural voice)-. ’Nother point o’ coider. Rose. Oi saw your 
young man over boi Jenkins’ twenty-acre. 

Hetty {same style)-. He’s no young man o’ moine, Chariie Bragg 
isn’t — ^not since l^chaelmas Fair. 

Bob : Didn’t buy ee a proper fairing, oi’ll be bound. Rose. 

Haycraft {rural)-. Oi ’eard tell on ’at tew, Garge. 

Paula {in fine rustic fashion) : What yew tew ’eard tell on ’at isn’t 
trew would fill the Barsetshire News onny Friday. What’s for yew. 

Muster Caxton? 

Paula and Martin are sharing a nuke with their backs to the 
audience, and we see them squeezing hands behind their backs. 

{rural)- Pint of old an mild. Miss Nancy. 

Paula {as before) : Yes, Muster Caxton. Would yew be giving us 

a song to-noight. Muster Caxton? 

Haycraft: We do be expectin’ your old ’ay-makin’ song to- 


noight, Muster Caxton. 

Bob: Oi’ll never forget the first toime oi evCT ’^rd 
song— dang my buttons {Much laughter.) Woi, look oo s ere. 

Young Cherry Gooseman, ^ ^ • j » o 

Brenda {as Daisy:) Good evenin’ alL Is moi grand-dad ere. 

Bob: Naow, yer grand-dad’s not ’ere. 

Hetiy : An’ that’s where yew be wrong again. Garge. OI uoose- 
man’s ’ere. He’s asleep in the comer there. 
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Haycraft: Woi, so ’e be. An’ only man in all Barset as can stil 
play the ould serpent. 

Brenda: Moi grand-dad was the foinest sarpent player in thi 
whole o’ Barset. ’Ere, grand-dad, wake up an’ give us all a tune. 

General cry of Wake up", "Give us a tune", etc., and (her 
Percy coolly begins playing a rustic tune, with just a suspu ior 
of swing about it, while gradually the others join in with word 
and as they are singing the curtain comes down. 


End of Play 
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THE GOLDEN FLEECE 

A Comedy In Three Acts 



CHARACTERS 
{in the order of their appearance) 

Miss Weeks 
George Pritchet 
Elsie 
Mondovi 
Lady Leadmill 
Miss Sell 
Tagg 

Mrs. Tagg 
Sir Rufus Garnett 
Lady Garnett 
William Lotless 
Molly Cudden 
Alec Rothbury 
Veronica Frensham 
Dr. Plumweather 
Perkins 

Lord Fleetfield 


ACT I 

An evening in early autumn 

ACT n 

Evening, a fortnight later 

ACT in 

Afternoon, five days later 

The Scene is the entrance lounge of the Golden Fleece Hotel, 
Cheltingate Spa, an inland health resort. 


ACT I 


The Scene is the entrance lounge of the Golden Fleece Hotels 

gate Spa, an inland health resort. The set is semi-circular, or a half- 
oval shape. Down right (actors') is a smallish door leadi^ to a 
small lounge or card room. Next, right centre is the main street 
entrance of the hotel, big doors or a swing door set inside the big 
wide doorway. Next, centre back, is the curved reception desk, 
with registration books, pigeon-holes for letters at back, telephones, 
etc. On left of this, which may or may not be behind prolongation 
of counter, is the door that leads into the stciff part of hotel and is 
only used by employees— called Staff Door in script. About middle 
of left wall is door to rest of hotel, to lift and stairs, etc. — called 
Main Door. Between Staff Door and Main Door, near wall can 
be low table with lounge behind and a small chair or two, and 
another near wall between Main Door and Pros. Left. Another 
low table with chairs should be placed a little left of centre in mid- 
stage. Near reception desk are usual notices of picture-houses, 
theatre, lectures, Roytd Ptonp Room hours and concerts, etc. The 
scene should suggest a stuffy comfort, and therefore must not be 
too nwdem in decoration, though not farcically Victorian. 

At rise of curtain, lights are on. It is late in the evening. Miss 
Weeks, reception clerk, in black, neat, not unattractive, about 
thirty, with a ''refane^' manner for guests and a much more 
shrewd manner for others, is behind the desk, finishing up. George 
Prttchet, a rather gloomy middle-aged waiter, is hanging about 
the lounge, waiting for a fhutl order or two before going off duty, 
and emptying an ashtray, flicking away a bit of that, etc. 

Miss Weeks (Just audible)'. And three — and twelve and six — ^fifteen 
and six — ^and eleven and six — ^twenty-seven shillings — one pound 
seven — and thirteen and nine — two pounds and ninepence — and four 
shillings — two pounds four and nine — ^two — ^four-nine. . . . (looks 
up some other figure in ledger^ Five and seven — seven and nine’s one 
and four — ^six and four’s ten — ^two — ten — ^four. And three, eight, 
two. That’s five — eighteen — six. You were saying . . . 

She books it, and looks speculatively in the direction of George, 
who takes it as encouragement to contirme a conversation that was 
broken off. 

Geor<» (jgloomUyy. Yes, two hundred pounds, that’s alL Say, 
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twenty fivers and ten tenners. That’s all they wanted, and I couldn’t 
lay me ’ands on it. If I could, look where I’d ’ave been now. 

Miss Weeks on) : Five — eighteen — six. Well, where would 

you have been? 

George (bitterly ) : In Preston Pans, with a nice business of me own. 
Miss Weeks: Eight — ^nine — ^five. Nine — ^five — and eleven. 
George: And another thing 

Miss Weeks (not too impatiently ) : Now, just a minute. Five — ^and 
eleven — ^ten, two and eight — ^and fifteen and four — ^ten — ei^teen. 
That’s it. (Gives him all her attention now.) Well, you’re not the only 
one. If everybody had their own, I’d have five thousand pounds — 
at least — and a third share in a wholesale butcher’s in Melbourne. 
That’s what my mother always says. Only her brother — ^my uncle 
Fred — it was his money and business — ^went and lost his memory 
just before he died — only the lawyers said we’d never prove it. So 
it just shows you. 

George (bitterly): It doesn’t need to show me. I’ve been shown. 
Luck ! If I told you half the things that’s ’appened to me, you’d call 
me a liar. 

Telephone rings. 

Miss Weeks (at telephone): The Golden Fleece Hotel — yes? (“Re- 
faned” now^ Who is it, please? I can’t quaite catch. Yes, the lane 
is very bad. Oh — Mrs. Gore — yes?... On Saturday? Yes, of course, 
Mrs. Gore . . . Did you say the First Flore, Mrs. Gore? . . . Oh, 
Ai think so. Ai’m sure that can be arranged . . . Yes, of course, Mrs. 
Gore . . . On Saturday then, Mrs. Gore . . . (Puts down telephone. 
In ordinary voice.) That’s that, Mrs. Gore. 

George: Yes, she’s stayed with us before, Mrs. Gore. (Pleased 
with himself now.) Here, did you notice that? She’s stayed with us 
before, Mrs. Gore — eh? All you want’s a bit of music to it. (As this 
provokes no response.) Don’t laugh. 

Miss Weeks: I’m not going to. Takes more than that to make 
me laugh, this time of night. 

Yawns, then begins leisurely tidying up. George goes over to 
Card Room door and peeps through. She looks up and sees him 

strolling back. 

Urn! 

George (going nearer, dropping voice): Still there. 

Miss Weeks: Who are they? 

George (same tone): Sir Something Garnett an’ his wife an that 

other pair — chap with no manners 
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Miss Weeks: Mr. Tagg? 

George: That’s right. And no class at all. 

Mbs Weeks: They’ve plenty of money. 

George {in despair)-. I dare say. Beats me how some of ’em picks 
it up. Luck again. 

Elsie, a youngish chambermaid, with a hot-water bottle in her 
hand, looks in hastily through Staff Door. 

Elsie {urgently, in loud whisper): Miss Weeks! 

Miss Weeks: Well? 

Elsie: Is Molly about? 

Miss Weeks: Haven’t seen her. She’s not back on duty till eleven. 

Elsie: I know — but Number Eighteen’s asking for her — silly old 
geezer. I s’pose she wants Molly to sing her to sleep. 

George: What for? You’d do for me. 

Elsie {haughtily): Don’t be personal, please, Mr. Pritchet. {To 
Miss Weeks) Tell Molly when she comes. Number Eighteen — S.O.S. 

Withdraws hastily. 

Sound of a large car outside. Miss Weeks and George look 
towards Street Door, and George moves forward, to look out. 

George {whispering): Don’t think it’s anybody new. The Old 
LeadmiU, I think. {Waits at door.) 

Mondovi, the manager, now enters through Staff Door. He is a 
middle-aged Italian, dressed very formally in morning coat or dinner 
jacket. He has a letter or two, which he tosses on desk. 

Mondovi {importantly): On Tuesday — the second-floor suite— 
twenty-eight an’ twenty-eight A — for Mistair an’ Misses Baxter, of 
Birmingham. They are all right. Vairy reech. Nice-a people. 

Miss Weeks {'"refaned" again): Yes, Mr. Mondovi. And Mrs. 

Gore rang up to ask for the usual first flore rooms for Saturday 

and the next fortnight. I said I was sure that would be quaite all 
raight. 

Mondovi: But of course. We know Mrs. Gor-a vaio' well. Always 
spenda plenty money. Nice-a People— Vair>' Reech. Nice-a-people. 

Sound of voices outside. He looks, managerially. 

Who is-a thees? 

Miss Weeks: Ai believe— Lady LeadmiU. 

Mondovi comes forward, ready to smile and rub his hands. 
Assisted by George at door. Lady Le.-vdmill makes a tremendous 
entrance, followed by her companion. Miss Sell. Lady LE^DM1LL 
is a stout, elderly woman, like a bulging-eyed, upholstered monster. 
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She has a loud, wheezing voice. They have been out to dinner, but 
are well wrapped up. 

Mondovi {now bowing and smiling): Good-a evenin’. Lady Lead- 
mill! You enjoy your-a evenin’ away from us, eh? 

Lady Leadmill : No, I can’t say I did very much, Mondovi. They 
keep a very poor table up there, I must say. The ve^ was even worse 
than yours, 

Mondovi : I ’ave spoken vaiiy specially to chef about-a that veal. 
Lady Leadmill. An’ I am so sorry about-a yoiu: evenin’. 

Lady Leadmill; Then they took us to a lecture about some place 
or other. Where was it. Miss Sell? 

Miss Sell; {timidly) The Adriatic coast, I think it was. 

Mondovi {all interest and enthusiasm): Oh yais, I know it well 
Vaiiy nice-a. Spalato — Ragusa 

Lady Leadmill {cutting in ruthlessly): I dare say. Couldn’t make 
much of it myself out. And the lantern slides were most peculiar. 
Some of them had nothing whatever to do with it. I distinctly recog- 
nised Market Harborough once — ^and another time Bury St. Edmunds. 
Ridiculous of the Colonel to say I dozed off. How could I have 
recognised Bury St. Edmunds if I’d dozed off? Eh, Miss Sell? 

Miss Sell {timidly) : Well, I did think once . . . 

Lady Leadmill {heartily): Nonsense, you never thought at alL 
Did you tell Horrocks to bring round the Rolls at eleven in the 
morning? 

Miss Sell; Yes, Lady Leadmill. 

Lady Leadmill {to Miss Weeks); Where are my letters? 

Miss Weeks; Ai’m afraid there aren’t any to-naight. Lady Lead- 

miU. 

Lady I^admill; Are you sure? 

Mondovi {fussily): Now make-a quite-a sure there are no letters 
for Lady LeadnulL 

Miss Weeks {who has looked again, apologetically): No, not to- 
night. 

Mondovi; So sorry — not-a to-night-a. 

Lady Dbadmill {sternly): The posts here are most peculiar. 

Miss Sell {timidly) : Yes. A letter of mine 

Lady Leadmill {abruptly): Good night. 

Miss Sell {resignedly echoing): Good ni^t. 

Miss Weeks {effusively) : Good night. Lady Leadmill. Gwd night. 

Mondovi has gone to Main Door and now stands holdmg it open, 
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bowing and smiling, as Lady Leadmill saUs through, followed by 
Miss Sell. 

Mondovi: Good night-a, your ladyship. Goo-ood mght-a. 
rhank-a you so much. Good night-a! 

Meanwhile, George and Miss Weeks have exchanged significant 
looks of disgust. Mondovi returns to see these. They both look 

at him, he looks at them, is about to say something forceful, ^cides 

not to, gives a tremendous and most significant shrug, and closes 
his eyes. 

[ go to bed. 

Marches out Staff Door. 

George, looking particularly bitter, comes nearer Miss Weeks. 

George {with bitter parody, softly): Nice-a people! Vairy reech! 

To show what she feels about it. Miss Weeks closes her ledger 
with a sharp-tempered bang, and continues clearing up. George, 
yawning, flicks a bit more ash off a table. From Card Room come 
Mr. Tagg, about fifty-five, coarse-grained North-countryman, 
Mrs. Tagg, a year or two younger and a simple woman. Lady 
Garnett, same age but more self-confident and genteel, and Sir 
Rufus Garnett, a thin, worrying fellow. The men are in dinner 
jackets, and the women expensively but badly dressed. 

Mrs. Tagg {continuing calculations after bridge): Now are you 
sure we’ve got it all straightened out? I know I owed fifteen and 
six 

Lady Garnett: No, eighteen shillings, if you remember. So I 
want another half-crown. 

Mrs. Tagg: Oh— then I’ll have to settle with you in the morning 
— unless you’ve got half a crown. Father. 

TAGG hands over half-crown to Lady Garnett. 

Sir Rufus: Good game, I thought. 

Mrs. Tagg {hopefully): So did I, Sir Rufus. You enjoyed it, didn’t 
you. Father? 

Tagg {crushingly): No, I didn’t. 

Lady Garnett: Oh, come, Mr. Tagg 

Tagg {same tone): I’m not blaming you. But I enjoy a game o’ 
bridge when I play with people who return my leads and don’t keep 
their aces as if they wanted to go to bed with ’em. {Glaring at his 
wife.) 

Sir Rufus: Now, now, no post-mortems. And as the winner, I 
say — ^what about a drink? 

Mrs. Tagg: Oo — ^ not for me. Sir Rufus, thank you all the same. 
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I ought to get to bed, because Fm supposed to be down at the Pump 
Room at eight o’clock ever\’ morning. 

Lady Garnett {?noving)\ I think we all ought to be going to bed. 
So don't be long, Rufus. 

Sir Rufus: No, dear, just one for the road. Eh, Tagg? 

Moves fussily, as the two women go out through Main Door. 
Miss Weeks has now gone. George is anxious to get this last 
order in, so does not bother opetiing the door for the women but 
hovers round the men, who now sit down at one of the tables. 

What's it to be, eh? Say the word. 

Tagg {blimtly)-. Double ’Aig an’ small Polly for me. 

Sir Rufus: An’ I’ll have the same, waiter. 

George (briskly): Two double ’Aigs an’ Pollies, thank you, sir. 

Coes out Staff Door. 

Sir Rufus: Always enjoy a game of bridge. 

Tagg: So do I when it's played properly. But my wife won’t try 
and learn. But I was teUin’ you about Fawcett. Well, he puts up 
sixteen thousand — that is, of his otsm money. 

Sir Rufus: Well, tidy little sum. 

Tagg: Oh — Fawcett’s worth a couple o’ hundred thousand pound, 
if he's worth a penny. What’s sixteen thousand to ’im? ’Ot^^ever, 
that's what he puts up, in the first place, and in the original issue 
that gives ’im a controlling interest. 

Sir Rufus: What — for sixteen thousand? 

Tagg: Ah — but look at the way they worked it. Very clever! 
But then Fawcett is clever. I dare say he doesn’t look it, but then 
a lot of us don't look it, yet we manage to surprise some folk. 

Lady Garn’ett: Rufus! 

Breaks off because his wife and Lady Garnett have returned. 
Tagg: Now, what’s up now? 

Lady Garn-ett : We can’t find anybody to work the lift. 

Mrs. Tagg: I said I didn't mind walking up, but Lady Garnett 
wants the lift. 

Tagg: Well, why not? We've paid for a lift, why shouldn’t we 
’ave it when we want it. 

Sir Rufls: Quite so. Just slackness on somebody’s part. Good 
deal of slackness here, if you ask me. 

As George enters with drinks. 

Ah_there you are, waiter. Nobody working the lift, y’know. Keep- 
ing these ladies waiting. Not good enough. 
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Tagg: Time you brightened up, some of you. 

George: Very sony, sir, I expect the man’s gone off duty. 1 11 tell 
the Night Porter. It’s ’is fault i^y. 

George goes out hastily through Staff Door . 

Sir Rufus: Sure you won’t have anything, my dear? 

Lady Garnett (severely): No, and if you’d any sense, you wouldn t 
either, at this time of ni^t. 

Tagg (heavily ) : I like a drop o’ whisky before I go to bed. 

Mrs. Tagg (proudly) : Always did, didn’t you. Father? ( To Lady 
Garnett) Always did. 


Tagg: It ’elps to settle my stomach. (To Lady Garnett, who 
tvinces.) Might do yours too. I over’eard you complainin’ to my 


wife. 


Lady Garnett closes her eyes. George hastily returns. 

George (hurriedly) : He’s just gone through now. 

Mrs. Tagg (who is servile to waiters): Thank you very much. 

Follows after Lady Garnett, who is stalking out. 

The men are now attending to their drinks. George is coming 
closer. 


Tagg: Well — all the best! (Drinks.) 

Sir Rufus: Cheers! (Drinks.) 

Tagg: Yes — there’s several of us who’s a bit cleverer than we look, 
especially where money’s concerned. We’ve chaps on our exchange 
— an’ to look at ’em, yer wouldn’t think they were worth ninepence 
—but— don’t you make a mistake, some of ’em could write you a 
cheque for a quarter of a million 

George (to Sir Rufus): Beg pardon, sir, will you be wanting 
anything else just now? 

Sir Rufus (blankly): Why should I? 

George: Only you see, sir, I’m going oflF duty now, an’ if you 

don't want anything else, perhaps you’d like to sign for these, before 
Fm away. 

Sir Rufus (putting down sixpence): There you are. 

C^rge: Thank you, sir. Good night, gentlemen. 

Exits Staff Door. 


Sir Rufus (starb^ after him): Bit arbitrary, that chap, wasn’t he? 
Pay up and let me be off— sort of thing. Eh? 

Tagg. There s one or two of ’em could do with dressing down a 
bit. These old women spoil ’em. My wife’s not much better. I keep 
saying to her, “We’re payin’ for it, aren’t we? See yer get yer money’s 
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worth. And a smile i 
good. She’s too soft. 


39 


That’s what I tell her, but it does 


le, and I’ve 
Anything I 


Enter, through Main Door, Weluam Loti^, the Night Porter 
He is a middle-aged man, with an intelligent, humorous face, grey 
hair, clean-shaven, and is wearing hotel uniform. 

Wttt. {richly)'. Good evening, gentlemen. Veiy quiet to-nighi 
again, isn’t it ? {Nods and smiles and is passing them.) 

Sir Rufus: Now, just a minute. 

Will stops and turns. 

You’re the Night Porter, aren’t you? 

Will {cheerfully) : Yes, sir. William Lotless is the na 
been Night Porter here for— oh!— two or three years, 
can do for you, sir? 

Tagg: Aren’t you supposed to be working that lift when the day 
man goes off. 

Sir Rufus: Just what I was going to ask. 

Will : Yes, that’s one of my jobs. Just one of them. I also supply 
any drhiks that may be wanted, answer the door or telephone, 

arrange for early morning 

Tagg : All right. All right. We don’t want to know ^ that. What 
we want to know is why you weren’t working that lift when Lady 
Garnett and my wife were waiting there, a few minutes since. 

Will {confidentially) : Now, I’m sorry about that. But I’ll 
how it is. Now the liftman goes off at eleven every mght. But he 
takes his time from the clock along there, which is always five ^utes 
faster than our clock throu^ here. And the trouble is— well, we re 

both a bit stubborn about it. 

Sir Rufus: Seems a poor reason why guests should be kept 

Will: That I grant you, sir, I grant it like light^g. And if Pd 

known the ladies were waiting, I’d have been out m a ^ I 

was— in a flash— when I did know. But, you see, George the waiter 

here didn’t let on. 

Tagg: What’s he got to do with it? 

Will* Well, it’s like everything eke — ^wheek within wheek. Now 
when I come on duty, George has to go off, ^d if there are ^ 

wanted I serve ’em. But yo“’»« 
and— given him something for his trouble, I ve no doubt 

Sir Rufus: Matter of fact, I did. 

Will: There you are. Now George was after th^ ^ ^ ^ 
he didn’t tell me to come on duty before you d order^. 
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I’m blaming bim, y’know. Very natural thing to do. But I m just 
explaining. I tell you, very interesting, this hotel business. 

Tagg: Interesting or not, you seem to ’ave plenty to say about it. 

Will (quietly): No, sir. That doesn’t follow. I can hold my 
tongue. 

Moves OH'oy with dignity and goes into space behind counter, 
where he puts on his glasses and looks at the registration book, etc, 
The other two take a look at him, look at each other, rather un- 
easily, have a drink each. 

Sm Rufus (after a pause): You were saying — er ? 

Tagg (with mouth-on-one-side manner): What I’m saying is that 
there’s a bit too much cheek and impudence about a few of ’em 
round ’ere for my liking. 

Sir Rufus (same manner): Have a word with the manager in the 
morning, I think. Got rather a pull here, matter of fact, because I 
know Gleason weU — director of the syndicate running these hotels. 
I think. I’ll just — er 

Looks round and sees Will looking calmly in their direction 
over his spectacles, and hesitates and pauses. 

Tagg: What? 

Sir Rufus: Turn in, I think, eh? (Finishes drink.) 

Tagg (getting up): I’m ready. (Shouting across to desk) Lift! 

Will comes across. 

Sir Rufus; I see East Africans are coming up. Nice rise to-day. 
Wonder if it’s too late for a flutter there. 

Tagg (os they move with Will in attendance): No. But I got in 
weeks ago, an’ I’m sitting tight on ’em for a bit yet. 

They go out. Will bringing up rear, smiling rather maliciously. 

After a short pause, telephone on desk rings. Nothing happens. 
It goes on ringing. Fitter, Staff Door, MOLLY CUDDHN, a pleasant- 
looking, good-tempered, ripe woman in a chambermaid's uniform. 
She is carrying a rubber hot-water bottle in cover under her arm, 
and a small tray with a steaming hot drink in a cup on it. She looks 
at the telephone, hesitates, puts down the tray, touches it, hesitates, 

then as it rings again and nobody else is coming, she answers it 
rather tentatively. 

Molly: Golden Fleece Hotel — Mrs. Ferguson? Oh, she’s feehng 
a lot better . . . WeU, you see. I’m Molly Cudden, the chambermaid 
on night duty, and I’ve just been upstairs— and Mrs. Ferguson told 
me earlier to look in to see if she wanted anything— so Tpeeped in 
and she was sleeping nicely . . . Yes, I’m sure she’s a lot better . . . 
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Oh yes, I’ve heard her talk about you — ^and her little grandson. How 
is he? . . . Isn’t that nice? . . . Good night. 

Will (enters as she puts down telephone)'. Good evening, Molly, 

Molly; Good evening. Will. Good job I was here to answer that. 
It was Mrs. Ferguson’s daughter ringing up to know how she was. 
Well, what’s amusing you, Mr. Lotless? 

Will; Oh, that rude chap — ^Bag or Rag or Tagg or whatever they 
call him — ^I’ve just taken him and another chap up in the lift, after 
they’d practically told me to shut up, and this Rag or Tagg’s very 
pleased with himself because he’s got a lot of East Africans 


East Africans? 


len? 


Wnx; No, shares. And though they 
holding on to ’em. He’s clever, he is— oh 

Molly: Well, what’s funny about that? 

Will (chuckling) : The bottom’ll drop out of that market very soon, 
you’U see, and those East Africans won’t even be worth what he ^ve 
for ’em. I teU you, it took me all my time to keep my face straight 

when he was saying how clever he was. 

Molly (staring at him): You know, I don’t understand you, Mr. 

Lotless. . 

Will: Ah — that’s how it should be, Mrs. Cudden. (Pomts to him- 
self) Mystery man. 

MOLLY (ignoring this, earnestly): But how d’you know about aU 

these shares an’ things? Who tells you? i 

Will • Nobody tells me. I work it out for mysetf. I’ve plenty 
of^ on my 4nds, these nights here, an’ I r^d all Ae to^cid 

I^ges in the papers and-weU, I work it out 

the week before last, I took a nasty tumble on Gold 
Coasts— must have been about a hundred and fifty thousand pounds 

down on that lot . *o 

MoiJY Istaeeered): What are you talkmg about? 

Will: Oh-S’s just a sort of game I play with myself, following 

the market. Here, look 

Brings out note-book and shows her some pages. 

Mou-Y isUTlngy. They don’t make any se.^ “ 

Wiu. (poMingy. Now last week Fd have made about half a rnUhon 

— do you see? 

Molly: But I don’t see. 

Will. (skowiK her): It’s all there, properly worked out. 
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Molly {staring at him now): I do think you're a funny chap, Nfr. 
Lotless. I mean, all this — it’s all nothing, really — isn't it? 

Wnx {gravely): All imaginary, yes, of course. Just for amusement. 
That’s the only way I’d ever do it now, I promised myself that. 

Molly {quickly): Why did you — and when did you? 

Wnx {holding up warning finger): Ah! I’ve told you before, Molly 
Cudden, not to be too curious. 

As she looks offended^ turning away. 

Now don’t take offence. We have our work to do — you upstairs, me 
down here — and we’re fnends, aren’t we? 

Molly (simply): Yes, Mr. Lotless. I think you're a ver\’ nice man 
— I’ve never worked with a nicer in this business — and I know that 
really you’re very clever and not a bit like an ordinary Night Porter. 
But, you see, when you’re so different, I can't help being curious, can I ? 
Will: That’s all right, Molly. 

Molly {indicating tray): Oh— goodness !— look at that. And 

Number Eighteen s waiting for it. (Takes up tray, end prepares to eo ) 
Oh— Mr. Lotless 


Will (who has gone to clear small table): Yes, Molly? 

Molly (hastily but impressively): You remember I told \on about 
aU those papers my uncle sent— y’know, the uncle who died 'so sudden 
week before last— weU, I’ve brought them for you to look at. ^ 'know 
you promised you would. 

Wnx: Yes, Where are they? 


Molly: ru bring them dowm, when I’ve taken this to Eighteen 

s again. Shan’t be long. 

She hurries out with tray through Main Door. 

Wnx takes glasses, etc., from counter through Staff Door and 
comes out mth several newspapers. He goes behind desk with these 
prepares to read. He can now have changed lighting, so that 

ere is a good light on one of the tables and over the desk and not 
much elsewhere. He can hum or whistle softly. 

Veronica Frensham and Dr. Alec Roth- 

^ girl, about twenty-eight, extremely 

wen-dressed— she is wearing evening clothes— and with an air of 

“ °bout thirty, tan, intelligent, rather 

^ obviously in love 

th her, and she knows it but does not take him vm- seriously 
dS. Good evening, 
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going in the 


Alec: Evening, William. Any message for me? 

Will; No, sir. 

Alec: Good! Miss Frensham, have a drink. 

Veronica (hesitating: Well, I don’t know. I m 

morning — and 

Alec (eagerly): That’s all the more reason why you ought to have 

a drink. 

Veronica (smiling): All right. 

. They go over to the lighted table. comes along. 

I think — a gin and lime. 

Alec: A gin and lime. And I’ll have a lager, William. 

Will: One ^n and lime, one lager. 

Goes out Staff Door. They light cigarettes. 

Veronica (not unpleasantly ) : WeU, the Wedne^y ^ee at the 
Grand Hotel wasn’t any improvement on the Fnday dance at the 

Golden Fleece here, was it? 

Alec (gloomily): No. Hoped it might be, for your sake. 

Veronica: Why for my sake? , j 

Alec* I don’t go to these affairs in the ordinary way. I su^^ed 
it to have a good excuse to talk to you agam-and to look 

at you. 

Veronica (after slight pause) : Go on. 

Alec: Go on? I’ve finished. 

Veronica: No more compliments? 

Alec* Must you have compliments? 

Veronica : Not at alL I rather dislike them from the sort of men 
who are good at it 

At Pi*'" That's not me« _ 

veronica: I know. They’re amusing f^om^ 

- ^oing to warn your 

senior partner against you w^n he Old Plum- 

Alec (bitterly) : Semor j^on^h. And the only reason 

weather’s my boss, who payf . ^ piumweather stays here, 

kecVs a consulting ^o^^n to^d they^^t a^d^ 

Veronica: And what did you say to poor old Lady Leaomiu 
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Alec: She came moaning about not being able to sleep, so I told 
her she was grossly over-eating. 

She laughs. 

No, it’s not funny. It’s disgusting. The old woman treats hersell 
as if she was a Strasbourg goose. Tea and bread-and-butter at eight- 
thirty. At nine-thirty a large breakfast, and at eleven-thirty perhaps 
coffee and a cake or two. At one-thirty a three- or four-course lunch. 
At four-thirty she tucks into toast and sandwiches and cake. At eight- 
thirty she’s eating a six-course dinner. At ten-thirty 

Will has now arrived with the drinks. 

Will {putting them down)'. Gin and lime. Lager. 

Alec : Thanks. I’ll settle with you later, William. 

Will: Certainly, sir. 

Goes back to desk and buries himself behind newspaper. The 
other two drink. 

Veronica: But even if she does over-eat, why should you be rude 
to the silly old thing? What does it matter? 

Alec: It wouldn’t matter if there was just one of her, but there 
are thousands and thousands of her — ^like — like stuffed old frogs — 
crocodiles — dinosaurs. This country’s full of ’em. And there they 
are, doing no good to anybody, not even to themselves — and because 
they have the money, demanding services all day long from other 
people. That’s what you see everjTvhere in this countr>' — the living 
waiting upon the half-dead. 

Veronica: That’s a curious thing for a doctor to say. After all, 
isn’t he one of the living waiting on the half-dead? 

Alec: I’m not talking about the sick. I’m talking about these 
people who have money, appetites, prejudices, and nothing else. 
And I say the place is full of ’em, and we can’t get on with anything 
worth doing because they demand our services. 

Veronica: Nobody compels you to give y'our services. 

Alec {bitterly)'. Oh! Now, my dear Veronica 

Veronica {coolly)'. I am not your dear Veronica, Dr. Rothbuiy. 

Alec {as before) : I know you’re not, but unfortunately for my 
peace of mind. I’ve spent the last week imagining you were. 

Veronica: And you never told me! Now why have you? 

Alec {through his teeth) : Because I seem to have been siUy enough 
to have — what do you people call it ? 

Veronica: Oh— we people call it all sorts of things. 

Alec; Don’t be so damned flippant. Just remember even if this 
isn’t serious for you, it is for me. 
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Veronica (sharply): Now wait a moment. (Smiles beguilingly at 
him.) Look at me. 

Alec (groafts): I don’t want to look at you. (But he does.) I know. 
You’re beautiful. I’ve admitted it. 

Veronica: Don’t be so grudging. Don’t you like it? 


Alec (muttermg): I do — worse luck! 

Veronica (coolly): All money, y’know. These clothes and I 
assure you I wouldn’t look at all the same in any old thing— they 
cost money. Figure, hands, hair, face— all cost money too. Looking 
really attractive is an expensive full-time job. 

Alec (miserably): All right, you’ve won. And don t think it hadn t 
occurred to me. I’ve been chewing it over for the last week and not 

enjoying the taste of it. 

Telephone rings. Will ans^vers it, then calls. 

Will: It’s the Cottage Hospital for you, doctor. 

Alec: Right. (To Veronica) Just a minute. 

Goes to telephone. She ^catches him, smiling a little. 

Yes, Dr. Rothbur>' here. ... I see . . . Yes, I’U come round. 

Returns to Veronica, h/jo rises. 

Sorr\-, but I’ll have to go round to the hospital. Don’t suppose 1 11 
be long, if you’d care to wait. 

Veronica : Too late. And I’m catching the nine-fifteen to town in 
the morning. So I must say good-bye— now. 


Alec (awkwardly): Yes — wall 

Veronica (smiling, holding out her hand): Good-bye, then. And 
thank you — for 

Alec (bitterly): Trying to entertain you— eh? 

Veronica (coolly) : ^^^len you’re older and have work you enjoy 

more you won’t be so arrogant and aggressive, you might 

Alec (roudily)- I might be like one of these bedside puss>cats. 

W.U. S's good-bye. And I ndsh now you'd never 

set foot in this place. ■ t \ wbv‘> 

Veronica (a little closer, smiling provocatively): Oh why. 

Alec (savagely): All right, if you will ask for it. 

her roughly cmd kisses her soundly. 


Good-bye. 

Veronica (coldly): That was very stupid. 

Alec (hastily): 1 know. I am stupid. Good-bye 

He hurries out. 
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She watches him go, then takes bag from table rather slowly and 
thoughtfully, while Molly enters through Main Door. 

Molly {cheerfully): Good evening, miss. I heard you’d gone. 

Veronica {pleasantly): No, I go in the morning. You’re not on 
duty in the mornings this week, are you? 

Molly: No, miss. Nights, instead. They usually give me the late 
turn. I don’t mind it, and the younger ones hate it. 

Veronica {who has taken five shillings out of her bag): Thank you 
for looking after me so nicely. 

Molly {receiving tip): Oh — thank you, miss. It was a pleasure, 
I’m sure. Thank you for the shoes. You gave me no trouble at all, 
and it’s a nice change having somebody who’s young an’ nice-lookin’ 
an’ with all their health an’ strength. I hope you’ll come back here. 

Veronica {smiling): I’m afraid I shan’t, y’know. Cheltingate isn’t 
exactly my style. 

Molly {earnestly): Well, I know it’s a bit — sort of— stuSS' an’ — 
an’ — purse-proud, but for aU that it’s ver\' nice sometimes. Often 
when I’ve the afternoon off I just sit down in the gardens when the 
band’s playin’ — and if the sun’s s hinin g an’ the flowers are out an’ 
the birds hopping round you, it’s as prett>’ as a picture, an’ I just 
sit, half in a kind of dream, if you follow me — an’ — well, I wouldn’t 
want anjthing nicer. 

Veronica: Lovely! Good night, Moll}'. {Pauses, hesitating.) Do 
you know Dr. Rothbury? 

Molly: I should think I do. Lives here, you see. Doesn’t like it, 
you know. Wants to be off. He’s a bit silly, like all young fellows, 
but he’s a grand young man when you get to know him— ver}- kind 
and clever ssith it too. On at the Cottage Hospital, they swear by 

him. {Confidentially, but not impudently) I t hink you rather fancy 
him yourself, don’t you? 

Veronica: Good lord — no. In fact. I’m rather aim oyed with him. 

Molly, Yes, but what’s that? You can be annoved with them 
just because you’re interested, can’t you? 

Veronica: You con, but it doesn’t follow that you are. Well good 

night, Molly. ’ 

Molly {holding door open): Good night, miss. 

Veronica goes out. 

Molly comes in and in her tidy way picks the two glasses from 

the table and goes to counter, behind which Will is still buried in 

his newspaper. She waits for a moment, regarding him— or what 

she can see of him— with humorous, affectionate impatience 
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Well, I wouldn’t call you very sociable. 

Will {lowering the paper)'. I’ll explain. 

Molly ; 1 never knew such a chap for explaining. Here, what about 
these? Shall I take ’em through? {Indicating the glasses she holds.) 

Will {taking them)-. No — and many thanks for bringing ’em, Mrs. 
Cudden— but they’ll do here for the time being. {Puts them down at 
back, then comes forward) I’ll explain. Now— the reason I’d got ^ 
buried behind that paper wasn’t that I was specially interested in it, 
although I see that Harrin and his gang are making a big play for 

Heavy Industrials and may catch a cold 

Molly; Now don’t start on about shares and markets or I won t 
listen. Tell me why you were hiding behind your paper. 

Will; Because I’d been busy effacing myself. Being here on duty, 
of course, as I have to be, but at the same time, as you might say, 

being not here. 

Molly; Why? 

Will ; Because the handsome yoimg lady who 1^ just left us md 
been having a little private talk — a tSte-^-tete— with our fnend Dr. 

Rothbury. j 

Molly • Ah, that’s why she asked about him. 1 11 bet you listen^ 

to auSy Sdd, you an’^your newspaper! Didn’t you? You ought 
to be ashamed. What did they say? 

Will: He’s gone on her. He’ssmitten. He’sdonefor. ToldhKso. 

Molly (deUgh.ei): Isn’t that But about 

Dr. Rothbury-let the Right Gnl come along-and you B “u- 
Wni- I can never understand why you women ^t everybody 

irart SouT^ you 

I k^w, bu^ook totals. 

Mr. Lotless Plenty tijSrSnst it and against 

Yint rieht down iDSide themsel y yUH cVia sav? 


Will 


It’s all off. Money a^ 
uch. 


jrt fancying anythmg for tnem. 
u see. He hasn’t any. She’s EOt ‘oo t 

Molly. Has sue. time— the nche 

Will: Maybe. But you ought to taow oy ^ 

'^::iV'^Y'rnSnri’rth^ng abom Biem poor siUy youn 
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things. K I’d knowTi, I’d have said a lot more to her. I think it s 
a shame. A fine clever young man like that. .An’ alter telling her 
that he worshipped the ground she walked on! 

Will: He didn’t say that. I’U bet nobody’s ever said that outside 
of a sloppy story. 

Molly: An’ that’s where you’re wrong again, Mr, Clever. Be- 
cause it was said to me — once — years ago — when I was onl\ a girl — 
by a fiiend of my brother’s. He said he worshipped the ground I 
w^ed on. 

Will: He must have been soft in the head. 

Molly: He was a bit. I can see him now. He had them very light 
eyelashes, and he was a barber and his name was Cyril. But for all 
that, that didn’t stop him, afterwards, from marrying a widow fil'teen 
years older than he was — she owned three grocers’ shops 

Hotel internal bells rings. Will answers it. 

Well {at telephone): Yes, madam ... I’ll tell her , . . {Puts down.) 
Well, there’s another who worships the ground you walk on — 
Number Eighteen — and she wants another hot-water bottle. How 
many does that make? 

Molly: Four. The poor old thing can’t sleep, and she wants an 
excuse to tell me aU over again about her daughter in India. 

Mores towards Staff Door. 

Wni: If she’d gone with her to India she wouldn’t want so many 
hot-water bottles, {Just watching Molly as she goes.) WTiat about 

those papers your uncle left you that you wanted me to go through? 
Where are they? 

Molly {hastily): I brought them down. I’ll give you ’em now. 

She hurries out. He puts on his spectacles, takes out his pipe 
and prepares to sit not at desk, but at a table outside. Molly 
comes out with old worn despatch case or something of the kind. 

Here you are. I expect it’s all rubbish really— it looked rubbish to 

me— but you might have a look, Mr. Lotless. .An’ I’ll bring some 
tea in when I come down. 

Wnx {taking case): That’s the idea, Molly. And I’U ave this stuff 
my very best attention. 

She goes out Staff Door— while he settles down to look through 
case, t^ing papers out and preparing to examine them in a busi- 
ness-like fashion. Before he has done more than look at the first 
document, he is interrupted by the return of .Alec. 

Aiic: Miss Frensham turned in, I suppose, as soon as I d 
gone? 
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Will. She did, doctor. 

Alec (more lo himself than to Will); I might wnrite her a note. 

% ^ 

Will (coolly): I shouldn't. 

.Ajlec; Oh — why? 

Will; If they're really interested, they alv^^ys write to you. If 
they're not, then why should you bother writing? Besides it’s only 
ccmmitting yourself. 

Alec {staring ) ; I believe you’re right, though I don t know that 
that’s any real excuse for not minding your own business. 

Will (coolly): I’ve wondered about that myself. Never could make 
up my mind. 

Alec (still staring): Well, it s my turn to butt in now. Come here, 
William my friend. No, closer — that’s it. Take off your glasses. 

Has WilllilM standing before him in strong light. He now 
takes from his pocket about half a sheet of ne^vspaper, folded, ar^ 
puts it across the lower half o/ William’s / ace, in such a way' that 
he coft look at the upper half of the face and at a photograpk—oj 
a bearded man — in the newspaper, at the same time. 

My God, I believe you are ! 

William snatches the paper, gives it a quick startled glance. 


Hey! that's not mme. 

Trying to get it back. ^ l 

Will (detemtined) : I don’t care whose it is, you don’t get it back. 

(Stuffs it into his pocket) 

Alec (amused, not unpleasantly): WeU, well, weU. 

Will (quietly) : I might say. I’ve been expecting this. 

Wn i • Because the other dav I caught sight of a feUow who used 

SLltone »i>en I there. And he sew me too. 

" : He Aouit he did. He^°W ^Sientj^eSi^S 

Uhou;” iftS^t - he gave me that eutting and photo- 

'graph so I might make sure. 

Will; I see. What’s his name? 

.AX-EC; Robbins. 

Will; That's the chap. William. Oi 

.\lec (lighting a cigorcrre). Better teu 

should 1 caU you Mr. soon you didn’- 

Wn-L- William’s my name an>how, but i Q jus 
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use it if you’re going to be funny about this, doctor. It isn t very 
funny to me, y’know. 

Alec; Oh— come oflf it. I’m not getting at you. I don't give a 
damn about your ha\’ing been in jail. You’ve always seemed to me 
a decent fellow, and that’s all I care about. Tell me what happened. 

Will: In 1916, after I’d caught a packet on the Somme, I was 
discharged from the army and got a job in a shipping office. For the 
ne.xt four years that shipping business was a proper Monte Carlo, 
and I was good at it — I’m a bom gambler, beheve me, doctor — and 
when I jumped out before the crash. I’d got some real money to 
play with. By 1930 I was worth over a milUon — at least, on paper 
— but there was another slump on top of us, and I'd got to take 
bigger chances. I took one that didn’t come off. It was a question 
of making some securities do more work for me than they were 
entitled to do, bit of conjuring and juggling really. I’d done it before, 
of course, but this time I wasn’t quick enough. If I’d been just a 
shade quicker, I’d be in the House of Lords now instead of Night 
Porter at the Golden Fleece, Cheltinaate. 

Alec: I wonder if you’ve missed much. 

Will: Probably not. But Fm not complaining. Fm just telling 

you. Well, I did five years in Maidstone. Wlien I came out, I didn't 

grow my moustache and little beard again, and I changed me name 
to Lotless 

Alec: Any particular reason? 

WEi {griming): Yes, because when I came out I’d a lot less than 
when I went in. 


Alec; Why didn’t you tuck away a nice little fortune? 

Will {grimlfj: Because I married, "^es, as they used to say. Bill 

Blofield mamed weU. Out of the top drawer. .And that’s where all 

that was left of the money went. Even before I’d landed myself at 

the Old Bailey, she’d been a bit— well— careless, shall we sav? Then 

once I was inside, she ratted on me good and hard. Couldn’t t^et a 

divorce so changed her name by deed-poll. I thoueht once, after I 

came out, of gomg down to Cannes and just quieffy screwing her 

neck roimd, but then I thought, “Oh — let her rot with it. It’ll never 
do her any good, that money.” 

Alec; But how did you get here? 


Wffien I was nearly broke, I ran into a feUow who used to 
: a head-waiter at the Ambassador. I’d given him manv a' fiver 

e was managmg the Bournemouth Hotel belonging to this syndicate.' 
Jt me in as a porter. Then I was moved up here. 

Alec: Doesn’t anybody ever spot you? 
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Will; No, why should they? When you catch sight of a deaii'* 
>haven night porter called Lotless, you’re not naturally reminded of 
1 bearded speculator called Blofield, especially as he disappeared 
/ears ago. That chap Robbins is different, because he oft^ saw me 
inside. You get to know faces in there all right. 

Alex: Well, prison didn’t seem to do you any harm. 

Well: In a way, it did me good. I was nearly a nervous wreck 
when I went in, couldn’t eat, couldn’t sleep. When I came out, I 
could eat anything, sleep anywhere at any time, and was as cool 
as a cuciunber. Bit of a philosopher, you might say. But aU the 
same, there’s a piece of you dies in those places. Five years of it 
puts fifty years on to you — somewhere inside you. You’re not young 
ciny more. You’ve got your face turned towards the graveyard. 
Funny, but that’s how it works. 

Alec; And no more gambling on the market for you, eh? 

Will; I promised myself Never Again. Just as I never take a 
drink — 1 don’t know if you’ve ever noticed. I said — no more quick 
strong drinks — and no more conjuring tricks with paper money. But 
1 often manipulate the market a bit just in theory, y’know, to pass 

the time and keep my mind lively. 

Enter Molly, through Staff Door, with tray with tea for two 
on it and a few sandwiches. 

Alec; HeUo, Molly! 

Molly : Hello, doctor, would you like a cup of tea with us? 

Alec ; No thanks, I’m turning in. Too late already, li^n^ to 
William’s profound discourse. I’ll have a sandwich, though- {Takes 

one from tray she has put down on table.) 

Will ; I was telling the doctor how I amuse myself pretending Fm 

on the stock market. 

Molly {pouring out ted): I know. Silly, I call it. 

Alec {eating): I’m with you, Molly. 

Molly; Fm not sure you’ve got a lot o’ sense either. Dr. Rotb- 
bury. Not from something I’ve heard. 

Alec; Oh, what’s that? 

Molly ; Never you mind. 

Alec; I don’t mind. And it’s time I went to bed. Good mght. 
{He goes upstairs.) 

Will and Molly; Good night, doctor. Mmiv’s case 

They now settle down cosily with their tea, with Molly’s case 

handy. _ 

Molly; Have you looked through these yet. 
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Will; I was just starting. {Tastes tea.) Nice cup of tea, Mrs. 
Cudden. 

Molly: I’m glad you like it, Mr. Lotless. 

'WVlL {beginning to turn over documents)'. Now then! Two receipts. 
Licence for a gun. Menu of the Annual Dinner at the Red Lion- 
good blow-out too 

Molly: Yes, I’ve heard my uncle tell of them dinners. Famous, 
they were. 

Will {still examining the papers): What was this uncle of yours? 

Molly: He was head gamekeeper for Sir George Curtigan at 
Charlton Chase, and then afterwards he was a sort of bailiff. Sir 
George thought the world of him. I used to go an’ stay when I was 
a kid. It was lovely. All among thick woods. 

Will {turning the papers faster): Nothing here, y’know. Old 
licences and bills and receipts— just junk, might as well be burnt. 
Hello! {Stares.) No, he sold ’em. Evidently owned a few shares 
in his time, your uncle. 

Molly; Well, you see Sir George was a big man in the City 

Will: Yes, I know he was. I remember him. 

Molly: You do? 

Will: Yes, / do, silly as I look. 

Molly: I didn’t mean that, 1 


Will {cutting in): Never mind that. What about Sir George? Did 
he put your uncle on to things now and again? 

Molly: Yes, that’s just what I was going to tell you. 

Will {grinning): I know it was. 

Molly: Well, next time when I’ve something of my own to tell, 

just let me tell it and don’t take the words out of my mouth. It’s 
most aggravating. 

Will {still turning them over): I’ll try not to do it again. Bought 

himseff a nice grave in good time, I see. Another blow-out at the 

Red Lion— steak, kidney and oyster pudding this time. County Court 
summons. 

Molly: Eh? 

Will: No, not for him. SoUcitor’s letters— six-and-eight a time- 
worth nothing now. Long letter from Tasmania 

Molly: My Aimt Millie — his sister, you see 

Will: Photographs now. Wedding groups 

Molly {suddenly alarmed): Here 

Will: Why, this is you. 
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She gives a sharp cry and then is silent. 

He looks at it quietly, then passes it over. She stares at it a 
moment, then turns her face away. He looks at her curiously. Then 
we hear that she is crying quietly. 

Molly {after a pause, sniffing) : I didn’t know that was still there. 

Will: Sorry if I’ve started anything. 

Molly: It was just — seeing myself — ^twenty years ago — so bright 
an’ happy, thinking it was all going to be wonderful — silly young 
donkey ! 

Will {quietly)’. It wasn’t wonderful? 

Molly: No — it was a proper mess. 

Well: Same here. 


Molly {staring): You as well! Why, I always thought you were 
one o’ them bom bachelors. 

Will: Perhaps I was. But for all that I went and said “I 
Like you. {Goes on turning again.) Certificates now. Birth, marriage, 
death. You can bum nearly all this stuff, except the family souvenirs, 
if you want to keep them. Hello ! {Stares, and turns over several share 
certificates.) Wait a minute, now, wait a minute! 

Holds the certificates near the light and examines them care- 
fully. Then, satisfied they are all right, looks from them to the 

wide-eyed Molly. 

Great suffocating Moses! {Then laughs from excitement.) 

Molly: Now what on earth’s the matter with you? {She takes 
up the certificates and looks at them.) Leadenhall and Lombard Trust. 

A hundred shares. A hundred shares. 

Will {trying to repress his excitement): Yes, five hundred shares m 
a little company called the Leadenhall and Lombard Trust. 

Molly {with growing excitement) : But— are they worth somethmg 

— Mr. LoUess? . , v mi 

Will {same tone) : Now a feature of these p^cular 
bet my boots— is that their transfer was never registered. And they re 

^^MoixY J^^tiently) : Oh don’t go on talking that silly stuff. TeU 

E;Sding cLpany. {He now takes out a penal and begins makmg 

"''^Mo^Y'^impatiently): 1 don’t know what that means, but could I 

sell them and how much would I get . 
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Will {still calculating)-. This kind of company simply exists tc 
hold shares in other companies. 

Molly (angrily): Stop it! A^Tiat could I get? Fifty pounds? A 
hundred pounds? 

Will (still busy with figures): Don’t be silly! 

Molly (furiously): You pay attention and answer me. 

Will (not noticing her): I’m busy. 

With a cry of fury she seizes the plate that held the sanJ>\iC'ies 
and breaks it over his head. He looks at her in a dazed fashion. 
She is penitent at once. 

Molly (miserably): You see, I told you I’d a terrible temper. 
Nobody’ll believe I have but I have. Oh — I’m sorry , William. Have 
I hurt you? 

Will (still dazed) : No. I don’t think so. 

Molly (putting a hand on his head): It’s only a little bump. No, 
it’s quite a big one. 

Will (still dazed., thoughtful): I’ve always had that one. (With 
sudden excitement now) Listen, Molly, 1 want you to let me handle 
this business for you. 

Molly; These shares? 

Will (excitedly): Yes. It’s a ticklish situation. Take ’em to one 
of these provincial stockbrokers or solicitors, and the clever boys in 
London would have ’em tied in knots in no time. But this is jus; 
my line. Believe me, Molly, I’m a wizard at it. Give me a hold Lik e 
this over some of those boys, and I’m Buccaneer Bill again. You'l! 
see. Now, Molly, we’ve been good pals. Will you let me handle it ^ 
All for your sake. I mean it. 

Molly (who has never seen him like this) : Yes, of course, William. 
I trust you. 

Will (jumping up): That’s a good girl. And — oh! — what a bomb- 
shell! Vfhere’s that London Telephone Directory of ours? 

Molly (bewildered): But you can’t start telephoning people now 

Will (going to office): Can’t I? Don’t you worry . The Cudden- 

Lotless syndicate is going to conduct its operations in the market at 

midnight. Trunks? . . . And just watch the feathers firing! (Chuckle 

as he hastily searches directory.) Trunks. . . . Cheltin^te 175... 

a personal call for Mr. Percival Vandermore, Ma\fair 
that’s it 

She stares at him as she mechanicallv puts together the tea 
things, etc. 

Molly (anxiously): WiUiam? 
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Will (still searching): Yes? 

Molly (anxiously): Are you sure you’re all right? I mean, you 
did get an awful bang on the head, didn’t you? 

Will (chuckling): Hardly noticed it. I was too busy thinlcing, 
Just leave it all to me. (Into telephone) Hello, Mr. Vandermore . . . 
Yes, I know it’s late . . . Well, it is important business . . . You see, 

I represent a little syndicate that owns five hundred shares in the 
Leadenhall and Lombard Trust . . . Oh, no, it’s not impossible . . . 
they’re here in front of me . . . the transfer wasn’t registered, you 
see . . . yes, it does make a difference, doesn’t it? . . . Oh no, you 
don’t . . . too easy . . . you see, Vandermore, this is Bill Blofield 
. . . yes, that makes a difference too . . . Yes, I’m jumping in with 
both feet . . . No, I can’t come up and you can’t ring me. I’ll ring 
you at one o’clock sharp . . . and I’ll have a proposition to put to 
you then . . . All right then, think i| over, and then we’ll get down 
to tricks . . . aU right, Vandermore, at one o’clock. . . . 

He puts down phone and looks triumphantly at Molly, who is 
standing staring at him, open-mouthed, carrying tray. 

Well, Mrs. Cudden, we’ve started. The Cudden-Lotless syndicate is 

in the market. 

Molly (bewildered): You know, Mr. Lotless, you seem— quite 
different. And who’s Bill Blofield? 

Will: Oh — it’s just a name I thought he’d know. 

Molly: But you haven’t told me yet if I could sell those shares 
and what they’d be worth. 

Will: What they’re worth now is nothing to what they’ll bring 
in before I’ve done with them. You wait. 

Molly (wistfully) : Yes. But there are some thin^ I’d Uke to buy, 
that’s all, and I just wondered if I was a bit better off, thats 

aU. 

Will: Bit better-off? 

House telephone rings. He answers it. 

Twenty-seven? Yes, madam. Yes, I’m sure she can. She’U brmg it 
up in a few minutes. (Puts it down.) Twenty-seven can t sleep and 

wonders if you could make her a cup of Benger s. 

Molly (backing into door with tray): Yes, of course I can. (Hesi- 
tates, then) How much do you think? 

Will : Only a cup. 

wrorjlS^Gcrrorwha. we can build it up .o if I ^ 
Va^enno°e an7 L pals properly aud reaUy get gorng. You don . 
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know where it’U end. {Casually.^ But at the moment, I suppose those 
shares of yours are worth about two hundred and fifty thousand 

pounds. 

Molly 2ives a cry as the curtain falls quickly. 


End of Act One 
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Scene : Same as Act One. 

Late on a Friday evening, two weeks later. 

At rise, full lighting on scene. This time Mean Door is wide open, 
showing corridor to rest of hotel behind it, and through this door 
we hear sound of dance bemd, but it is obviously at the other end of 
the hotel. Miss Weeks is behind her counter, as before. Gborgb 
is waiting. Two young couples — men in their dinner jackets, girls 
in simple evening clothes — are having drinks, in separate pars, at 
tables near wall. Certain properties — a toy balloon, paper hat, 
false nose — on the tables suggest a mild spirit of carnival. The two 
couoles converse, but cannot be heard. 


George {crossing over to Miss Weeks): I don’t know how they’re 
doing along there to-night, but not many of ’em’s coming in here. 

Miss Weeks: They mostly go and sit out in the far lounge. 

George {bitterly) -. Yes, what there is of ’em. Birthday carnival J 
Whose birthday? 

Miss Weeks: Oh — that’s just an excuse. 

George {bitterly): An excuse for what? 

Miss Weeks {severely) : To try and give people an enjoyable even- 
ing and get a little extra custom. 

George {same as before): Carnival dance! Ten bobs worth of 
paper ’ats an’ false noses among fifty people! 

Miss Weeks: Better than nothing. What do you want? 

George; Me? I’ll tell you what I want. I want to put my feet 
up, read an Edgar Wallace, and get down three or four bottles o’ 

Guinness. 

Miss Weeks {not impressed): Well, it’s a good thing we’re not all 
alike, isn’t it? 

George : No, it isn’t. It’s a bad thing. Save a lot of bother if 
w*- were aU alike. Trouble about you girls is— you don t think for 


yourselves. , 

As he is turning away from counter, Montovi enters through 

Staff Door. He is in evening dress, and very unportant. 
Mondom: Oh!— Joij-a— you are notta busy a moment, eh? 


George: No, sir. 

MosDOVi: Then take a tray-a. In t 
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Gborge goes through Staff Door. 

Not-a finish yet. {Referring to dancing, which can still be heard— looks 
at watch.) How many in there to-night ? 

Miss Weeks: Well, I’m not quite sure, Mr. Mondovi, because 
nearly all the outside lot come in the other way, but I think, includ- 
ing our own guests, about fifty. 

Mondovi: Fifty — no good! Not a complete-a wash-ou/, but no 
good. 

Miss Weeks: Well, you see, Mr. Mondovi, the sort of people w^ho 
come to Cheltingate aren’t very lively — are they? 

Mondovi {bitterly)-. I think all they want is to eat four-a big bad 
meals a day, to sleep, to drink-a the smelly waters. 

Miss Weeks looks shocked. George enters carrying tray with 
bottles, glasses, etc. 

George: Here we are, sir. 

Mondovi: To the small-a private room, through the Card-a 
Room. 

George crosses towards Card Room. Mondovi turns to Miss 
Weeks. 

If one of the girls comes with-a tray tell ’er small-a private room 
through Card-a Room. I give my little supper in there. {Follows 
George across.) 

They go out. Telephone rings. 

Mbs Weeks {at telephone): Golden Fleece . . . Mr. Lotless? . . . 
No, he’s not here yet . . . Well, you’ll have to ring later. 

As she puts down telephone Elsie enters carrying large tray with 
napkins covering cold food, plates, etc. 

Through the Card Room, Mr. Mondovi said. 

Elsie {grumbling: I call this being put on. Came downa, ’cos I’d 
finished, an’ they said, “ ’Ere, take this in.” They don’t ask the 
waiters to *elp me with my beds, do they? 

As she goes across, Georct comes out and holds door for her, 
grinning. 

faw^*^^ 8^^ to see yer sweet smiling 

• ^ couples beckons him across, and 

m dumb show he receives payment for the drink and a tip. This 

young cattle go out through Main Door. Elsie comes out Card 
Room and crosses to Mbs Weeks. 

Elsie {yaking near Staff Door) : What’s the idea in there? 
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Miss Weeks (in rather superior tone)’. Mr. Mondovi is giving supper 
to a few of our guests, 

Elsie; What for? Don’t they get enough to eat already? 

Miss Weeks: Just a stunt. Part of the Birthday Carnival idea. 
It isn’t anybody’s birthday, of course. 


Elsee: Oh yes, it is. It’s Molly’s. She told me this morning. 
They’re doing all this (indicating general arrangements) for her, only 
they don’t know it. 

Now she sees Sm. Rufus and Tagg, who enter slowly together 
through Main Door., deep in talk. Sir Rufus is wearing an absurd 
false nose and Tagg a silly little hat. They have obviously forgotten 
about them. Elsie giggles. 

Oh, crumbs! Look what’s blown in! 

Exit Staff' Door, giggling. 

«» 

Ser Rufus (as they come forward together): You mean to say — 
they never intended to pay a dividend? 

Tkgg (very solemnly)'. ’Course they didn’t. That was the idea from 
the start. And then, what ’appened? 

Sir Rufus; WeU, obviously the stock went down 

Tagg; Now, who’s telling this? They says; “Well, gentlemen, 
we’ve ’ad an offer from the Pranto Company to take over the property 
and machinery, an’ it’s the best we can do 

Sir Rufus; Yes— neat, very neat! And they’re all in the Pranto 

concern, eh? 

Tagg ; They were all in the syndicate that ’as a controlling interest 
in the Pranto. An’ they got the whole property and machinery for 
twenty-five thousand. I tell yer, they were clever, that lot. 

Sir Rufus; Obviously. It reminds me of a tricky little bit of busi- 

ness that I came across about two years ago 
Tagg; And that isn’t all they did neither. 

Is interrupted by Mondovi coming out of Card Room, all smil 


and little bows. _ .. „ . 

Mondovi : This-a way, if you please, lady Garnett. Mrs. Tag*. 

on. And I don’t mind teUin’ yet fm 
feebng Mondovi 

,s; 

a very smooth manner, m a dinner jacket, mey 
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confidentially and halt in the centre to finish what they have to say 
before joining Mondo\7. 

Doctor Plumweather: I can’t believe it. 

Lady Garnett: At first I didn’t want to say anything, but then 
I felt you ought to know, Dr. Plumweather. 

Dr. Plumweather {solemn whisper): And I assure you, Lady 
Garnett, I’m very much indebted to you. Of course I had other— er 
— criticisms, as you can well imagine. 

Lady Garnett: Yes, I thought you would have. 

Dr. Plumweather {pompously): The fact is. Dr. Rothbur>' is 
totally unsuited to this class of work. I don’t say he’s lacking in 
general ability. He’s not. I don’t say he’s not a hard worker. He 
is. But — well — he’s 

Lady Garnett {prompting him) : Crude, 

Dr. Plumweather {archlyf. I won’t say it, I won’t sa>- it 

Lady Garnett {also archly): Etiquette? 

Dr. Plumweather: Etiquette, my dear lady. But— (ro/ewi/j, 
confidential tu)w) — betr^’een ourselves, that young man won’t be here 
much longer. I’ve made up my mind. 

Lady Garnett: You’re very wise. Not the Cheltingate Upe of 
doctor at all, and never will be. Ah! — Now are we all here? 

She has moved over towards Mondovi, the doctor following. 
They remain there at door. Lady Leadmill, carry’ing a sausage- 
shaped balloon, enters, followed by Mrs. Tagg and Miss Sell, who 
are wearing very incongruous paper hats. All are in evening dress. 

George closes Main Door after this entrance. 

Mrs. Tagg {nervously ending a long account) : So now I rest them 
whenever I can. 

Lady Leadmill {who clearly thinks nothing of Mrs. Tagg, stop- 
ping): Rest what? 

Mrs. Tagg {whispering): My feet. 

Lady Leadmill {aloud, surprised): Your feet I 

Mbs Sell {timidly, trying to help): Mrs, Tagg was telling us the 
trouble she’s had with— her feet. 

Lady Leadmill (mv^/y) : Indeed! Enquire if there are any letters. 

Mrs. Tagg {flustered) : Oh — yes — certainly. 

Turns and then sees that it is Mbs Sell who is obeying the 
order, going to counter. 

Oh— I see, yes— I’m sony. 

Mbs Sell {returning): No, Lady LeadmiU, no letters. 
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Lady Leadmill (sternly): The posts here are most peculiar. 

Mrs. Tagg: Yes, I had a 

Lady Leadmill: Most peculiar. Miss Sell, I think- you’ve worn 
that paper hat quite long enough now. 

Miss Sell (snatching it off): Oh — yes. I’d forgotten. 

Mrs. Tagg takes hers off too, then looks at it admiringly and 
wistfully. 

Lady Leadmill: You had better go upstairs now. Miss SeU, as 
you were not invited to Mondovi’s little supper party 

Mbs Sell: Yes, Lady Leadmill. 

Lady Leadmill: But don’t go to bed, as I may want you. 

Miss Sell; Yes, Lady LeadmiU. Good night, Mrs. Tagg. 

Goes upstairs. 

Mrs. Tagg: Good night. Miss Sell. (Looking wistfully at hat.) 

1 think it’s so pretty. 

Lady Leadmill (sternly) : For a young girl, no doubt. 

Mrs. Tagg (bravely): Well, I’m not a yoimg girl. (Puts the hat 
on again). But I was once. 

Lady Leadmill (moving forward): Indeed! 

Mrs. Tagg (following on): Yes, and sometimes even now I still 
feel a young girl. 

She takes a pin and bursts the sausage balloon that Lady Lead- 
mill is carrying. Lady Leadmill turns and glares suspiciously at 

her, while she looks innocent. 

Lady Garnett and Dr. Plumweather have now gone in. 
Lady Leadmill, Mrs. Tagg follow, the latter closing Card Room 

door behind her. 

George (going over to Miss Weeks, who is now clearing up): See 
that Mrs. Tagg burst old Leadface’s balloon? 

Miss Weeks (looking up): She didn’t! 

Gboroe: She did. Quite right too! She ought to 'ave ad her 

baUoon busted long since. , . ^ ^ a , 

Enter through Street Door Perkins of the 
moustache, untidy rain-coat or mac, bowler hat towar^ back of his 

puffs grec, volume of smoked the llmefmm las pve. 

Mamer half gauche, half impudenl. George sees hun. 

^ NO. sir. Perkins of the Oazette. I want to have a word 

with this young lady. 

G^RGE (bitterly): Good night, all. 
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Goes out Staff" Door. 

Perkins (amoundng himself to her): Perkins of the Gazette. 

Miss Weeks: What, again? 

Perkins: Well, I haven’t got anywhere yet. I tried the Grand and 
the Queen’s. Nobody there knew what I was talking about. 

Mbs Weeks; Well, I told you I didn’t know what you were talking 
about, didn’t I? 

Perkins: You did. But now — I’ve an idea. 

Pauses, but she shows no interest. 

Wouldn’t you like to hear what my idea is? 

Mbs Weeks {still clearing up) : No, not particularly. 

Perkins: Thanks very much. Well, my idea is — I may have been 
enquiring too early. 

Mbs Weeks: You don’t call this too early, do you? We think it’s 
late, up here. 

Perkins: You haven’t got my point. If it’s all supposed to be 
happening late at night, none of you people on day duty might know 
about it, anyhow. 

Enter Wnx, through Staff Door. 

Will: Good evening. Miss Weeks. 

Mbs Weeks: Good evening, William. 

Perkins {heartily) : Good evening, William. 

Will {administering gentle snub): Good evening, sir. 

Mbs Weeks {finished now): This is our Night Porter, so you’d 
better tiy him now. 

Well: What’s this about? 

Mbs Weeks: Don’t ask me. I’ve given it up. Good night. 

Goes, Staff Door. 

Will {comes forward): Well now, what can I do for you? 

ftSRKDB: My name’s Perkins and I represent the Gazette. 

Will: From London? 


Perkins : The London Daily Gazette, of course, but I’m not from 

London. I’m at the Manchester office. Cheltingate comes in our 
area, yon see. 

Will: Yes, I see. Why don’t you sit down? 


PEi®pc: Good idea! Well, our London office had got hold 
{Sits left of table.) Here, haven’t I seen you before somewhere? 

Will {standing): If youVe stayed at this hotel and come in 
you probably have. 
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Perkins: No, never stayed here. Haven't I seen you sOTMtvAEre 


and 


Will: Not to my knowledge, Mr. Perkins. 

Perkins; No? 

Will: No. 

They stand looking at each other, then Perkins crasaa back 
and sits. 

Perkins: Well, it doesn’t matter. This is the point. {CaefiderUkdiy) 
Our London office has got hold of a que^ story — or the b^jimings 
of a queer story, for that’s about aO h is y&t — and the idea is that 
there’s a big financial syndicate, whkffi is CTashing the market in a 
very grand st>'le, operating from an hotel here in Chdteingrte. (He 
takes cigarette out of packet out of his pocket, then offers one to Wiu.) 

Will; Nothing surprising in thaL Lot of rich men ^ay here, 
yTcnow. 

Perkins: Cigarette? 

Will: Oh, thank you, sir. 

He fumbles in his pocket for matches. 

You have to be pretty well-off before you need these waters and 
baths. Hot sulphur water comes in with the sur-tax. 

Perkins: Yes, but that’s not alL According to our a ssistant City 
Eoitor, who’s a bright lad and keeps his ears open, these diaps here, 
who are very' hot sniff, do all their business late at nig^it. 

Will: WTiat business? Stocks and shares? 

Perku^: Yes, big gambling on the Exchan ge. 

Wit I * How r-an they do that late at ni^it? Tl» Exchange iant 

open. j M- 

Pekkins: Oh— they’ve got people doing th^ buying 
fo' ’em in London during the day, naturally, but do tter w^ 

-send their instructions and all that-late at mgl^ ? T ^ 
he know^ at a big broker’s who let it slip to hmu So London asked 

me to come and get the stoiy. ^ _ 

Will- Well, all I can say is, that if anybody ^ 
half the night tek^>honing to London— atout 
^ihing eS— I’d be the first to know about it, wouldntl. 

Perkins: Stands to reasoiu Yes, 


Will: Yes 


Will: And I can asj 

London numbers 


you — nobody 
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Perhns: They don’t, eh? 

Wni: No, they don’t. 

Telephone rings sharply. 

Excuse me. (Goes — at telephone) Golden Fleece . . . Oh >es . . . 
yes, it is, but ring me in about an hour ... I know, but ring me 
in an hour’s time ... all right. {Puts it do^n, and comes back. Casu- 
ally.) Friend o’ mine — ^wants a chat. 

Perkins: Late, isn’t he? 

Wnx: He’s another night bird, like myself. 

Perkins: You seem to me a funny sort of chap to be a night porter. 

Will: I’ll explain about night porters. Sit down, won’t you. TTierc 
are three types. 

Perkins: It’s fuimy how many things go in threes. I remember 
I once 

Will (firmly): Yes, three types of night porters. First, the fellows, 
usually young, who take it on because they’re hoping it'll lead to a 
day job and promotion to head porter. Second, the fellows on the 
other slope of the hill, who have to take night duty because they’re 
no longer wanted during ±e day, so it’s either that or nothing, see? 
Then — the third type, who like being night porters, just because they’re 
odd fish, misfits, eccentrics, philosophers. 

Perkins: And you’re a number three? 

Will: I’m a number three. 


Perkins: I believe you’re right. 

Will : I know I’m right. 

Perkins: Three types. I’ll remember that. 


Wni: You might find it useful. But now — this yam of yours, 

about the big financial syndicate working late at niaht here, well— 
bit thick, isn’t it? 


Perkins: I don’t know. Anything’s possible these davs. Now I’ve 
tried this place and the Grand and the Queen’s 

Wnx: WeU, there’s stiD the Royal and the Bristol, and the Spa 

Hydro, though I can’t see any big financial chaps staying at the 
Spa Hydro. 

Perkins: Why? 

Will: It’s a temperance hotel. 


Perkins: Well, I’ll try the Royal and the Bristol. 

Molly mters. Staff Door, wearing long outdoor coat o \er her 

>^orm. She does not come forward but looks at and listens to 
“RKINS, who is now goings 
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Will: No harm in doing thatt 

Pexkiss: And if there's a story, m get iL 

'^'tLL : Got a nose for it, eh? 

{cor^identiaByy. I tdl yo«r— ^ritfa me. it’s a tinrf 
I can smell out a good 








know there was anstfaing happening. 1 couldn’t you imir I do 
Will; A gift, eh? 



: Absolutely. You’ll see. Watch the Gazette. I could have 
cm I'd seen you somewhere 

Will: No. 



PEitKiNs: Oh, weU, 
Molly : Good 




night. 
Mr. 


(Goes out street!) 



Wax: Good evening, Mrs. Codden. 

Molly; Wliat’s the matter with that cha^? 

Wax (dryiy) -. He's a new^nper man busy taking fats sixth sense 
roimd Chelringate. 

Molly (rather alarmed): Here — k’s nothing to do with this — er — 
business of ours, is it? 

W’ax (bkmdly): D’you know. I think it mi^ be. 

Molly (alarmed): Well, but 

Wax (stopping her): Yon jnst leave his SDEth sense to me. 1 can 
handle bmi all ri^hc. He’ll never get within a mOe of our stocy. 

Molly (gazing at kmt earnestly) : You know. Wniiani, I call you 
a proper mixture. One miniit*; you scan as sinqde as a baby, and 

next minute as artful as a box of monkeys. 

Wax: W'clL what’s wrong with that? 

Molly: Oh! — nothing. Makes it 
off!) I gave myself a treat to-night — an FH bet you don’t 

Wax: 1 do. You told me a week ago and I havrai’t 

Many happy returns! 

M^y (pleased): WcD now, 1 never thought 
Wax: Never forget anything wkh a firiend ii 

Molly (excitedly): What! A presoit for me! 

Wax : Too early ycL Somrfjody might come in. 

MoiXY: 'i'cs, but you might tell me what it is. 

Wax; Ob— no. SpoU it. Just wait until it’s quiM. 

Molly: WcU, it couldn’t be much quieter than it is now 
suppose It is a bit too early. 


Ml 





know JKita. 




limite r oC 



but 


[ 334 3 


ACT n 


THE GOLDEN FLEECE 

He has opened the door now. Goes through and we see the light- 
ing outside, which is first at full, go down to less than half, as ij 
he had switched off several lights. Molly can put her coat away, 
behind Staff Door, now. She is back when he returns. 

Will: Where did you go? To the pictures? 

MoUlY {with enthusiasm): Yes. A lovely film. With Robcn Drake 
in it Don’t you like Robert Drake? 

Will: Never seen him. 


Molly: Haven’t you? Oh — he’s a wonderful man. Tall an* very 
good-looking, but that’s not what gets you. He’s got a little smile 
— sort of tender — and — and — ^wistful — and his ey es crinkle up. If he 
turned that smile on to me, I wouldn’t know what to do. .And this girl 
in the film was so awful to him — until right at the end, of course — 
an’ she was so nasty when he kept giving her this special little smile, 
I could have smacked her silly little face. 

Will {settling down): You were jealous? 

Molly {indignantly): I wasn’t jealous. To begin with, 1 haven't 
got a jealous nature. And then, who’s going to be jealous about 
somebody in a film? I may be a bit soft, but I’m not that soft. But, 
you see, in this picture, he’s a poor young man who has nothing left 
but an old motor-car and a caravan 

Breaks off because Alec Rothbifry now enters from street. 
He is in ordinary clothes — not smartly dressed but rather shabb v — 
and looks rather tired and depressed. 

Alec: I don’t call him a poor young man if he had a car and 
a caravan. 

Will: He s poor for the films. They’ve a very high standard of 
hvmg on the films . 

Alec: Go on about your film, MoDy. Sorrv I interrupted. {Litthis 
a cigarette.) 


Molly: Well then, Robert Drake’s this poor young man but reallv 
It turns out in the end he isn’t poor, 

Alec {sardonically): I’ll bet he isn’t. 


Mo^y: But this girt he’s in love with— Ae thinks, and vou think 
too till you tumble to it, she’s very rich— but really she isn’t, she’s 

S ^ ^ "S'**’ set mamed and 

sail away on his beautiful yacht. Lovely ! 

Alec {shaking his head): No. Eh, William? 


William {also shaking his head): Certainly not 
M<mj,y : Now what’s wrong with it ? 
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Alec : To begin with, it doesn’t sound to me in the 
real life. 


Molly: Who said it was like real life? I don’t pay a shilling to 
sit in the dark and look at real life. 1 can see real life outside thn 
picture theatre all for nothing. I go inside to get away firom real life, 
just for a nkx change. 

Wax: That's a woman for you. They can cod themsdves, but 
they know when they’re codding themselves. We don’t, and that’s 
our trouble. 

Alec: It’s not my trouble. Mine is — can see all too clearly. 

Molly: Not you! I’ll bet you can’t see anything clearly, unless 
it’s other people’s measles or chicken-pox. 

Hotel telephone rings. She answers it. 

Yes, of course . . . coming now. {Puts down telephone!) 


Will: Eighteen? 

Molly: Eighteen. Shan’t be long. 

Goes out Staff Door. 

Alec {coolly)-. I believe you two are up to something. 

Will: Put right out of your head, doctor. We’re not that 
sort at alL 

Alec : No, I didn’t mean anything of that kind. But you’re vp 
to something. For the last fortnight or so, you’ve looked as thick as 
thieves, and thae’s something about you, William, a kind of cat- 
fuU-of-cream look that suggests to me you’re up to something. {As 
Will is about to speak, stopping hini) Fm not asking what it is. 

Will {dryly): I wasn’t going to teU you. 

Alec : But what I should like is a drink and a sand^h. Tve Jad 
a very long and dreary day to-day, with an extra two hours I didn t 

expect at the hospital to-night. 

Will * You’re looking a bit done in, doctor. And you can have 
the drink and sandwich now, if you like, but you’d do better if you 

waited a little longer. 


Ajlbc: I don't sec that, 

Wnx ru explain. It’s Molly’s birthday t^y and-<r--^ 
a feUow I know in London has sent a won^riul hamper for her 

everything of the best-champagne, game pie 

Ai.EC (stirpris€<Pi''* Por Molly? 
dav than that woman? 
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Alec: Yes, me. Apart from me, nobody. But where do / come in ’ 
Will; It’s a little party, and you’re invited. I know she won’t 

min d. 

Alec; And I accept your invitation with many thanks. I’m tired, 
but I’m not sleepy. 

Will (chaUengingly) : You’re depressed. 

Auec; Yes. I’m fed up. 

Will; This place? 

Alec; Partly. Though I shan’t be here much longer. 

Will; Is the sack coming? 

Alec; It is. 

Will; Is that all? 

Alec; No. But it’s plenty, isn’t it? 

Will; Yes, but it isn’t all. 

Alec ; It’s all you’ll hear. 

Will (quietly, innocently) : Let’s see, what was the name of that girl ? 

Alec (promptly)'. Veronica Frensham. Here — what girl? 

Telephone rings. Well goes to answer it. 

Will (at telephone, in sharp masterfid style): Who? . . . Yes, 
speaking . . . Yes, yes, I know. Get in touch with Vandermorc. 
He’s ringing me later on . . . Yes, all those are being transferred . . . 
Oh, won’t I? . . . Don’t you believe it. I’ll squeeze him so hard I’ll 
have him begging for mercy by this time to-morrow night ... All 
light. Tell Vandermore. (Puts down telephone.) 

Alec (sardonically): Queer business this hotel seems to do over 
the telephone at night! 

Will; I dare say. 

Alec; And who is Mr. Vandermore? 

Will; He’s a clever gentleman in London who knows now that 
he isn’t quite as clever as he thought he was a couple of weeks ago. 

Alec; William, you’re not a downright crook, by any chance, are 
you? 

Will (smaing): In one sense I am, and then in another sense. I’m 
not. Excuse me, it’s time we got the party going. (Goes towards 
Staff Door.) You might give me a hand, doctor. 

Goes Ota. 

Alec (calling): All right, coming! 

Goes towards Staff Door, but when he arrives there Will comes 

om carrying hamper and large cardboard box. Albc takes the box 
which is on top. They come forward, 
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I hope alt this is honestly come by. 

WiLi ; In one sense it is, and then in another sense, it isn’t. 

Puts down hamper near table and begins unpacking it. Two or 
three bottles of champagne, game pie, pate, etc., all very sumptuous. 

Alec (as it comes out): My hat, somebody’s spent some money 
on this lot. 

Will; Everything of the best. Though I don’t suppose this sort 
of tack does you any good, does it? 

Alec (grinning): In one sense it does, and then in another sense, 
it doesn’t. (Helps to put things out.) Taken in very rare doses, it’s 
bad for the body but good for the soul. Taken in regular doses, it’s 
bad for both body and soul. 

Enter Molly through main door. She stops in surprise when 
she sees the table. 

Molly: Good gracious me! Where’s all this come from? 

Will; From a friend of mine in London — as a little birthday 
tribute. 

Molly: For me? 

Alec; And for me. You've invited me. 

Molly; I’m glad to hear it. With all that lot to shift. 

Will; I’ll get some glasses. 

Molly: No, let me. 

Will (going): You stay there, and take it easy. It’s your treat. 
Goes. 

Molly (handling the things): Look! It’s a sort of Christmas de 
luxe. I never saw such a spread. And all expensive stufiF too. 

Alec (deliberately echoing Will); Everything of the best. But 

who’s treated you to aU this? 

Molly; Don’t ask me. You heard what W ill ia m said. One of 
his friends in London. 

Alec: What friends? 

Molly: Probably one of these people he’s been doing business 
with. 

.Alec ; What business ? 

Molly: Here, aren’t you nosey? 

Alec ; Now, come on, MoUy, I knew there was somethmg on 

between you two. What is it? a i 

Molly ; I couldn’t really tell you even if I wanted to. And 

promised William I wouldn’t. 
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Alec: Has he been making some money for you? 

Molly {dodging this): Do I look as if anybody’s been makin| 
money for me? 

Alec: Yes, you do, with this stuff all round you. 

Begins taking paper off champagne bottle. 

Molly: We ought to have taken this round to the back. W’e’lJ 
look silly, won’t we, if somebody comes in here. 


Alec: Nobody’ll come in now'. You’re all right. Besides, William 
has to be on duty in here. 

Molly: I hadn’t thought of that. What with its being my birth- 
day, and then Robert E>rake in that film, and then all this stuff 1 
diii’t e^)ect. I’m a bit light-headed to-night. 

Enter Will, Staff Door, with glasses, cutlery. 

{Gaily) The doctor doesn’t deserve to be in on this, he’s bcine so 

* ^ - 

nosey about everything. 

Will: We can’t have that. Dr. Rothbuiy, you may remember 
those fairy tales you read as a kid where you could enjoy eveiyihina 

you fancied so long as you didn’t start asking questions? W'ell, this 
is one of them fairy tales. 

Alec {holding up glass): And now a toast! Many happv returns 

and every good wish— to our Molly. 

% 

Will {same): To our Molly Cudden— the most obliging, best- 
tempered, sweetest-natured woman in the whole hotel business. 

They drink. 

Molly {embarrassed): Now, stop that, you two, or you’ll be 

making me go all soft — an’ then m start cry ing — an’ a fat lot o* 

supper ru enjoy. Who’ll have some of this? It looks veiy rich but 
It can’t hurt us much, just for once. 

Passes them things to eat. 


They settle down to eat and drink, cosily. 

Wni: 'This is living on twenty thousand a year for twenty ra 

Molly {after drinking): Sort of gets right up your nose, doe 
this champagne. It s not as sweet as that my sister had after her u , 

gravity): Good champagn 
supposed to be sweet. ^ ^ 


MwiY: Why? 


Alec: Hanged if I know! 


Will {sol&mdy): It’s the custom in Englar 

pagne, and in England we live not by reason 
but by custom. 
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Alec: And that’s how the people 
custom 

Molly: Is this going to be politics? 


are kept quiet. Becanae, 


Alec ; Yes 


then. No politics to-ni^t, thank you. 


•TtJltllKUk' 


Alec: Why not? 

Molly {good-humouredly but firndy)'. Because this is supposed to 
be my party, and I don’t like politics, and if you two get started on 
’em. I’ll soon be sitting here like a stuffed dummy. 

Will {passing food)'. Have some more stufltog. 

Molly: Thank you. Now let’s just be cosy, for on(». {Afta- pause.) 
Doctor, I wonder what’s become of that very good-looking girl you 
were so gone on. You’re stUl gone on her, aren’t you? 

Alec: Not really. 

Molly : Go on. Written all over you. I wonder what she’s doing 
to-night. 

Alec : She’ll be pretending to be amused and trying not to yawn, 
in some expensive and ridiculous place. 

Molly {to Will) : It’s a funny thing about yoimg men — an’ I don’t 
care who they are, doctors or anything else you like — but when 
they’re feeling uneasy and a bit silly inside 

Will: True, true. {To Alec) She’s right, y’know. 

Alec. Yes, yes. I’ll admit it. 

Will {to Molly): But don’t be too hard on young men. 

Molly: Me! Why, I love ’em nearly alL Bless ’em. 

Will: You don’t know what it’s like being a clever young fdlo^ 
like our friend here. But I do, because I was one once mysdf. And 
1 say that except for those occasional times when you fancy 
got the world in your pocket, to be a clever young man 

hell. . 

Alec: True, true. {To Molly) He’s right, y know. 

MOLLY* And I don’t beUeve it. Just try being 
a day an’ then you’d know something. Th^ s ^y we lilre b^ 

with men. We aren’t reminded of all our miseries, rmgomg 

to woiQCii — poor things ! 

{who has been opening another bottle): Not yet. Here yon 

women— excludiiig naggnS 

rich old downgem, cheaong mlveornn*-. 

neert little minxcs, ant* 


just 
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Arsr {pointedly): AH girls, no matter how devilishly attractive, 
who put money first — and 

Molly: And all female hotel guests who spill powder all over 
their rooms and leave their stockings and knickers to soak in the 
washhand basins 

They all drink off. (Molly: Hicl) 

Here, if I don’t eat more an’ drink less. I’ll be tiddly. {Suddenly notices 
cardboard box.) What’s in that box ? 

Will {noticing it): I’d clean forgotten that. {Goes to it, and begins 
opening it.) It’s for you. 

Molly {excitedly): For me! 

Will: Birthday present. 

Alec {dryly): Friend in London? 

Will: Friend in London. Now, just hold your breath — oh! — and 
close your eyes. 

As she stands with closed eyes, he goes over and puts a magnifi- 
cent fur coat into her outstretched arms. She feels the thick soft 
fur, then opens her eyes wide in astonishment, stares at it as she 
holds it out to see it better. 


Molly {gasping): Christmas! Ck)oo— look! 

Albc: We are looking. We’re overwhelmed. 

Will {complacently): You’ve got something worth 
Molly. 


having there. 


Molly {all excitement now): But— I mean— this can’t be for me. 
Look at it! 


Will: Certainly it’s for you. Try it on. 

Molly: But ^I’ve never even dreamt of ever having a coat like 

this. It’s a real one, y’know— I mean to say — not one of these imita- 
tions you see about— absolutely real 

Will: You can bet your life it is. 

Molly: Yes, but— I mean— me in this. Why— I’d never 

Albc: Go on. Put it on. 

Shores, almost like a child. Then is delighted with herself, 
hemg luxurious in it, rubbing her cheek against the collar, etc. 

Molly (or end of this): How do I look in it? Silly, I expect, eh? 
Will: Silly nothing! You look grand, doesn’t she? 

Ainc: Straight firom Bond Street 
Molly: You’re just making gam^* of 

Will: We’re not You couldn’t look better. 

Albc: We can hardly believe you know us now 
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Molly (doing creditable imitation of fashionable Hwnan, cambig to 
them)-. Oh — but — of course! Dr. Rothbury, 1 bdieve, iaai*t it? 1 
think we met the other morning in the Pump Room, didn*t we? And 
Mr. Lotless too! How d’you do? Such a delightfiil place yon haw 
heah, isn’t it? 


Will (entering into this) : Oh — frightfully jolly — ^Lady Bi^ewater. 

Molly (as before)'. May I join you? 

Will; Delighted, dear lady, absolutely delighted! 

Molly (tapping desk and imitating Lady Leadmill): Are there 
any letters for me? 

Will (imitating Mondovi) : Miss-a Weeks, make-a quite sure there 
are no letters for Lady Bilgewater 

Alec: Not to-night. Lady Bilgewater. 

Molly (as Lady Jjbadmill): The posts here are most pecuhar, 
most peculiar. 

They all laugh uproariously 

Molly (very much herself again): Well, I’m not taking it off, 
though it’ll be just like me to go an’ mess it up now. (She stops and 
looks earnestly at Wnx, and speaks with impressive seriousness.) Now, 
tell me, honestly, is it all right me taking this coat? 

Will (gravely) : If it hadn’t been aU right, do you think I’d have 
let you have it? 

Molly: But — you didn’t buy it, did you? 

Will; Me! All the money I have in the world couldn’t buy the 
collar, let alone the coat. 

Molly ; I don’t see that. Didn’t I say, the other night, that you 
ought to take 

Will (hastily cutting in) : Never mind what you said. Careful now. 

Molly (realising Alec’s presence): Oh— yes. Sorry! Thou^ I 
don’t see why 

Wiu. (cutting in ugitinY WeU, I do. (To Alic) Bkok mo. 


won’t you? 

Alec ; Yes, but you might as well tell me. 

Will : Not just now. What we want is anoth^ toast. 

(showing slight signs of tightness): VM give you one. To 

blazes with old Plumweather! p. 

Molly: No. that’s not veiy nice. Besides, I’m sure Dr. Phint- 

weather’s done ^ oM pnss,- 

catXt r^y he’s a pest and a menace. Instead of bemg a man of 
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science, which he pretends to be, he’s something between an old 
charlatan and a rich old woman’s butler. He doesn’t speak or even 
think the truth. He doesn’t care about anything but fat fees and fat 
dinners. He’s an example of what’s wrong with this pussy-footed, 
rich old man’s country. And if you won’t drink him to blazes, 1 
will. (Raises his glass.) To blazes with old Plumweather, and may 
he soon find himself trying to remove a perforating appendix at 
three in the morning in a slum tenement. (Drinks.) 

Molly (also showing slight signs) : If I didn’t think you w ere very 
unhappy about that Miss Frensham, I wouldn’t allow you to talk 
like that, just when we’re trying to be cheerful and cosy. 

Alec: I have a terrible contempt for your Miss Frensham 

Molly: Not you! 

Alec: I repeat, a terrible contempt. Charming? No doubt. 
Beautiliil? Perhaps. But what is she really? I’ll tell you. Something 
out of a glass case, to be bought with money. Now there’s something 
to drink to— the end of the reign of money. Eh, William? 

Will (fishing in hamper): I’ve got something for that toast. Brings 
it out, and pulls cork out as he speaks.) Some old liqueur brands-. 
Just what we need now. 

Molly: Not for me, thank you. And you two want to be careful. 

Alec: Certainly not. We’ve been careful too long. That's our 
trouble. 


Molly (as if suddenly remembering) : Here— William Lotless— 

didn’t you tell me— and more than once— that you didn’t drink 
any more? 

Will: I did But to-night I do drink. And I give you our young 
medical friend’s toast-to the end of the reign of money 

M^Y: I like that from you, when you’re alw'ays talkint; and 
thmkmg about money! 5 ^ 

Wax (10 jte): Isn’t that like a woman! If you saved one from 

*owmfe she d remind yon that you promised to keep your clothes 
dry. To the end of the reign of money. 

Alec. To the end of the reign of money. 

Molly: To the reign of the end of money. 

Will; Now do you want me to explain about money? 


Molly: 

Alec; 


j (promptly) 


No. 

Yes. 


aT^^a*SZ" 

True, but not very original. 
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Will Money— was intemled to be tan|4y a lign, 
venience— something like a— well^ a railway tkkat. That 
what's happened to it? Got all out of hand. Ba co taa a 
power. The way we allow people to handk naoney as powar, it*s 
as if we let 'em handle battleships and bombn^ aqaatfavaa fer 
own private benefit. 

Alec ; You’re right there, William. (7*o Molly) Hc’i 

Molly; Oh — he’s often righL {To W’nx) Is that all 

W'^OLL {who has found a lar%e cigar in the hamper and 
to light it): All? Of course it isn’t all. Now the first thng yoa 
have to do is to uke most of the power away from money. In 
private money should be just piocket money. That's the only 
of money I believe in — pocket money. Everybody should have pocket 
money and nobody should have any other kind. 

Molly: What’s the difference? . 

Will: Pocket money is just short-range, personal roooay, to ha 
spent on — whatever you fancy. You can’t use it to make me 
thing for you in a year’s time, as if you had a p»tol at my hi md. Y< 
can’t send it out to increase itself, while you sit back and watch 

grow 







j f V But you said the other ni^t that s just what 

doing — I mean, in this funny business with all these 

you say 

Will; But I’m telling you now how things ought to 
they arc. We’re only doing what everybody tries to do. We ic not 

doing anything wrong, 

Molly : It must be wrong if you think it isn’t right. 
to cut in) No, no, no— now let me get a word in. 

Alec ; Quite right. It’s your birthday party— not hit 

molly: Now I say it’s all voy wen. aU 

ougto’t todo it omselYes. Somebody’s got to make a start, harnn’t 

they ? . 

Will' No. It’s a question of a system, not just < ^ 

MOLLY. Eveiything depends mally just on hw 
other. If people aien’t willing, andjond, and hopeful, then n s a. 

up. But if they arc, then it s all right. 

Wnx ; Now, you can’t begin to .. . .. , 

MOU.Y (mrring m rmUes^IyY. I ' ’* 

IrCo^^prky don’t like life « an, tbme fdka-tnay d 
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like to be safe an’ dead, only they don’t know it, or perhaps they 
never wanted to be bom — an’ so whenever they see a bit of life 
springing up, they want to tread on it. They go rolling round like 
— ^like tanks — an’ God help any little piece of happiness that’s in the 
way. Now I don’t say there’s a lot of these people 


Alec: I do. 


Millions and milli ons of ’ei 



Will: I’m not sure we aren’t producing more and more of 


Molly: Now why should we be? 

Will: Because of the way most people have to live. Now take 

Alec (boisterously cutting wz): Take another drink. Must have a 
toast. (As glasses are being filled) My turn too. 

Molly: Well, make it something good. 

Alec (solemnly)'. What about the Leeds and Liverpool Canal 
Company, coupled with the London School of Tropical Hygiene and 
Major Butterworth, secretary of the North Cheltingate Golf Club? 

Molly (seriously)'. That soimds silly to me. What about Absent 
Friends ? 

Will: I haven’t any. 

Molly: What? Not one? 

Will: Not one. 


Molly: Well, you poor thing ! (To Alec) What about you? You 
must have plenty. 

Alec (seriously): Four perhaps. No— three. WeU, be on the safe 
side, and say two. 

Molly: Good gracious me, I’ve dozens an’ dozens. 

Will (cutting in solemnly^ raising glass): Molly’s Absent Friends. 
Alec (same): Molly’s Absent Friends. 

Mo^y (same): Oh— right, then. Absent Friends— bless ’em. 
(Drinks.) 

Molly (hiccup). 

Alec (laugh). 

Lady Lbadmill; Well! 


TTiere is a sound at Card Room Door^ which now opens. Mon- 
MVi IS holding it open, and Lady Lbadb4ill, Lady Garnett 

D ■ by E)R. Plumwhather. Sir 

Rufus, Tagg, and finally Mondovi himself. Time should be given 

far ail these to emerge and fan themselves out and forward a little 

T^y have bem chattering as they come out, but surprise silences 

them, as It has also silenced the opposite group of three The 
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iUenc* is /imiJiy broken by a 
the guests stare angrily. 

Taoc {annoyed)-. Can’t sec anything Bmoy a bo t it. 



Mondovi (coming forward, furiously to MoiXT RBu) 

Eet is dis-a-graccful. What are you two domg^ 
drccnking-a ? 

Aljec : Oh — that’s my fault. If it hadn’t been for 

Molly (cutting in, Jirmly): It’s nothing to do with Dr. 
You see, it happens to be my birthday to-day— 



! 









Wax (cutting in): I’m responsible for this bit of 
not her. It wsts my idea. 

Lady Leadmox (hoping to crush him): Indeed! 

Wax (who is still smoking his cigar): Yea, indeed. 

Lady GAaNEir (to Mchxy): May we ask whoae cont yott*ic 
ing? 

Molly (indignantly): It’s my own. It came as a 

Lady Garnfit: Really! 

Molly (same tone as Wax above): Yes, really. 

Tagg: Cheeky talk now! 

Mrs. Tagg: Yes, but it may be her own coat 

Tagg (rudely): Just take a look at it, and th^i ask youndf 
chambermaids get coats like thaL 

Alec; Don’t be such a lout. 

Tagg; What? 

Wax (cooUy): He said “Don’t be such a lout”. 

Mondovi (spluttering with rage): Fineesh! Ahaohde fineeA! To- 
morrow — ^you go 

Dr. Plumweather (pompously): Just a moment, MoodoaL Dt 
Rothbury ? 

Albc (calmly): Yes, Dr. Phiraweather? 

Dr. Pll'MWEather : I've been looking for a pjtsd opportanhy to 
say something to you, and you’ve provided me with one 

Alec (to Molly and Will): What did I tefl you? 

S3clc 

Dr. Plumweather (annoyed): The sack! Yea, eaactly. And the 
sooner we part company, the better. 

Albc: I quite agree. 

DR. Plumweather: And kt me teU yoiL that ^ 

few decent mannm and a sense of proporuon you won’t IB* v«y 
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Alec {warming to it): And let me tell you, that until you acquire 
more skill and honesty, which isn’t likely now, you’ll stay as you are. 

Dr. Plumweather {angrily): You confounded y oun^ ass 

Alec: You pompous old donkey! 

Molly: Hiccup! 

Lady Leadmill {beginning in awful tones): Young man 

Alec: No, thank you. I haven’t to listen to you any more. 

Mondovi {who has been dancing with impatience): Please-a, 
please-a, lade« an’ gentlemen, let-a me speak-a for a moment, 
because I am vairy ashamed. Nevair, nevair does it happen with 
me before. You two — {pointing to Molly and Will) — fineesh with 
this hotel— you go in the morning — out — fineesh 

Sir Rufus: Don’t blame you. Probably been helping themselves 
to your stuff too, eh? Champagne! 

Will {coolly): Bollinger ’28, too. How do you like that? 

Lady Leadmill: Well, I don’t propose to stay down here all 
night 

She begins moving forward. Molly hastily puts herself in front 
of Main Door, facing them all. 

Molly {with growing agitation): Just wait a minute. Nobodv’s 
going yet. 

Mondovi {spluttering): You are drunk! You are mad. Come 
away 


Molly {stopping him mth her voice): You be quiet. William there 
—and I— have worked very hard at this hotel. We’ve alwavs tried 
to be obliging and make everybody comfortable. Even if we have 
made a bit of a slip to-night, we haven’t done anybody any harm. 
You wouldn’t see us sacked, turned out, h'ke this, would you? 

Mrs. Tagg {timidly): Well, I must say, speaking for mvself I 
don’t see there’s much harm ' * 


Tagg {in fierce whisper): Now you shut up! 

Mondovi {wagging threatening finger) : I tella 
fineesh— thees hotel— all hotels 


— you — ^fineesh — 


Molly: You hear him? Anybody got anything to say? 
Mondovi: Yes — ^feeneesh — out 


There is a moment's silence while Molly stares at them all 

Molly {u^entjy): When I think of aU that I’ve done-an’ s^ith 
Mver a word of complamt-an’ not even asking for anv thanks- 

WeD, we 11 see. Wilham Lotless, you keep telling me I’m reallv a 
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rich woman. Does it mean anything or have you jiBt having 
a game with me? Am I rich? 

Will (coolly): Certainly you are. 

Molly: Am I rich enough to buy this hotel? 

Sir Rufus: Oh — ^really — ^this is too much! 

Will (to Sir Rufus): Don’t worry. You’ve heard nothing yet. 

Molly (impatiently): Never mind him. Answer me. Can I buy 
this hotel? 

Will; You don’t need to buy it. Say the word, and it’s yoius. 


Mondovi (almost moaning) 


thees? All dronk-mad ! 


Will (masterfully): You be quiet or you’ll talk yourself clean out 
of the hotel business. (To Molly) You don’t need to buy this hotel, 
because three days ago you — acquired a controlling interest in Spa 
Hotels and Catering Limited, which owns this and six other hotels. 

Sir Rufus (as the others stare silently): You don’t expect us to 
believe that, do you? 

Will; You can please yourself. 

Tagg : Why, there’s half a million of good property in Spa Hotels 
Limited . 

Will (taking papers from pocket) : Chicken-feed ! Now, all of you, 
I know you like money, so just take a good look at Mrs. CuddCT 
there, because if she could realise on all her holdings to-morrow she’d 
be worth — (glancing at his figures) — well — at a conservative estimate 
—say, one million four hundred and fifty thousand pounds. 

Mondovi (dropping into chair): One milli — oh! ^lachrimae 

Christi ! 


Lady Leadmill; This 


extraordinary busines 


Molly (sharply) : Yes, but the only part of it that concerns all 

you is this. I’m closing this hotel as soon as I can— to-morrw, if 

it’s possible. We’re not going, but you are, the whole 

And as you may have a good deal of packmg to do soon, don t stay 

up too late. Good night. 

DR. Plumweather (looking at her with interest) : Well— of comsc 


true 


Lady Garnett (same look and 


Lakes rather a differ- 


ence 


MOLLY (fiercely): Not to me it doesn’t. Good mght. 

Sir Rufus (conciliatory): But ^really now 
Molly (very fiercely) : I said good night. 

nJ Jral superioruy « « eviden, OuU they ou, mpdely 
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but Mondovi, who is standing now but still dazed. As the last oj 
the guests are going. Will goes over to Montkdm and taps him 
on the shoulder. 

Will; You go out that way. {Points to Staff Door.) 

Mondovi; Meester Lotless, I deed not-a know 

Will (firmly): Pop off. That way. 

Mondovi goes. 

Alec (to Will); Look here, is it true? 

Will; Every word. I’ve been playing the market with some 
shares she had left. 


Molly now sits do^vn left of table and bursts into tears. 
Now why? Why? 

Alec; Just reaction. Nerves. 

Molly (indignantly, through her tears): It isn’t nerves. I hate them 
all. And now I hate myself. 

Alec (soothingly): Now, now, now! 

Will has now gone to telephone. Perkins enters briskly. 

Moixy (explosively): I’m orAomei/ of myself. (Cries again.) 

Perkins; Hello! Perkins of the Gazette. 

Will (now dialling at telephone) : Oh— my God ! 

Perkins (advancing): What’s all this? What’s all this? 

Alec; This is one of our chambermaids. She’s just heard she’s 
worth one million, four hundred and fifty thousand pounds, has 
a controlling interest in Spa Hotels Limited, has just closed this hotel, 
is turning everybody out to-morrow, and is now’ enjoying a good ciy . 

Perkins (cymcally): Thanks very much. (Indicates his lee) And 
now pull that one. 

Alec (to Will jocularly): He thinks I’m pulling his leg. 

Perkins (with tremendous irony): Oh no! I’m only a reporter— I 
b^eve eveiyttog. (Chiefly to Wni) WeU, I uied ihe Royal and 

the Bnstol. Nothing doing. Then it suddenly came over me-len 
nunutes ago — that there’s no thin g in it. 

Will {still at telephone): Sixth sense? 

PERmc: Sixth sense, old man. I said to myself, “You’re wasting 
your time tere, old man,” I said. “There never w^ a story in Chel 

Manchester.” So I’m 

catchmg the 12.45. Bye-bye, everybody. (Hurries out.) Bye-bse 
everybody— one milhon four hundred— ha, ha ! 

bloodhounds of the Press. (Into phone) 
Yes, I want Mr. Vandermore ... Oh, yes, he will . 
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Molly: What are you going to do now? 

Will; I’m going to make tome more monay for yon. 

Molly {distressed)'. Oh — stop it. 1 don't warn any ason. 

Will {telephoning): Vandermore? . . . All right . . . 
here . . . Now listen to me. Don't get cold feet, VandenMia 
I thought you were a good gambler or I wouldn't ham taken 
in with us . . . 

Molly {half crying): You're different already. Not half so 
. . . I don’t want any more. 

He hushes her fiercely, and then concentrates, 

"All right . . ." "What of it?" etc., as she dabs at her ejm 
realises it is hopeless trying to stop him, and the cartaht 
quickly down. 


End of Act Two 


ACT III 


The Scene is the same as before, a week later. Afternoon, with strong 
sunlight from street and above, as if through skylight. The scene 
looks different now. Clearly it is not being used as an hotel any 
longer. The tables and chairs are no longer neatly arranged. The 
reception desk is not in use. 

At a table just in front of desk is Miss Weeks, who now looks like 
a busy typist in a broker's office. There is a suggestion of barricade 
about the door and windows. Actually the door has its blind 
drawn, but there is a peephole through the blind that George, 
the waiter, but no longer dressed like one, uses to see who is wanting 
to come in, for the door is carefully locked. Just after rise, the 
telephone, now on Miss Weeks’s table, rings hard. She ans^^ers 
it. George is standing near door. 

Miss Weeks (at telephone): I’m very sorry, madam, wc can’t . . . 

No, but at present the hotel is closed . . . 

George (sardonically): Say we can sell ’er some nice shares. 

Miss Weeks (telephone): . . . No, I don’t know when it'll be open 

again. . . . And good day to you . . . (She dials and waits.) 

Elsie enters through Staff Door carrying small tea-tray. 

George: For me? Thank you, dear. 

Elsie (contemptuously passing him): For you! T-t-t-t. This is for 

Mr. Lotless. (Halting a moment, with deceptive kindness.) Would you 

like some tea? 

George: Yes. 

Elsie (crushingly): Then go and make some. 

Elsie goes triumphantly into Card Room. 

George (to Mbs Weeks): You see! 

Miss Weeks: See what? 


George: That’s what you get for being affable, 
all along. Too friendly and easy-goin’. If I’d 

offish, do VOU know T’H Ko 


Been my mistake 
been more stand- 


(»vcan/y): Yes, with a nice little business of your outi 
in Preston Pans. (Goes on with her work, ignoring his glare.) 

r ^Srily from Card 

Room, then Elsie, looking rather scared, returns from there 

Elsie (confidentially^: Isn’t he in a temper? 
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George {ironically^ -. 1 wouldn’t be surprised. 

Elsie: Not anything like so nice as he used to be. Is he, Miss 
Weeks? 

Miss Weeks: He’s working too hard. And he doesn’t get enough 
sleep. Life he’s leading is enough to put anybody on edge. 

Elsie: Well, I must say 

Elsie breaks off because Will now comes hurriedly out of Card 
Room. He is in his shirt sleeves, smoking a cigar, and somehow 
looks like a busy financier and not like a night porter at all. His 
manner is brusque and domineering. He throws some documents 
on Miss Weeks’s desk. 

Will {curtly)-. Make two copies of them. And repeat that cable 
to the Manhattan Trust. Have we had a wire yet from Fox giving 
us the Investment Corporation quotations? 

Miss Weeks {the Secretary now)'. No, Mr. Lotless. 

Will: How the devil can a fellow be expected to do business under 
these conditions? What we want here is a tape machine. Get a tape 
machine. Tell ’em I want it installed at once. Never mind what it 
costs. Must have one. Oh — you — Elsie — go up and tell Mrs. Cudden 
I want her to sign some transfers. 

As Elsie hesitates and looks imeasy. 

WeU? Go on. 

He sees three of them exchanging uneasy glances. 


Well? 

Miss Weeks {uneasily)’. Mrs. Cudden isn’t here. 

Will {astounded)'. Isn't here? Where is she? 

Miss Weeks: She — went away — last night. 

Will {furious)-. Great jumping Moses! And nobody told me. {To 
Elsie) Don’t stand gaping there. Pop ofiF. 

Elsie hurries off through Staff Door. 

Will {he takes hold of himself)'. Did she say where she was going? 

Miss Weeks {hesitating)'. No, she didn’t not exactly. 

Will: What d’you mean — not exactly? 

Miss Weeks {hesitating): WeU— I have an idea— she was going to 


London - , 

Will- Worse and worse! Just where I didn’t want her to go Did 

she say what she was going to do? Bit o’ shopping perhaps, eh? 


Miss Weeks: She didn’t say. 


George {slowly): I’ve an idea 

Will {brutally): I don’t believe you, 

[ 352 ] 


but let’s have it. 



ACT ffl 


THE GOLDEN FLEECE 


George: Sorry I spoke. Sorry I spoke. {Looks as if he'll never 
speak agairt.) 

Will: Now listen, you two, this is serious. There’s millions at 
stake. Everything’s in Molly Cudden’s name, and if some people I 
know in London got hold of her, that ’ud be the end of me — and 
of you too. Look at it. Here’s a woman worth millions — and as 
simple as a sausage — wandering about London— Oh Christmas! It’s 
enough to give you heart disease. 

George: I’ve an idea she went to see that Miss Frensham — you 
remember, that good-lookin’ young piece — who was staying here a 
few weeks since. I saw Mrs. Cudden lookin’ at the register before she 
went and takin’ an address down — and I had a look where she’d 
been lookin’, after she’d gone — and it seemed to me she'd been taking 
down that Miss Frensham’s address. 

Will (to Miss Weeks): Send a wire to Mrs. Cudden care o’ this 
Miss Frensham: “Return immediately very urgent and you are badly 
needed here. Will Lotless.’’ That ought to bring her back. And 
we’ve got to get her back before some o’ those smooth City and West 
End boys get their forks into her, or we’ll all be carved up. Get that 
wire oflF at once. (He moves towards Card Room, then wheels on them, 
accusingly.) Why didn’t you tell me she’d gone away? 

As they don’t reply. 

I see. She specially asked you not to tell me, eh? 

George: Yes, she did. 

Will {bitterly): The biggest deal I was ever in— and it’s like tr> ine 
to do it from an infants’ school. 

There is a sharp knocking at the front door. 

Who’s that? Don’t let any newspaper men in. Or anybody I don’t 
know. 

George {looking through peephole): It’s Mondovi. 

Will: All right. Let him in. 

George lets him in. Mbs Weeks is busy sending the wire quietly 

over the telephone. Mondovi is in ordinary clothes and looking 
worried. ^ 

Mondovi: Ah— Meestair Lotta-Iess— good afternoon. 

Afternoon, Mondovi. I told you to go up to London 

and see the general manager of the company for another job 
Mondovi: Yais 

Will nods and goes into Card Room. 

Thank you so much. 

Miss Weeks: Where are you staying, Mr. Mondovi? 
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Gborge: No, because he thought one of the other crooks would 
get hold of you. 

Molly: For once I believe you’re right, George. (As she takes ojff 
her coat and puts bag down, etc.) Well, I enjoyed that little trip, 
though I nearly roasted myself in that fur coat. It looks drearier 
than ever — ^shut up in here like this — not a bit of life or anything 

Mbs Weeks (with irony): Just making millions. 

Molly: I’ve enjoyed myself more making beds. Now, you two, 
pop off and get some tea. 

Mbs Weeks: But Mr. Lotless 

Molly (cutting in, firmly): Never mind him. Besides, I’ve got a 
tricky bit of business on, and you’ll be better off if you’re not mixed 
up in it. 

George (moving off): Suits me. 

Mbs Weeks (rising, rather reluctantly): Well, if you’ll take the 
responsibility. 

Molly : Don’t worry about that. Off you pop. 

George (turning just before exit. Staff Door): By the way, our old 
pal’s here. 

Molly: Who d’you mean? 

CteORGE: Vairry reech, vairry nice-a people. 

George and Mbs Weeks go out. 

Molly, who is clearly bursting with intrigue, peeps anxiously 
through the peep-hole, then goes towards Card Room quietly, then 
returns for another peep. Mondovi now returns, triumphantly 
carrying a large framed diploma. 

Mondovi: Ah — Meesis Cudden — ^you are vairry well? 

Molly: Only just fair. Too much sitting about. What have you 
got there? ^ 

Mondovi (showing it proudly): My diploma. You like eet? 

Molly (seriously): I think it’s wonderful. Fancy it saying aU that 
about you! ® 

Mondovi: Thank you very much. Good afternoon, Mrs. Cudden. 
an^oS Pouse): Mr. Mondovi, what’s it like running 

MoNwyi: Meesis Cudden-I tella you. Running an hotel would 
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Mondovi; I theenk — would be delightfuL An* I tht»f»nlr i know 
where they have such hotels 

Molly (euger/y): Where? 

Mondovi (jointing upward ) : In heaven. Gooda afternoon, Meesb 
Cudden. 

Mondovi goes. 

Molly: Good afternoon, Mr. Mondovi. 

Wnx entersfrom Card Room. They look at each other a moment. 
He is furious. She is defiant. 

Will: So you had to sneak out and go to London? 

Molly: Well, why shouldn’t I? 

Will (angrily)'. Because you might easily have ditched everything. 
Yes, ruined us both just for a damned silly woman’s whim. Let me 
remind you of something. A month ago you were a chambermaid 
here and never looked like being anything else, and now you’re the 
richest woman in England. And who did it? You didn’t do it. You 
don’t know yet what it’s all about. I did it. 

Molly: Nobody said you didn’t. 

Will (furious): And all I ask, while I’m making millions for you, 
is that you stay here and keep quiet for a week or two. And you can’t 
even do that \ You go an’ risk everything rather than do what I ask 
vou to do! Another break like this and you might find yourself 
making beds again. 

Molly (coolly ) : Well, that wouldn’t kill me. Might do me a bit 
of good. 

Will: I’m trying to make you into something 

Molly (cutting in): Well, don’t try so hard then, ^d ^othCT 
thing Will Lotless. Stop making yourself into somethmg I don’t 
like. When you were nothing but the Night Porter here, you were 

a nice chap. 

Will: And what’s the matter with me now? 

Molly : Everything. You go shouting and s^ping and sew- 
ing. You haven’t got a smfle for anybody. You look so womed 


Will (shauiing) : And you’d look worried and cross if you’d got 
the biggest financial deal of a Ufetime in the balance. (Makes geM!, 
^ t^l Talmer but still sharp.) Why did you go to London? 

Molly: For a nice change. 

Will" Did you sec that Frensham girl? 

Mo^ly Yes 1 knew she wasn’t rich really. I told you at tte t^ 

^ a ^catary. And Una mnming she mtnnineed 
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me to her employer. And he insisted on coming back here with us. 

Will {alarmed)'. What! But who 

Veronica Frensham and Lord Fleetfield enter through .\fain 
Door. Lord Fleetfield is elderly, tall, imposing, superbly dressed. 

Veronica {to Will): Hello, Mr. Lotless! 

Molly {rather nervously): Will, this is Lord Fleetfield. 

Lord Fleetfield {coolly, as Will g/orcj) : No introduction nci.cs- 
sar>', Mrs. Cudden. Just as I thought. This is Mr. William Blofield. 

Will {very fiercely, to Molly): You dirty rat! 

Molly {furious ) : Oh — you 

She marches across and slaps his face — hard, then overcome by 
what she has done, she turns aside and collapses into chair. 

Veronica {indignantly to Will): And serv'es you right. hat has 
she done? 

Will {bitterly): Finished me — and herself too. 

Molly (ming, bewildered): I don’t know what you’re talking about. 

Lord Fleetfield {smoothly): Perhaps I’d better e.xplain. 

Will {bitterly): That’s right. Enjoy yourself. 

Lord Fleetfield: This is Mr. William Blofield. I thought I recog- 
nised his touch in these recent operations on the market. Mr. Blofield 
was at one time a very well-known and successful speculator. Then 
he was found guilty of forging securities and was sentenced to five 
years’ imprisonment. 

Molly {aghast): William! 

Will: You had to bring him here, hadn’t you? Well, it's true. 
Blofied — ex-convkt— jailbird— that’s me. 

Molly {almost overcome, moving nearer): William, I alwa>s knew 
there was something. Why didn’t you tell me? 

Will {waving her away, bitterly): I’ll tell you something now. 
Don’t think Lord Fleetfield has come here and told you who I am 
just for the good of your health. I know- him. .\nd the only real 
difference between him and me is that I was found out— and - w ell, 
he’s Lord Fleetfield. 

Lord Fleetfield {coolly): Oh no, there are other differences. 

Will: Yes, and I’ll tell you what they' are. The game we played 
was just the same game, but of course he played it with more si\ le. 
Nothing vulgar, nothing common, about him. In with the Richt 
People. Decent chap, sound fella, sahib. But playing just the same 
game, and ten times more dangerous. 

Lord Fleetfield: My dear Blofield, you overlook the all-im- 
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portant difference in method. And then perhaps peojde «aw that 

when I achieved some power I made use of it vwth tact, courtesy, and 

perhaps even vdth some charm. Whereas you bragged and Mustered 

and rode rough-shod. So society took advantage of the first 

you made to hurry you out of sight and hearing. Let us. it says, at 

least have pleasant masters. Are you taking this down. Miss 
Frensham? 

Veronica {who w): Yes, Lord Fleetfield. 


Lord Fleetfield; Quite right. It may come in for something. 

Will {roughly): All right, then take it down. I say Lord Fleet- 
field — 


Molly {urgently^ cutting in): No, stop it, William. Let me say 
something now. {To Lord Fleetfield) I didn’t know he’d been in 
prison. But — but I don’t see that it matters now. He did something 
that was wrong. He’s paid for it. That’s done with. Can’t we aU 
forget about it? 


Lord Fleetfield: No, Mrs. Cudden, we can’t. We have here a 
very serious matter. These bold piratical raids on the stock market 
are extremely disturbing. Two large combines in important national 
industries have already been badly shaken. Investors may lose con- 
fidence. Therefore it’s our duty to stop such raids. 

Will {bitterly) : In other — and plainer — ^words — I’ve been spoiling 
his racket, and he’s not going to stand for it. 

Lord Fleetfield {impressively): Certainly I’m not going to stand 
for it. And if we must have plain words, here they are. I can send 
Mr. Blofield here back to prison, and unless I can come to a friendly 
agreement with him during the next hour, I shall see that he goes 
back to prison. 

Will {to Molly): And now do you see what you’ve done? 

Molly: Is it true — ^what he says? 


Will: Yes. 

Molly: And is that why you had to keep it all so secret? 


Will: Yes. 

Molly {distressed): You see, William, I didn’t know. I didn’t 
know. I see why you called me that. And I hit you. I’m sorry, 

William. I didn’t know. 


Will {bitterly) : You know now. 

Molly {reproachfully): A month ago you wouldn’t have t^ed 
like that. {Then bursting out) Oh — I think it’s horribl^^ of it. 
I wish I’d never had anything to do with it. {To Will) It s spoilt 
you once — sending you to prison — and now it’s beginning to spo 
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you a gain (To LoRD Flbetfibld) And I thought you were such 
a nice man — and now when I bring you here, you talk about sending 
Wi lliam to prison again. It’s all horrible and wrong. 

Veronica {turning to her, sympathetically): Molly 

Molly: No, dear— it’s all gone wrong. And I ought to try and 
think— and I can’t— I’m so upset. 

She goes out of the group and sits down. 

Lord Flbbtfield and Will look at her a moment, then at 
each other. 

Will: Well? 

Comes down. 

Lord Flebtfibld: If you and I could talk this over quietly— away 
from these emotional disturbances— we might come to some amicable 
settlement — eh? 

Will {curtly): What kind of settlement will that be? 

Lord Fleetfeeld: That you’re out, Blofield. Out of these deals 
—but also — still out of prison. And that’s my final word. 

Will: All right. You win. I’ve a room here I use as an office. 
Let’s go in there. 

He leads the way. 

Lord Flebtfibld nods to Veronica, so she follows him and all 
three go into Card Room. 

Molly sits miserably, trying to think. 

After a moment or two, Alec enters, as if from hospital. He 
stops when he sees Molly. 

Ai£C : Here, what’s the matter, Molly ? 

Molly {slowly coming out of her misery) : Everything. All gone 
wrong. I brought Lord Reetfield here 

Alec: What — the big financial man? 

Molly: Yes. I thought he could help William. But now it seems 

he’s threatening to send him to prison. And that’s not what I meant 
at all. 

Alec: Look here, Molly. I’ve thought for some time you didn’t 
realise what all this money-making does mean. 

Molly: Are you going to start now? 

Alec: Yes. 

Molly: Go on then. What docs it mean? 

ito: Wei, it isn’t just entering figures mto a book and finding 
you ve got lots and lots of money to spend. It’s grabbing power, Molly. 
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You’re playing about with people’s Uves— the lives of thousands and 
tnousands of people you’ve never even seen. 

Molly {^shocked)’. Oh — but I never meant 

i^EC: I don’t care what you meant— that’s what it is. Pecmle’s 

savings disappear. They have to give up their houses, sell their 

furniture. Kids have to leave school. People can’t take the holidays 

they planned. Fellows are sacked— middle-aged men turned out 
of jobs. 

Molly {indignantly) : Stop it ! I won’t hear another word. D’you 
think if I imagined it was like that — all real — ^messing about with 
people’s lives— I’d have anything to do with it ? Why, I’d have burnt 
them shares first. Why — ^it’s disgraceful. 

Alec {grinning) : Here, steady. You could have given them to me 
— to help me to start that clinic. 

Molly: That’s what you want, is'n’t it, a clinic? 

Alec : That’s all I want. 

Molly: Oh, no, it isn’t. 

Alec: What do you mean? 

Molly: She’s in there- 

Alec: Who? Not Veronica Frensham? 

Molly {as she begins to move towards Card Room): Yes. She’s 
this Lord Fleetfield’s secretary. 

Alec: A secretary? 

Molly: I told you she wasn’t rich. I’ll bring her out. 

She marches into the Card Room, and then returns at once Mrith 
Veronica. 


Now then, settle it between you. And if anybody wants me, Fll be 
up in my room, trying to stop looking a sight. {She is now collecting 
her coat, etc.) And don’t be silly, you two. Get on with it. Let’s have 
something sensible out of all thiis palaver. 

She goes out. 

Veronica {smiling): Well? 

Alec: What was the idea — pretending to be rich? 

Veronica {coolly): Well, I get six poimds a week. Most secre- 
taries only get about four. 

Alec: But why tell me all that nonsense? 

Veronica: I was on a holiday, and pretending to be rich and 
grand was part of the holiday. Besides, you were so pleased with 
yourself, and thought you knew everything, so I decided to take you 

down a peg or two. 
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Alec: I don’t think it was a veiy good joke. 

Veronica: I didn’t afterwards. And I wrote about six letters 

to you. 

Alec (hastily): I never had them. 

Veronica: No, I tore them up. But I would have written final!) 
if I hadn’t suddenly discovered we were coming up here. How are ) ou ? 

Alec: Broke. Old Plumweather gave me the push, and all I’m 
doing now is a bit of work for nothing at the hospital. 

Veronica: I’ve been thinking a lot about you. 

Alec: I’ve been thinkin g a lot about you too. In fact, sou re a 
damn nuisance. I think we’d better get married. 

Veronica: What— so that you can stop thinking about me? 

Alec: Yes. I want to get on with my work. 

Veronica: That’s not a good enough reason. Why do you want 
to many me? 

Alec; Because if I don’t. I’d probably get tied up with a nurse, 
and I hate nurses. 

Veronica: In that case then I’d better marry you. But if I’m going 
to work to keep us, you’ll have to get up and cook breakfast. 

Alec: What do you have for breakfast? 

Veronica: Only tea and toast. 

Alec: I can make tea and toast. 

They kiss but are interrupted by Lord Fleetfield. 

Lord Fleetfield (amused): Oh — Miss Frensham. 

Veronica (rather confused): Oh — Lord Fleetfield, this is Dr. 
Rothbury. 

Lord Fleetfield: How d’you do? It’s a pleasure to meet a young 
doctor who believes in the good old-fashioned treatment. Now w here 
is Mrs. Cudden? 

Alec: She’s upstairs. I’ll tell her. Don’t go away. 

He hurries out. Lord Fleetfield looks quizzingly at Veronica. 

Lord Fleetfield: I hope his intentions are dishonourable. 

Veronica: They’re not. We’re engaged. 

Lord Fleetfield: I congratulate him, though 1 suppose no woman 
is as good a wife as she is a secretary. Being a secretary seems to 
bring out the best in a woman, and being a wife doesn’t. 

Will now appears from Card Room, carrying some documents. 

Lo®® Fleetfield: Ah, Blofield. I’ve sent for Mrs. Cudden, we ll 
explain to her the arrangement we’ve come to. 
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Will: She won’t know what we’re tallring about 

Fleetfield: Still the same blunt outspoken fbttow, 

What were you in this hotel before you broke into the martet asun? 
Will; Night Porter. 

Lord Fleetfield ; That must have made a late arrival h ere 
thing of an ordeal for any sensitive guest. 


Will: Don’t you believe it. I was a good ni gh t porter 
I, Miss Frensham? 


Wasn’t 


Veronica: You were sweet. I think the only night porter I’ve 
ever really hked. 

Will: You see? 


Lord Fleetfield: How do you accoimt for your success as a 
night porter? 

Will: I’ll explain. I hadn’t much power and I’d few worries, so 
it wasn’t hard to be pleasant. In many ways it’s a more satisf^g 
job than juggling with money. For one thing, you’ve more time to 
think — and you’re not so frightened of thinking. Wouldn’t suit you, 
though. Head waiter would be more in your line. 

Lord Fleetfield: You’re probably right. Almost the only men 
in London I still respect are one or two head waiters. 


He sees Molly entering. She looks better than she did. 


Now, Mrs. Cudden. We’re all ready. Do sit down. 

He fusses her into a chair. Then he and VERONICA sit, but not 

Will. 


Molly; Sit down, William. 

Will (curtly): I’m all right. 

Molly; Oh dear, you’re not going to sulk, are you? 

Lord Fleetfield (as Will is about to reply): No, Blofield, let me 
say something. Mrs. Cudden, we’ve come to a sensible friendly agree* 
ment, and I must teU you that throughout our friend has asked for 
nothing for himself and has only been trying to safeguard your 

interests. 


Molly (warmly): William! 

Will; All right. I don’t want any votes of thanks now. Let me 
explain what’s happened. I don’t go to jail, that's settled. 

Lord Fleetfield (firmly): Quite defimtely settled, whatever else 

happens. 

Molly; That’s all right then. 

Will; These chaps get what they want-control of the power we 
bold but they’ll guarantee you all the money you want to speno. 
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You can have ten fur coats and a diamond suit-case. It 11 be \\ onder- 
ful. {He begins to walk a\iay.) 

Molly (rising): I don’t won’t ten fur coats and a diamond suit- 
case, you fathead. And where are you going? 

Will (turning) : I’m going to pack my bag. 

Stalks out. Molly is undecided for a moment whether to call 
him back, but then decides not to. 

Lord Fleetfield: Yes, you’ve only to sign the necessar\ docu- 
ments, which give us the controlling interest we need, and then you 
can forget all about us. You can draw as much money as > ou please. 
And enjoy yourself. Buy what you like. Entertain. Travel. 

Molly: I see. 


Lord Fleetfield (impressively): There you are, Mrs. Cuddcn. It's 
an odd thought — and you mi^t take this down. Miss Frensham — 
tha t if you and Blofield could have gone on a little longer, then with- 
out leaving this hotel you could have thrown your shadow across 
the world. The fate of whole industries would have been in your 
hands. You could have controlled commodity markets and, if you 
wished, created famines. You could have dominated the political 
life of people at the other end of the world. The fate of millions and 
millions of people you have never seen might have been in your hands. 
A remarkable position to be in. Though of course I’ve had some 
experience of it for some time now. 


Molly; Then you ought to be ashamed of yourself. I call it 
disgraceful. 

Lord Fleetfield: What? 


Molly (with growing feeling): Yes, disgraceful! But I felt it WTong 
from the start. I watched it spoiling him— yes, and beginning to spoil 
me. No proper work to do! Just gambling! And all that power. 
Sitting here interfering with other people’s lives, miles away. I don't 
want to be mucking people’s lives up for money, and I don’t see wh> 
you should either. No, I’m not signing your papers. 

Lord Fleetfield (astonished): But, Mrs. Cudden, I don’t think 
you realise the seriousness of the situation. These enormous interests 
can’t be left to look after themselves. 


Molly; These enormous interests, as you call 'em, aren’t going 
to be left to look after themselves. The doctor explained what I 
could do, and a solicitor’s coming to straighten it all out for me. I 
don’t know much about these things, but I do know it isn’t right that 
one person should be able to interfere with and mess about the lives 
and happiness of thousands of other people. 

Lord Fleetfield: Perhaps not. But under the present sv stem 
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Molly {cutting /«); We’d better put a stop to the present system. 
And I’ll make a start by giving aU this controlling business to the 
people whose lives are mixed up in it, to the people of England. 

Lord Fleetfield: In other words, you’ll hand over your interest 
to the government, in the form of a public trust? 

Molly; Yes, that’s it. 

Lord Fleetfield: And do you suppose the government will man- 
age these affairs any better than my friends and I would? 

Molly; Well, if they don’t, we can change the government, can’t 
we? 


Lord Fleetfield (smiling): Possibly, though my friends and I 
generally have a hand in changing governments too. 

Molly: I dare say. But you won’t have this lot — (waving papers) 
— to help you to do it. I’ve made up my mind about that. 

Veronica; But, Molly, don’t you want anything for yourself? 

Molly: Yes, I was coming to that. Out of all this lot, I just want 
two things. I want enough to keep and run this hotel — on my own 
lines. And I want enough money to provide young Dr. Rothbury 
a clinic. 

Veronica: Darling! That’s perfect. (To Lord Fleetfield) She 
can do that, can’t she? 

Lord Fleetfield: Certainly. The solicitor can arrange that. 

Veronica; Oh, Molly, that’s wonderful. 

Lord Fleetfield; Well, I’ve accomplished the more important 
half of my task, so I can’t grumble. (Rising.) By the way, do you 
know if my old friend Lady Leadmill is still staying up here? 

Molly; Yes, she was staying here until we closed, and now she’s 
across at the Grand. 

Lord Fleetfield: Then I’ll go to the Grand too. Miss Frensham. 
Report to me there in the morning. Good-bye, Mrs. Cudden. 

Molly ; Good-bye, Lord Fleetfield. Pleased to have met you. 

Lord Fleetfield; Delighted to have met you. Most unusual 
experience. And — about this hotel of yours 

Molly: Yes? 

Lord Fleetfield; Don’t let your Night Porter read the financial 


Press. 

He goes, the three of them having been standing near front door 

Molly and Veronica now come down. 

Molly- My dear, fancy me going on like that. I don’t know 
whether to laugh or cry. Telling ’em aU straight. Though I wouldn 

[ 364 1 



ACT ra 


THE GOLDEN FLEECE 


have known how to do it if it hadn’t been for the doctor-) our young 
man. 

Veronica {excitedly^: Who’s going to have this cUnic. Where 
is he? 

Molly: He was only waiting till we’d finished. Didn’t want to 
butt in, he said. 

Alec pops his head in through M ain Door . 

Auec: Hoy, Veronica! I want you. 

Veronica: Hoy yourselP. You can’t talk to me like that. 

Molly {delighted): Course he can. Go on. Pop off. 

Veronica (as she moves off): Well, this time perhaps. But 1 don’t 
propose to be talked to like that aU the time. 

Suddenly naming off, Mth enormous enthusiasm, crying, partly off. 
Darling, you’re to have that clinic. We’ll have a flat on the top floor. 

Molly listens, smiling, then sighs as she sits domi. Will non 
enters through Staff Door, dressed in a neat but shabby suit and 
carrying an old suitcase. He looks at her. She looks at him and 
rises slowly. 

Molly (reproachfully^: William! >\'il!iam! 

He stops but says nothing. 

And where d’you t hink you’re going? 

Will: What does that matter? I’m not wanted here an\ more. 

Molly: Who say's so? 

Will: You said so. 

Molly: I didn’t. 


Wnx: You as good as said so. But there’s one thing I want to 
tell you before I do go, Molly Cudden. 

Molly: There’s several things I want to tell you, William Lotless. 

Will: Well, listen to me first. Don’t think I went back into the 
market again just to make some easy money. Not this time. WTiat 
do I want now with a lot o’ money? Wouldn’t know what to do 
with it. I went back into the game to try and beat the smart bo\ s 
again— see? And I did it. Don’t forget that— I did it. 

Motxy: I know you did, Willia m . But it was spoiling vou again. 
And you weren’t happy. 

Will: That’s nothing. Ex-convicts my age don’t expect to be 

happy. That’s at least something they learn. But any how, I had m\ 

flutter, and I know what the game’s worth. If people had had any 

sense, they’d have stopped us years since. But then people haven’t 
any sense. 
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Molly; Don’t you think I’ve any sense? 

Will ; ^ Not much. Y ou had a bit when you were still a chambs- 
maid. It s a funny thing. I’ve never been a chap to bo ther a lot with 
women. But every time I’ve been badly let down it’s been by a woman. 

Molly ; And I suppose / let you down, eh? 

Will; You’ve said it, not me. What did you ask from Fleetfield 
— a couple o’ yachts? 

Molly ; No. And I didn’t sign anyt hin g either. 

Well (astonished): What! 

Molly ; It’s all going into a public trust. All I asked for myself 
was enough money to give Dr. Rothbury a clinic, and enough to run 
a little business of my own. You wouldn’t like a job in it, would you? 

Wn.L (picking up his case): No, thanks. I can manage without any 
pension. And I don’t want any woman to keep me. 

Molly (going over to him to stop. him going): William, William, 
come here. Who’s talking about keeping you, you silly old chump? 
Now answer me one question. Do you like working in hotels of 
this sort? 

Will; No. 

Molly; Why? 

Will; You ought to know. Because I don’t take to most of the 
people who use this sort of hotel. Too many idle greedy-guts, 

Molly (artfully) : The trouble about you is that you just criticise. 
I’ll bet you’ve got no ideas of your own about nmning an hotel. 

Will (indignantly): Of course I have! What d’you think I’ve been 
doing with my brains for the last couple of years? I’m a man of ideas. 

Molly (artfully again): That’s what you say! 

Will; Certainly it’s what I say. Running an hotel! Why, give me 
a place I could take a real interest in — and 

Molly (cutting in, firmly) : Y ou’re engaged. 

Well; What? Where? 

Molly; Here, as manager. 

Will; What— is this the business you’re going to run? 

Molly; Yes, but it’ll be a new kind of hotel for Cheltingate, fOT 
people who’ve been working too hard and not just eating too much, 
for men who are some use in the world, for women who deserve to 
be waited on for a change — for real people. Everything must be good 
but not too expensive. That means I need a man of ideas to run it. 

But of course if you don’t feel up to it 

Will (cutting in, vehemently): Don’t be silly, woman, dont be 
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siBy. I’m the one in England who could tackle this job for you. 
Good ideas! I’ve got thousands of ’em. Why, look here 

Produces a note-book with great zest. Enter, through Staf 
Door, Miss Weeks and George. 

Miss Weeks; Mr. Lotless 

Molly: And we shall want you. Miss Weeks 

Will: Senior receptionist. 

George: And what about me? 

A knock or ring outside. 

Will: See who’s there. 

George lets in Lady Leadmill, looking more monstrous than 
ever, followed by Miss Sell. 

Lady Leadmill (in tremendous voice): Where is Lord Fleetfield? 
I was informed he was here. 

Molly: He was here, but he went to the Grand to look for 
you. 

Lady Leadmill; Indeed. Any letters for me here that you’ve 
failed to forward? 

Mbs Weeks: No, Lady Leadmill. 

Lady Leadmill (going towards desk, suspiciously): Are you sure? 
Miss Weeks: Absolutely positive. 

Lady Leadmill (sternly): I prefer to make sure. The posts here 
are most peculiar. And several letters are missing. 

Molly (confidentially to Miss Sell aside): Here’s a chance for you 
to get away from that old crocodile. Come and work for us here. 

Miss Sell (enger/y) : Oh— could 1? Oh — that would be wonderful. 
But 

Lady Leadmill (marching majestically towards door) : Miss Sell. 

Molly (to the hesitating Miss Sell): This is your chance— your 
only chance 

Lady Leadmill (commandingly at door): Miss Sell. 

Mbs Sell (after giving Molly a pathetic little smile): Yes, Lady 
Leadmill. 

She hurries out after her. 

Will: And that’s half England. 

Molly: Well, I’m disappointed. It oughtn’t to be like that. 

Will: Well, it is. Millions and millions of Miss Sells 

Telephone rings. Miss Weeks answers it. 

Mbs Weeks (telephone): Yes? ... Oh yes, Mn. Gore . . , I’ll 
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just sec, Mrs. Gore. {To Molly, covering telephone) Mn. Gore 
wants to know if she can stay. She’s very rich. 

Molly: If she’s very rich, tell her we don’t want her. {To Wux) 
I’m disappointed. 

Will; But look. 

Miss Sell re-enters, looking excited and defiant, her hat rather 
askew, and carrying Lady Leadmill’s umbrella, now broken, 
which she tosses on to the table. 

Miss Sell: When do I start? 

Molly {laughing)-. Hurray! 

Will: You start now. Now look here 

Laughing and eager they all gather round Will and his note- 
book and talk all at once as curtain comes down. 


End of Play 
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HOW ARE THEY AT HOME? 

A Topical Comedy in Two Acts 




CHARACTERS 
{in the order of their appearance) 

Kenton, an old butler 
Hilda Packet, from the factory 
Eileen Stocks, from the factory 
Sam Cawthra, a factory foreman 
Lotta Schulberg, an operatic cook 
Lady (Frances) Farfield 
Pauline Chester, a Land Girl 
Major George Webber, U-S. Army 
Raymond Kilugrew, a Civil Servant 
Commodore Pentworthy, of the B.L.A.D.S. 
Group-Capt. Edward Camyon, R.A.F. 
Squadron-Ldr. Tony Acton, R.A.F. 
Corporal Herbert Packet, Hilda’s brother 


The Scene is Farfield Hall, Fassington, in the North Midlands, on 
a Saturday night in Spring, 1944. 




How are they at Home ? — Copy right , 1945, by Samuel French , Ltd . 

First produced at the Apollo Theatre, London, on May Ath, 1944 , with 
the following cast : 


Hilda Packet 
Kenton 
Eileen Stocks 
Sam Cawthra 
Lotta Schulberg 
Lady Farfield 
Pauline Chester 
Major George Webber 
Raymond Kilugrew 
Commodore Pentworthy 
Group-Captain 
Edward Camyon 
Squadron-Leader 
Tony Acton 
Corporal Packet 


Angela Wyndham l^wis 
Charles Groves 
Patricia Laffam 
George Carney 
Hella Kurty 
Jane Carr 
Jennifer Gray 
John Salew 
Henry Hewitt 
Mignon O’Doherty 

Ralph Truman 

Noel Dryden 
John Slater 


ACT I 


The Scene is the lounge hall of a fairly large country house. It is a lofty 
and imposing room, though it has obviously seen much better days. 
At back are very tall nindows, through which park-like grounds 
can be seen. Left centre (actors' left) are large double doors 
which are main entrance to the room from outside. On left wail 
is a massive fire-place, and downstage left is a small door leading 
to kitchen, etc. Right centre shows foot of handsome old staircase, 
which curves up, out of sight. On right wall is large door leading 
to drawing-room, etc. A fairly long table of refectory type occupies 
centre of stage, and this can have two long forms with it. Other 
small tables, easy chairs, etc. A telephone. Some vague family 
portraits and a few stuffed heads of animals on walls. A camp 
bed and a pile of blankets in one comer. The place is not dirty 
but it is dingy, tmtidy and dilapidated, though the general impression 
is rather of a cheerful bohemianism than of a depressing decay. A t 
rise of curtain, Kenton, who is a very old butler, shabby and 
senile and almost out of his wits but still vaguely impressive, is 
making an effort to lay the table. The door donn left into kitchen 
is open, and through it we hear the wireless playing a Viennese 
waltz and the still excellent voice of Lotta Schulberg singing 
to it. Kenton listens to this, with a kind of droll despair, then 
does his best to get on with his work. Bell rings. Kenton goes to 
answer door, then returns followed by Hilda, a lively North- 
country girl, and Eileen, a shy pretty girl. 

Hilda (cheerfully): She is expecting us, y’know. 

Kenton: Yes, miss. I’ll tell her ladyship you’ve arrived. 

Hilda: Tell her it s Hilda and Eileen. You ’aven’t seen Mr. 
Cawthra — that’s our foreman — ’ave you? 

Kenton: No, miss. But I remember her ladyship saying that 
there would be three guests this evening. 

Hilda: Mr. Cawthra’s the other one. I say — are you a butler? 

Eileen (embarrassed): Shut up — Hilda! 

Hilda: You don’t mind me asking, do yer? Are you a butler? 

Kenton (gravely): Yes, miss. 

Hilda (delighted): Well, I’ve always wanted to see one. I’ve seen 
dozens on the pictures. Well, wiU you teU her we’ve come. 

Kenton: Certainly, miss. I’ll inform her ladyship without deby 
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He goes out down left. Hilda looks after him delight&Uy. 

Hilda: “I’ll inform her ladyship without delay.” He tallrs just 
like ’em too. You’d think he was doing it on purpose. 

Eileen: Perhaps he is. 

Hilda: Well, I don’t see any point in ’olding these things any 
longer. Let’s put ’em down ’ere. 

Makes a move towards centre table. 

Eileen (nervously): I suppose we’ve come to the right place. 

Hilda: Don’t be dotty, Eileen. Course we ’ave. You ’eard him 
say so. Three guests — ^that’s us two and old Sam. (Looks round 
happily.) There’s always a room like this in them mystery plays. The 
body’ll be in the libr’iy. That’ll be through ’ere. (She has gone down 
to door right and now opens it.) 

Eileen : Hilda, you mustn’t. 

Hilda: There’s only a sort of posh passage. (Coming in again.) 
Fancy old Farly livin’ ’ere! 

Eileen (shocked): You won’t have to call her that here. 

Hilda (pleasantly) : Well, she can’t expect me to start any of this 
ladyship business, not after workin’ with ’er in the Assembly shop 
for the last eighteen months. 

Eileen: Well, I don’t suppose she will — ^but — ^after all — ^it is 
different for her here, isn’t it? 

Sound of Lotta singing loudly and gaily from the kitchen. 

Hilda: Just listen to that. Proper singing too. I wonder who that 
is. (She now goes towards kitchen door.) 

Eileen (alarmed again): No, Hilda, honestly you mustn’t. 

Kenton comes out down left. 

Kenton : ’Er ladyship wiU be free shortly— and asks if you would 
like to see the house. 


The singing stops. 

Hilda: Well, this is it, isn’t it^ 

Eileen: She means — ^have a look round, doesn’t she? 

Kenton : Yes, miss. Farfield ’All ’as many features of interest. 

Hilda: All right. And anyhow I’d like to have a wash. 

Kenton : Certainly miss. The main staircase is this way. 

He ushers them upstairs ceremoniously. Lotta recommences 
singing off, down left. After a moment or two there are sever^ 

cautiously. He is carrying some bottles of beer, etc., and sm kmg 
a pipe. 
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Sam (caJling, not too loudly): ’Ullo! ’UUo! Anybody at ome? 

He puts doHTi the beer, etc., on table, then hears Lotta singing. 
He opens door do\cn left and calls through. 

Ah say! Is this Farfield ’All? Heigh! ’Ave Ah come to fright shop? 

He steps back a pace or two, and Lotta enters down left through 
open door. She is wearing apron, etc., for cooking, 

Lotta: Oh— hello! 

Sam: ’Ow d’yer do? 

Lotta: You have not been sent to be billeted here? 

Sam: No, no, don’t worry. Ah’m only ’ere just for t'evening— 
that is — ^if this is Farfield ’All. 

Lotta: Yes it is. Oh — you are from the factory where Lady 
Farfield works? 

Sam: That’s right. T’aircraft factory’. Sam Cawihra's my name. 

Lotta: Yes, yes — of course — I have heard Lady Farfield speak of 
you, Mr. Cawthra. And the two girls have already arrived. 

Sam (pointing to the table): Ah thought they must "ave. We’ve 
brought you a few things. 

Lotta (going to table): Oh— but how wonderful! All these nice 
things. They will make a great difference to the supper. It will be 
a real celelnation. 


Sam; Well, that’s the idea, isn’t it? 
Lotta: Yes, of course. Beer too! 


Sam. Ay, an it s not a bad drop o’ sttifif either for war-time. An’ 
Ah don’t know about you, but after cycling five or six mile Ah’m 
parched an’ could tak’ a glass this minute. What about you? 

Lotta: Yes— I think that would be very nice— .Mr. Cawthra. Here 
are some mugs. (One of them begins to pour out the beer.) Thank 
you. But oh!-how stupid of me. I must introduce myself. Lotta 
Schulberg, once of the Vienna Volksopera— and now— well, an exile 

you Imow. Y^ ago, I was— what you caU a star— in Vienna. And 
now 1 do the house-keeping and cooking here. 

Sam {shaking hands)". Good for you! 

Lotta: That is very nice of you— Mr. Cawthra. 


Sam: you’ve kept yer voice an’ all. Ah ’eard yer An’ Ah 

TV ’ ^ Yorkshire, yer knaw 

An Ah d like to ’ear some more later on. ‘ 


I Not because 

Fncnds who are dead or have vanished come alive again-I see tSir 
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faces — I hear their voices — and the theatres, the cafes, die lov^ 
old streets— of my city— they are alight again— but no— foi^ve me 
— I am being stupid 

Sam; No, you’re not. You’re all right. Well {raisir^ fas 

glass) ’ere’s to us an’ to ’ell with ’Itler. (They both think.) 

Lotta (fiercely) : He has always been in hell — and that is why he 
destroys other people’s happiness. I should like to have come whh 
Lady Farfield to make airplanes with you — ^but that was not p(»sible 
— so — I do the cooking. Perhajw one day I shall sing again in Vienna 
— if not — ^then I do something else — ^more cooking, perhaps. It does 
not matter so long as they — the Nazi cheats and murderers — and all 
the people like them — have gone — ^and aU nice simple hiendly people 
— ^in Yorkshire — ^in Austria — anywhere — everywhere — can get to 
know each other and understand each other 

Sam : That’s right. An’ just let anybody try an’ stop us, that’s all. 
We’re getting our monkey up ’ 

Lotta (baffled): Your monkey up? 

Sam: Nay, don’t bother with it. Leave it. (Looking round.) Well, 
Ah’d think twice afore Ah’d want to live ’ere. Tak’ a bit o’ lightin’ 
an’ warmin’ an’ cleanin’, this place. No great shakes realfy, is it, 
when you tak’ a good look at it? The wife would want to ’ave a do 

at this if it were ’ers. 

Lotta ; But it is impossible to know where to begin, with a house 
this size and no staff at all— except one old man. And we have had 
dozens and dozens of people billeted on us. 

Hilda and Eileen now come down, with Kenton. 

Sam: Ah — ’ere’s the girls. 

Kenton : I will see if her ladyship is disMgaged now. (T 9 Sam) 
Good evening, sir. Are you a member of the— cr— factory party? 

Sam; That’s right. What about you? 

Kenton: Kenton, sir. ’Er ladyship’s butler. 

Sam: Ah see. Well, Ah don’t think yer’U need to do much buttlin’ 
’or us to-night. We can buttle for ourselves. Big place you’ve got 

fere, isn’t it? 

Kenton: Yes, sir. We used to keep quite a lar^ establishment ere 

at Farfield ’All, but of course, sir, times ’ave changed. 

Sam : They ’ave, an’ they’ll do a lot more changing afore we’ve 
finished. But don’t let us keep yer, if yer busy. 

Kektdn : Thank yon, sir. I wiU inform ’er ladyship of your 

arrival. 

Goes out down left. 
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Lotta ibaighing): Her ladyship, at this minute, is finishing clean- 
ing her auto-cycle. Poor old Kenton! 

Hilda: I can’t get over ’im. 

Sam: Takes it all seriously, doesn’t ’e? Owerdoin’ it, Ah’d say. 

Lotta {confidentially): You must not mind him, please. You see, 
he is very old, and he has been the butler here for a long, long time 
— and now he forgets and does not understand what is happening— 
and sometimes he thinks this war is the last war, and sometimes he 
forgets about any war, and often he thinks nothing has changed. 

Sam: They niight ha’ found room for ’im in t’House of Commons. 
But I must introduce yer. 

Lotta (smiling at the girls): Lotta Schulberg — once of the Viennese 
Volksopera — now— in the kitchen 

Sam: This is one of our Assembly girls — Eileen 

Lotta: You have beautiful eyes. 

Eileen (abashed but delighted): Go on — I haven’t— have 1? 

Lotta: But of course — and you ought to use them. Has nobody 
ever told you? What a waste! Also, you have a sensitive refined 
nature. Sometimes I know at once about a person. 1 am rather 
psychic, you know. (To Sam) Are you psychic, Mr. Cawlhra? 

Sam: No, whenever I know at once about anybody, Ah’m always 
wrong. And this is another of our Assembly girls 

Hilda: I’m Hilda. What have I got? 

Lotta (who doesn't know): You have — (she pauses impressively)— 
very good luck — I think . 

Hilda: Well, I doubt that. 

Eileen (hastily): Oh you can’t say that, Hilda— look at last Tues- 
day — 

Hilda: Never mind about last Tuesday— look at last Saturday— 

do you call that luck? Six miles to a dance— and it was the wrong 
night. 

Eileen: But that was only an accident 

Hilda (loudly): Well, if you ’ave good luck, you don’t ’ave acci- 
dents — 

Telephone rings. Lotta goes to answer it. 

Lotta (at telephone): This is Farfield Hall— ves? All rieht— 1 
wait ' 

Hilda: Eileen, look! 

Eileen (turning): What? 

Hilda (pointing): All them animals’ ’eads. 
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Lotta {still at telephone^ but to Hilda): They are awfid, amft 
they, those stupid animals? {buo telephone) No, 1 am not 
to you — I am waiting 

Sam: Big game ’unting, that’s what that is. One o’ the fevourite 
pursuits o’ the leisure class at one time — big gtme *anting. O!’ 
an’ Fatty Goering wouldn’t look bad up there wi’ gigge eyes in. 

Lotta {into telephone): Yes . . . Faifield Hall— yes . . . Ministiy 
of What? . . . is there such a Ministry? {Laughs:) Well, I ttrinV it 

is veiy comical . . . Well, what is it you want? No, Mr. Fleming 

is not here any more . . . Yes, he was . . . everybody has been bHIeted 
here . . . but he left yesterday . . . Yes, I saw him go . . . And good- 
bye to you. 

Puts down telephone and turns to visitors, smiting. 

Why are they always so stupid, those girls on the tel ephones of 
ministries? And now 1 must take these beautiful presents into the 
kitchen and prepare for supper. But first I wish to tell you we are 
all so proud — so very proud — that Lady Fatfield is now a duvge- 
hand. It is wonderful. I said at once we must have a little party — 
to celebrate. A charge-hand. 

Sam: That’s right. And not done by influence, y’know. 

Loita {proudly) : No, no — not at alL She has worked her way 
right from the bottom right up to the top. 

Sam: Well, not quite to the top. But Ah knaw what yer mean. 

Lotta: And I tell you this. Do not be afraid. 

Sam: All right. Ah won’t be. But why? 

Lotta: Lady Farfield will be strict — but just. She will give you 

your orders — so 

Sam {aghast): Give me orders! 

Hilda {impressively): He’s foreman. 

Lotta {impressed): Oh — ^I am sorry— of course — tba forontm. 
Sam: All right, yer needn’t look at me now as if I wor Stafifocd 

Cripps. But Ah ’ave bin on t’job a long time. Ah wor putting planes 

together when some of yer ’adn’t started undressing yer dolls. 

IxmA {gaily): For me— I wish it was true. But now I leaBy 

return to the kitchen. {Taking up things.) 

Eiuben: Can I help you with supper? Fd quite like to. 

LOTTA {going down left with things): Yes, 
a little while perhaps. But you would like to see La^ Farfield first. 

of course. {She is now at door, opadng it.) Here she is. 

She holds door open and Lady Farhbid enters, stiti m greasy 

overalls. 


most 
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Lady Farfield; Hello, hello, everybody! 

Sam, Hilda, Eileen; Hello, (etc.). 

Lotta: Look what nice things they have brought us for supper. 

Lady Farheld: Oh — I say — how marvellous. 

Lotta: Now — I make something — ^very good. You 11 see. For 
how many? 

Lady Farfield: Just us — and Pauline — and Kenton, I hope. 

Lotta: I hope too. But I doubt it. Somebody always arrives. 
We have had everybody now except the Red Army and the Jugo- 
slavian Partisans. 

She goes out. Lady Farfield smiles at the visitors. 

Lady Farfield: I’m so sorry to have kept you waiting, but I did 
want to finis h cleaning my auto-bike. Well, what do you think of 
this place? 

Hilda: Big, isn’t it? 

Sam: And it ’ud tak’ some keeping up. 

Lady Farfield: Yes, it’s big — and it just can't be kept up. I 
told you it’s hopelessly untidy and neglected, so I won't apologise. 
It looks awful and I can’t help it. Before the war there were ten 
servants here. Now there’s a woman from the village who comes in 
occasionally — Lotta, who’s sweet and a great help but can’t be 
expected to start scrubbing — and poor old Kenton 

Sam: An’ ’e’s a bit barmy, isn’t ’e? 

Lady Farfield; I suppose so. He never knows quite what's 
happening. And then — apart from Pauline, the Land Girl, that’s the 
lot. To keep this huge place going — I ask you! 

Eileen: And then you have people billeted on you all the time, 
don’t you? 

Lady Farfield: We’ve had thousands of them. You heard what 
Lotta said. Half the United Nations war effort seems to have been 
through this house. You could look round at the damage and WTite 
the history of the war from it. We started, in 1939, with^fifty women 
and children from SheflBeld. When they went back home, the battalion 
headqu^ers of the Loamshire Light Infantry arrived. After them, 
the Polish Air Force. Then— let me think— yes, sixty-two women and 
children from Bootle. After that, Anti-Aircraft and Searchlights 
Then a company of A.T.S. Then the CivU Service, mostly with colds. 
Then— some assorted Americans— with the Bob Hope and other 
^grammes in full blast, day and night. But now— at last— nobsxlv 
Just ourselves to-night. Isn’t that wonderful? The last four people 
who were billeted on us left yesterday, so to-night we have the place 
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to ourselves. That’s why I was so anxious for us to have our Uttie 
party. And here we are! 

Kenton enters from down left with troy, bottle of sherry ond 
glasses. 

Thank you, Kenton. I thought we’d have a quick drink— 4t’s real 
sherry and then I’d rush ofiF and change. Will you pour out the 
drinks, Mr. Cawthra 

Sam (correcting her): Sam. 

Lady Farfield; Sam. No, don’t you bother, Kenton. 

Telephone rings sharply. Kenton goes to answer it, as the 
others cluster round the drinks, and Eileen and Hilda light 
cigarettes. 

Kenton (at telephone): Farfield Hall — ^yes ... I will see if ’er 
ladyship can speak to you . . . What name? 

Lady Farfield; Who is it? 

Kenton (vaguely): A person wishes to speak to you, me lady, on 
official business. 

Lady Farfield (going over): Oh dear — don’t like the sound of 
this. (At telephone) Yes — Lady Farfield speaking . . . Oh, no! Oh 
dear, dear, dear, dear . . . \^y? Because we hoped not to have 
anybody at least just for this week-end . . . We’ve had everybody all 
the time . . . No, if you can’t, you can’t ... Of course. Who are 
they? Two Air Force officers possibly? Well, that’s all right 

Hilda (with enthusiasm): Certainly it’s all right. 

Lady Farfield: But there’s some doubt about them, you say? 
... I see, these other two are certain . . . Not women, I hope — 
wanting cups of tea and hot-water bottles ... Oh I see . . . An 
American officer, yes. And who eke? (Delighted) A servant*! 
( Dashed) Oh— a Civil Servant . . . Ministry of Reconstruction . . . 
To-night? Any time now? ... No, only I’m givng a little party 
for a few friends . . . Very well, we’ll do our best . . . Yes, I know, 
but you can’t cook and eat ration cards, can you? 

Puts down telephone and looks at the others with droll despair. 
Let’s hope they’re both so tired they’ll go straight to bed. 

Kenton: More guests, me lady? 

Lady Farfield: Yes. Two gentlemen for certain— to-night. 

KENTON : Very good, me lady. Shall I giye instrueaom for too 

of the bachelor rooms in the East Wing to be got ready for the 

len? 


gentle 


Farfield (half laughing, but to 
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try and remember that you can’t give instructions because there isn't 
anybody left to give instructions to. 

Kenton {confused)'. I’m sorry, me lady — Vr-as forgetting 

Lady Farfield {gently): I know. It doesn’t matter. But you re 
forgetting too that we haven’t been able to use the East Wing for 
the last two years, not since we had those incendiaries. No, I’ll see 
to their rooms. 

Kenton: Yes, me lady. {Goes out down left.) 

Eileen: We can help with the rooms. 

Hilda : If you’ll show us where they are. 

Lady Farfield: That’s sweet of you. It would be a help. I hoped 
we’d have the place to ourselves to-night. Just for once. 

Hilda: What’ll the Civil Servant be like? 

Lady Farfield: Probably dull but harmless. Let’s hope he’ll 
creep away with a good book. As for the American oflScer, he might 
be terribly nice 

Hilda: I know— like Gary Cooper. 

Lady Farfield: Yes, he might. Then again, he might be ver>' dull, 
one of the slow boring kind. On the other hand, he might be a bit 
too lively— you know 

Sam: I’ve seen ’em. 

Hilda {eagerly): What about those Air Force chaps they’re 
sending? 

Lady Farfield: Two oflScers may have to be sent up here from 
the Experimental Station, but it isn’t certain, so don’t count on it. 

Hilda: I don’t care. I like sergeants best. They’re not so fanc>, 
and you can understand what they’re talking about. 

Lady Farfibid: I really must change — and get those beds made up. 

Eileen: We’ll help you. 

Lady Farfield: Come on, then. Sam, you must amuse yourself 
for a few minutes. But Pauhne ought to be coining in any time now. 

Sam: Who’s Pauline? 

Lady Farfield: She’s our Land Girl. Rather peculiar but quite 
a nice child really. You have a talk to her. 

The three women go upstairs, leaving Sam with his pipe. He 
looks round, notices the stuffed heads, and is particularly fascinated 
by a very t^ly buffalo head—or something of the sort. He takes a 
chair to stand on, and has a close look at it. Slowly he lifts a hand 
to touch its nose— the action being in full view of the audience. 
Meanwhile, Pauline Chester, in Land Girl uniform and carrying 
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a basket of vegetables, etc., has entered. She ts a rather amoB 
girl, in her early twenties, quite attractive, but widt a 
didactic though calm manner that is quaint and mcor^ruem, 
she sees what he is %q> to, she quietly goes up to him tnmotked. 

Pauline ; I shouldn’t do that if I were you, 

Sam (surprised, turning on his chair): Do udiat? 

Pauline; Feel its nose. You were going to feel its nooe, weren't 
you? 

Sam (slightly embarrassed): Well — as a mattor o’ fact — I did just 
want to see what it felt Uke. No ’ann in is there? 

Pauline: No. But 1 did that with one of them wiren I fiiA came 
here — ^it was a bu&lo shot in Uganda in 1909. 

Sam: Well, what ’appened? 

Pauune: The whole beastly thing came down and nearly smothered 
me. They can’t take it, y’know. Everything here is very ramdiadde 
and dilapidated. Including this chair, actually 

Sam (with touch of alarm): Oh — is it? (Gets down at once. Then 
he grins at Pauline.) You’re Pauline the Land Girl, eh? 

Pauline: Yes. Who are you? 

Sam: Sam Cawthra — ^foreman of Assembly — whme Lady Faifield 
works. 

Pauline; I see. You’re not billeted here, are you? 


Sam; No. Just ’ere for t’evening. Bit of a party. 

Pauune: Yes, Lady Farfield said something about it. Can I get 
you anything? 

Sam; Well, I’ll ’ave another drink o’ this beer I brought. I reckon 
nowt o’ sherry an’ suchlike. 

Pauune; Neither do I. We’ll both have some beer. Then Til 
drop these vegetables and eggs into the kitchen, 

Sam: Eggs, eh? 

Pauune: Three. But one of them’s rather odd. Actually, I tlnnk 
the hen that laid it— Red Lizzie-^ going mad. 


Sam: ’Ow can yer tell? 

Pauune: By her general behaviour. I hope you’re not faungiy. 

Sam: Well, I’m fairly peckish. Why? (She ^ 

e best' (Drinks, then surveys her with interest^ Yer kno^ Fd call 

)u a pretty cool card. How d’yer like being a Land Gnl? 
Pauunb: Until I came h«e I didn’t 

le work, but I hate fanners. I was with three before I got this joo, 

id they all hated me, and I hated them. 
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Sam: What’s wrong with ’em? 

Pauline (coo/Zk) : Greedy, selfish, miserable old blighter^. After the 

war, we ought to take a few out and shoot ’em. 

Sam (aghast): Shoot 'em! 

Pauline: Yes, shoot ’em. And a few fat old business men. Make 
all the difierence. 

Sam: Mak’ plenty o’ difference, nt? 1^ It t ^ , . 

can’t start shootin’ folk like that. 

Pauline: Why not? Thousands of nice young men, whu’ve never 
done anybody any harm, are being shot and drowmed and burnt to 
death. Why shouldn’t we shoot a few nast)' old men, who are alwa> ■> 
doing everybody harm? 

Sam: Ay — but — there’s a lot o’ difference between chap> bein’ 
killed in a war an’ then just shootin’ people 'cos you don’t like ’em. 

Pauune: I don’t see any, except it would do some real good 
killin g off a few of these nasty old men who are so greedy and selfi>h 
and stupid. 

Sam; My word — you’re a bloodthirsty young woman an’ no 
mistake. Where were you brought up? 

Pauline (rather primly): I was brought up chiefly by a maiden 
aunt in Cheltenham. 

Sam: You’ve gone a long way since then. I should think Russia’s 
about your style now. 

Pauline (coolly): If this country doesn’t improve, I shall go to 
Russia— if they’ll have me— and work on a collective farm. 

Sam: But ’aven’t yer got a young man? 

Pauune: No, so far I haven’t bothered. But I’ve been thinkinc 
lately that perhaps it’s time I looked around for one. 

Sam: ’E’U ’ave to be careful after yer do find ’im. One wrong move 
an’ you’ll be shooting 'im. Well, there’s one or two chaps cornin’ 
to-night so yer’d better look ’em over. One’s an .American officer. 

Pauline: Americans don’t attract me. Their attitude towards sex 
is so adolescent 

Sam: ’Ere, are there any more Land Girls like you? I thought we 
were seein’ summat these days in t’factory', but we know nowi. 

Pauline: You’re not being rude now, are you? 

Sam: Bless yer ’eart, no! I was just talkin’ free-an’-easy , like I 

would to any chap I was ’aving a glass o’ beer wi’. Nay, nav, don’t 
tak’ offence. 

Pauune: No, of course I won’t. But I’m not very good at telling 
wittthcr people are being rude or just rather matey. And vou seemed 
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such a nice man at first that I w-as disappointed. {Now Ae sndks 
at him.) But now it’s all right. 

Sam; Course it is. The best o’ friends. 

They shake hands solemnly. Hilda now comes hurrying down 
the stairs, calling across to Sam as she reaches lower steps. 

Hilda {calling): Nfr. Cawthra — Sami 

S.oi (rising): WeU, what is it? 

Hilda: You understand about putting beds toother— nuts and 
bolts an’ all that — don’t yer? 

Sam (moving): Course I do. Am I wanted upstairs? 

Hilda: Yes, and I’m not. Straight along at the top— you’ll ’ear 
'em talking. 

He goes up and she comes across to Pauune. 


You’re Pauline, the Land Girl, aren’t yer? 

Paltjne: Yes. Will you have some beer? 

Hilda: No, I think I’ll take a drop more of this sherry wine, if 
>ou don’t mind. My name’s Hilda Packet, and I work with Lady 
Farfield and Sam at the factory. There’s two of us come with ’im 
— two girb, I mean — ’cos we all started about the same time as Lady 
Farfield in one of the machine shops — an’ then we all went to Assembly 
— so we’re sort of friends, yer see — weU, as a matter of fact, the one 
upstairs, Eileen, and me — we’re very great friends. ’Ere, are yer 
interested, ’cos I can shut up if you’re not? 

Palxine: No, I love it. You see, I spend all day with hens and 
geese and cabbages, and you don’t get a word out of them. Go on 
about you and Eileen, ^^^lere do you live? 


Hilda (immediately in full flood again): Oh — ^we’re in the sanw 
billet— Mrs. Batsby’s. ’Er ’usband used to keep a garage, but that’s 
gone now and ’e's at the factory- too— so Mrs. Batsby looks after five 
of us — ’er an’ ’er sister — the sister’s older than Mrs. Batsby old 
maid she is— and nosey!— she’s awM. The minute you’re out, she’s 
runnin’ through everything you’ve got— m’ no shame about it 

ou’ll catch vour death o’ cold, wearin’ them things underneath, 
sbe’ll sav. .An’ another time, she says, “1 wouldn’t haw nothing to 
do with that chap you’ve got the photo of.” ste says. ‘‘That 

I mean— e’s up to no good, I can teU by ^ 

•Well if you must know, that’s my own brother Erbert an ^ m 
future’you mind yours an’ I’U mind mine.” Oo, I was that mad at er. 

Palline; .And was it your brother’s photograph? 

Hilda; Just as luck would ’ave it, y« it S’ 

But after that 1 gave it to Eileen, ’cos er an Erbert started wntm 
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to each other. They’ve never seen each other, but I’d told ’im about 
’er— ’cos she’s my friend— an’ she knows all about ’im. An’ one day 
she says, “I wish I’d a soldier in Africa or somewhere to write to 

’cos Eileen’s very shy, an’ doesn’t bother much wth boys says 

she doesn’t care about ’em, but yer know how much that’s worth— 
so I says — ^yer know, just for a bit o’ fun — I says, “Well, write to 
our ’Erbert — ^yer can ’ave ’im for me.” So she did, an’ ’e writes back, 
an’ now they’ve been at it for months— writin’ an’ writin'— though 
God knows what they wTOte about. I don’t see ’ow they can find 
enough to write about, not when they’ve never seen each other- 

do you? 

Pauline: Yes. If I once started writing to a boy, I could write 
reams and reams and reams. 

Hilda: What about? 

Pauunb: Oh — everything. About what I do here — about Horace 
the old gander and Red Lizzie the mad hen — and about the Ministry 
of Agriculture and Reconstruction and the Coming Revolution. 

Hilda: Oh — ^you’re one o’ these brainy ones, aren’t you? 

Pauline (firmly): Yes I am. I have a lot of time to think while 
I’m working, and I’ve thought about everything. 

Hilda: Well, I suppose it’s all right if yer fancy it. I can’t be 
bothered. Eileen tried it one time — read books an’ all that — an’ 
talked to Miss Wilson — our welfare oflicer — but w'hen she started 
writin’ to our ’Erbert, she packed it up an’ just thought about ’im 
instead, though ’ow she can do that for long beats me, knowin’ 
’Erbert. But I believe if anything ’appened to ’im, she’d ’ave a broken 
’eart. I’ll bet you don’t believe in broken ’earts, do yer? 

Pauline: No, I don’t. 

Hilda: I bet yer don’t believe in ’ardly anything, do yer? 

Pauline (in calm oracular manner): I believe in the triumphant 
destiny of Man. 

Hilda: Crumbs! Is that all? 

Pauline (same manner): No, I bebeve in the irresistible forward 
march of Man towards a classless world of peace, prosperity and 
justice. 

Hilda: Go on! ’Ere, what man’s this? 

Pauline: Just Man. All men. 

Hilda: Well, they’ll ’ave to be a lot difTrent from the men I know. 
Anyhow, be a bit careful w’hat you say to Eileen. 

Pauline: I’m never careful what I say to anybody. Don’t believe 
in it. 
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Hilda; And I’ll bet yer don’t. 


Pauline : But I won’t hurt her feelings, if that’s what you 


Hilda : Peculiar sort o’ 


girl you are. Do yer talk to boys like this? 


Pauunb : (^ainly, I’ve only one way of talking. But I’m not 

always t hin k in g about boys. I believe you are. You ought to be 
married. 


Hilda: Are you teUing me! 

There is a soimd of a car arriving outside. 

That’s a car. Somebody’s come. Let’s have a look. 

They go to window at back and look left. 

Pauunb {as she looks'): American Army car. It must be the 
American officer who’s coming to stay. 

Hilda {also looking): I wonder what he’s like. Oh! {dis- 

appointed.) That must be ’im, getting out. ’E’s rather old, isn’t ’e? 
Specs too. Oh — I don’t think much of ’im. 

Pauunb {moving down): We must let Kenton attend to this. I 
shall go in the kitchen and help Lotta. You’d better come too. 

Hilda (moving too): All right. So long as it’s not peelin’ potatoes. 

Front door bell is heard and Kenton comes out left. 

Pauunb; There’s an American officer at the door, Kenton. 

Kenton: Thank you, miss. 

Pauline and Hilda exit down left. 

Webber’s Voice {off): Say, is this Farfield Hall? 

Kenton; Yes, sir. This is Lady Farfield’s residence. 

Webber’s Voice {off): Fine! {Calling back to driver) Okay, Joe 

—this is it. Pick me up in the morning, will you? Yeah, about quarter 
to nine. Good night. 

As Webber comes in^ sound of car going off. Major George 
Webber is a fairly plump, clean-shaven, colourless type of Mid£e- 
Western American, wearing large octagorud spectacles, in his early 
forties. He is a pleasant man with a slow solemn rruamer. He is 

carrying some brand-new luggage. 

Webber enters, followed by Kenton with suitcases. 

Webber: I’m Major Webber — George Webber. I’ve been smt 
along here by headquarters. 

Kenton {polite, resigned): Yes, sir. 

Webber {delighted by the thought): Now— to me— you look bke 
a butler. 

Kenton {mildly surprised): Yes, sir. 
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Webber; WeU, weU, well! It took a war to bring me over here to 
meet a butler. How are you ? 

Holds out a hand, which Kenton, after some hesitation, shakes. 

What’s your name? 

Kenton: Kenton, sir. 

Webber: What comes before it — Joe, Jack, Sam? 

Kenton: As a matter of fact, sir, my Christian name is Frederick. 

Webber: Fine! Shall I call you Frederick — or just Fred? 

Kenton: Neither, sir, if you don’t mind 

Webber; Now — go on — I don’t need any of this feudal stuff — I m 
just a plain democrat 

Kenton {with dignity): Sir, when I am on duty, I am accustomed 
to being addressed as Kenton. Only close relations and old friends 
would call me Frederick or Fred. And if I may say so without giring 
ofiFence, sir — ^should you insist upon calling me Frederick or Fred, 
t he n you are not only ignoring the custom of this and other English 
gentlemen’s houses, but you are also intruding into my private 
life, sir. 

Webber {slowly): Do I understand what you’re talking about? 

Kenton {looking him in the eye, slowly): I think so, sir. 

Webber: Okay — Kenton. {Looking around) W’ell, well, you 
got quite a place here, haven’t you? One of the stately homes of 
England. 

Kenton: Yes, sir. 

Webber: I guess nobody’s going to run a home like this on a 
nigger and a boy. 

Kenton: A nigger and a boy? Certainly not, sir. The staff here, 
sir, is ten indoor servants, and five outdoor. 

Webber {both shocked and delighted): Ten indoor servants and five 
outdoor! Well, sir— we’ve been asked not to criticise— but I must 
say I just don’t know how you folks justify such a use of man-power 
at a time like this. 

Kenton {ignoring this): When the late master— afterwards Sir 
Robert — celebrated his twenty-first birthday, sir, we sat down tw ent\ - 
five in the servants hall — and three hundred of the tenantry had 
their supper in the grounds. 

Webber: Tenantry', eh? Just old feudal customs still going on. 

And twenty-five sitting down in the servant’s haU, eh? WTien was 
this — since the war began? 

Kenton: In nineteen-hundred and three, sir. 
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Lotta: He will probably forget to come back. I am Lotta Schul- 
berg. Did you know Vienna in the old days ? 

Webber: No, this is my first trip to Europe. You from Vienna? 

Lotta; Yes, I used to play leading roles v^-ith the Menna VoLks- 
opera. Do smoke, please. Is that a nice .American cigarette you are 

smoking? 

Webber {producing packet)'. Certain!)’ is. ill you ha\e one . 

Lotta: Thank you very much. You know, I adore .American 
cigarettes. 

Webber: Well, take the whole pack 

Lotta: Oh— no— I could not do that {She takes the packet 

and puts it in her pocket.) 

Webber {heartil)^'. Go on. Glad for you to have them. Mrs. 
Webber’s going to get a big surprise when I write and tell her I’ve 
met a Viennese operatic star. You staying here too? 

Lotta {as she lights a cigarette from his lighter): Oh >es — I am 
the cook. Supper will be ready in twenty minutes. Good-b\e for 
the present. 

She goes off douTi left humming gaily as she smokes and Webber 
stares after her in astonishment. He has no sooner returned to his 
seat, tlum Sam, smoking a pipe and in his shirt-sleeves and holding 
a large spanner, comes do\vn nearly to the bottom of the stairs 
and calls. 

Sam: Oy! 

Webber {turning, surprised): Me? 

Sam: Ay. Sorry yer’ve bin kept waiting, but them iron bedsteads 
wor in a ’ell of a tangle an’ I’ve only just sorted ’em out. Shan’t be 
long now, though. ’Ave a drop o’ that beer if yer fancy it. 

Webber: Not right now, but t hanks all the same. 

Sam; An’ d’yer mind answerin’ t’door if t’other chap comes cos 
I’ve got old Whoosit ’elpin’ me. 

Webber {puzzled but helpful): Be glad to, though I don't know my 
Tvay around here. Say, are you another butler? 

S.AM {aghast): Me! I’m t’foreman from Assembly shop in t’air- 
craft factory. Butler! 

He goes upstairs and Webber is left absolutely bevK ildered. Be- 
fore he has recovered from his surprise, Palxine enters briskly. 

P.auune: How do you do? Is it Lebber or Webber? 

Webber: Webber. 

Paulwe. Lotta wasn t sure. I’m Pauline Chester — member of the 
Women’s Land Army attached to the estate here. 
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Webber {shakir^ hands): Fine! I hear you girfa un 
great job, 

Pauunb (very briskfy): Britain now produces two-dnrds of tfae 

food she needs. Six miUion more acres have been plon^lied nm. Tl* 

agricultural production per head is now probably the in the 

world. After the revolution, when we have collective farminp ft will 
be higher stiU. 

Webber (doing his best): But are you going to have a revoliitxm? 

Pauu>® (calmly) : Certainly. If it comes soon it can be peacefiiL 

If we wait, then it will be sudden, violent — and blootfy. And I don’t 
care which. 

Makes as if to come towards stairs. 

Webber: Now wait a minute. Miss Chester 


Pauline: Call me Pauline, if you like. Everybody does. 

Webber: Okay. Pauline then . 

Pauline (holding a finga): But no leactionaiy talk, no Wall 
Street stuff 

Webber (exasperated but not out of temper): Say, wait a minute. 
What about your fifteen servants? 

Pauline: Fifteen servants? 

Webber: Yeah. Ten indoors, five outdoors — three to clean tlK 
silver 

Pauline: Where? 

Webber: Why, right here. 

Pauunb: There aren’t any servants here. (Smding calmly at km.) 
Excuse me! 

She goes quickly tqfstairs. He has not recovered fnm das fresh 
shock when the front door belt pads loudly. After a momatfs 
hesitation, he goes towards the main doors at bade and opais them 
just in time to admit Raymond Kuxigrew, who comes staggering 
in with an immense double armfid of old luggage, aiduding two 
violin cases and bags, etc. KnxiGRBW is a carelessly dreaed, 
scholarly-looking and somewhat eccentric man in his fifties, with a 
quick staccato way of talking. He dumps the bags, etc., down md 
goes out for another load, talking rapidly and loudly 
time. His second load consists of strmg quartette scores, tied ht 

bundles. 

Kilugrew: Farfield Hall, eh? I was lucky— very lod^. Local 
farmer gave me a lift, otherwise might not have been h^ for homs. 

Int’iesting feUow in his way too. Gave me some usefiil 

Didn’t know the American Army was here. But no reason why they 
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shouldn’t be, of course. Danmed heavy, these things. Quartette 
scores. Take ’em with me everywhere. Well, well, here we are. 

He lights his pipe and looks round cheerfully. 

Untidy— rather dirty— I imagine— and obviously neglected— but prob- 
ably got very good acoustic properties. My name’s ICilligrew. 

Webber: I’m Major Webber. 

Killigrew: How d’you do? Billeted here? 

Webber: Yeah. But only just arrived. That’s my baggage. .Mid 
— say — I don’t seem to get the hang of it here at all. 

Kjlugrew: New to the coimtiy perhaps? 

Webber: Yeah. Only landed last week. But as 1 ifS a^ sa^ 

just don’t seem to get the hang of it 

Kjlugrew {cutting in ruthlessly): You soon will. Don't \\orr>’. 
Play the fiddle or the ’cello ? 

Webber {surprised ) : No, I don’t. 

Kjlugrew: Pity. Always hoping to make a up string quanette. 
That’s why I carry’ the scores round with me. Farmer gave me one 
possible name, though — got the telephone number somewhere 

Webber {while Kjlugrew is searching) : There’s an operatic singer 
in the kitchen. 

Kjlugrew: Let her stay there. Detest opera. Cheap hssterical 
muck, most of it. Ah, here it is. Telephone an>Tvhere? Yes, I see. 

Goes over to it at once, glancing at the number. 

Oh — Fassington Two Five Three, please . . . Yes ... All right . . . 

Webber {as Kjlugrew ina/w): I didn’t know they billeted civilians 
in this country. 

Kjlugrew: Certainly. We’ve billeted millions— war workers, land 
girk, civil servants. I’m a Civil Servant. Ministry of Reconstruction. 
New Ministry. I used to be with the Board of Trade. 

Webber: Is that so, Mr. Killigrew? WTiat did you do there? 

Khugrbw: Closed things down. Thousands of businesses 

Webbhi {awed): Closed ’em down? 

Kjlugrew: Yes, thousands of ’em. {At telephone) Oh— is that 

^Bramley? . . . Well, my name’s Killigrew, and I’m stavine 

at Farfield Hall . . . and I’m told you have two daughters who play 

the viola and the ’cello respectively and I want to get some string 

quartettes going ... Oh, they are . . . both of ’em, eh? ’^'es, good 

girk, but that doesn t help me. Do you happen to know any other 

people who play the fiddle round here? All right, thanks very much 

. . . {To Webber) Gone to ask his wife. Both his daughters are 
Wrens. What were we saying? 

[ 391 ] 



THE PLAYS OF J. B. PRIESTLEY 




Webber: You were telling me that you are in this hfimsEre 

Reconstruction. Mr. Killigrew, which interests me mato a lot 
5ll me, what do you people propose to do? 


Killigrew: We don’t know yet. There are two schools of thoudtt. 

One school says “Go straight on. Make a peace effort just as we 
made a war effort.” The other school of thought, if you can call it 

bought (To telephone) Hello, yes? ... But how old? . . . 

Eighty ? . . . No use. I’m afraid . . . Yes, Fraser?— Comland TluBe 
Four? . . . What’s the other name? . . . Henniman . . . Not on the 
telephone ... I see . . . Well, thanks very much. Good-bye. 


and 


I’ll try that number later. The other fellow isn’t on the 

and they don’t think he’s played for years. But you never know. 
What were you asking me? 

Webber: This other school of thQught, as you called it — y’know, 
about Reconstruction. 


Killigrew: Oh — ^yes. Well, their bright idea is to put everything 
ick to where it was before the war. 


Webber: And can you do it? 

Killigrew: My dear sir — ^here are some eggs all scrambled in the 
pan — and here, on the side, are all the empty shells — and all they 
ask you to do is to unscramble the eggs and put ’em aU back neatly 
in their shells. And while they’re about it, they might as weD a^ 
us to put the eggs back into the hens. 

Webber: Say — Mr. Killigrew — ^you’re not my idea of a British 
Civil Servant. 


Killigrew: Why? Too short, too tall, too old, too young, too 
fat, too thin — ^what? 

Webber: Well, there you go. I expected you’d be kinda slow and 
pompous. But you think .and talk fast — ^more like a business man. 

KiLUGREW (horrified): Business man! Good heavens! (Ixtoks 
about him.) Where is everybody ? We must see about our rooms. 

Enter Hilda from kitchen with some things for the tabk — 
breads etc. Kilugrew sees her. 

Oh — good evening. I’m Mr. Killigrew. Billeted here. Where is 
everybody? What about our rooms? What happens? 

Hilda (sharp but not bad-tenured): What ’appens? Well, for one 
thing, I come out for the evening, after working ’aid ^ the wee^ 
an’ I find myself ’elping to get supper ready. Rest o’ the pay s 
upstairs putting yer beds up. (To Webber) I say, what are you? 

Webber (rather startled) : Me— well, what do you think I am? 
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Hilda: I can never teU by them things you wear wha 
cans are. I was out with one of yom boys one night 
’im to tell me, but ’e couldn’t keep *is mind on it. 

Webber (laughing): Well, our boys certainly take s^ 
when there’s a pretty girl around. 

Hilda (direct, not coquettish): Would you call me p 

Webber: Certainly would. And I’m a major— M: 
Surveying Department, U.S. War Department. 

Hilda: Oh— surveying. I thought you looked a bi( 
real soldier. 

To Killigrew, who is sniffing curiously at the sh 
What you sniflBng at that for? D’yer want some? 

KnuGRBw: What’s it supposed to be? 


Hilda: Sherry wine. 
Killigrew: Most peculiar. 
Hilda: Want some? 


Killigrew: No, thanks. 

Webber: I’ve got a bottle of Scotch in my bag, Mr. Killigrew, and 
I’ll be glad if you’ll join me in a drink when I get it out. 

KnuGRBw: Delighted. 

Hilda : Well, don’t finish it between yer ’cos we’re supposed to be 
’aving a bit of a party ’ere — to celebrate 

Kuxigrbw: What are you celebrating? 

Hilda : Lady Farfield — she lives ’ere, y ’know — an’ she works with 
us at factory, an’ she’s just been made a charge-’and. 

Webber (astounded) : A charge-hand ? 

Hilda: Yes, an’ not before time neither. Y’ought to ’ave seen 
some o’ the charge ’ands we’ve ’ad, specially down in the machine 
shop ! They didn’t know whether it was Christmas or T uesday, some 
of ’em didn’t. 


Webber (earnest and bewildered): I don’t get the hang of this at 
all. I thought Lady Farfield was a member of your old privileged 
classes 


Hilda: If yer’d seen ’er coming through ’ere ’alf an hour since, 
after she’d been cleanin’ her auto-bike, in ’er mucky old overall, yer’d 
’ave thought she was Black Jack from the boiler ’ouse. Supper’ll be 
on in a minute or two. Yer’d better get washed. 

She marches off into kitchen. 

^^bber (bewildered) : Mr. Killigrew^ all this is new to me, and will 
you do me a favour and put me wise to what’s going on around here 
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benilderment): Nothing special, k 
there . A httle party of some kind. Saturday niph t v*know Dnn** 

wo^*^ ^ noke— so I shoukfaiT 

Wraara (^ despair): No. you’ve got me wrong. But what about 
Bre^astT* ‘^*®2n the silveT-.and Hunt 

Kilugrew: Hunt Breakfast? Can’t have a Hunt BreaUast. ray 

dear chap. Be reasonable. Lucky to have any kind of breakfast. I 

^ven’t drawn a bacon ration for months. Always in the wrong place. 
Ah — ^here we are. 

He says this because he sees Lady Farfield comity to die 
bottom of the staircase. Lady Farfield is now properly dressed 
and looks a fine handsome woman. Behind them are Eilsn and 
Sam, Pauline and Kenton. 

Lady Farfield? 

Lady Farfield (smiling): Yes. I’m so sorry you’ve been kept 
waiting. 


Kilugrew: Not at all. Hope we’re not a nuisance, arr ivin g so 
unexpectedly. My name’s Killigrew. And this is Major Webber. 

Lady Farfield (shaking hands): How d’you do? 

Webber (who has not recovered yet): Very pleased to meet you. 
Lady Farfield, and I feel it’s a great privilege to stay in your lovety 
home. 


Lady Farfield : I’m afraid it’s not very lovely now, but it was once. 

Webber: And I’U bet you get quite a nostalgia for the good old 
days, don’t you? 

Lady Farfield: Very rarely. They were much more comfortable, 
of course, but they were often very dulL And whatever we are now, 
we’re certainly not dull. Now come along, everybody. Let me intro- 
duce you. Major Webber and Mr. Killigrew — ^Miss Hleen Stocks 
and Mr. Sam Cawthra, who work with me — and that’s Miss Pauline 
Chester, our Land GirL And Kenton you’ve met alieatty. Now let’s 
get all these things upstairs so that you’ll be in time for supper. 

Kilugrew and Webber take some of their thirds and Sam md 
Kenton take the rest. 


Eileen: What shall I do? 

Lady Farfield: Well, if you feel you must do something, wiD you 
go into the kitchen and help Lotta — ^I think Hilda’s there. Pauline 
can help me to finish laying the table. 

Eileen (preparing to go): I wish I knew how to cook. 
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Lady Farfield: You can learn how to cook. 

Eileen: I’d like to. It must be awful getting married if you don’t 
know how to cook. 

She goes into kitchen. Lady Farfield and Pauline Jinhh 
laying the table. 

Lady Farfield: Poor Eileen’s mind is rather running on marriage 
—because of Hilda’s brother, who hasn’t even seen her yet. 

Pauline {calm and clear): I think I shall marry somebody. 

Lady Farfield {amused): Do you mean — ^just anybody? 

Pauline: Oh no— that would be stupid, of course. In fact, I shall 
select the young man very carefully. 

Lady Farfield: Have you found him yet? 

Pauline: No, I’ve only just made up my mind about it. 

Lady Farfield: Well, I think it’s better to fall in love first. 

Pauline: I don’t see why you shouldn’t marry first, while you're 
still clear-headed and know what you’re doing, and then fail in love 
with the man afterwards. Do you mind if 1 ask you something? 

Lady Farfield: No, Pauline. 

Pauline: Well— I know you lost your husband— Sir Michael, 
wasn’t it? — since the war. But you never seem to talk about him. 
Were you very much in love with him? 

Lady Farfield: No. I was very fond of him, of course. We had 
a happy marriage on the whole. But he was older than 1 was— and 
— well, before that, there had been somebody else I was in love with 
— only we had a stupid quarrel— so I married Sir Michael. I’d better 
luck than I deserved, but it isn’t really a good idea— to marry one 
man just because you’re angry with another one. Don’t ever do it, 
Pauline. 

Pauline: I wouldn’t, you know. I think I’d marry the one I was 
angry with, and then take it out of him afterwards. 

Lady Farfield: You might not want to, then. 

Pauline: Then that would be all the better, because I don’t really 
believe in taking it out of people. I don’t believe in quarrelling \sith 
people I like either. 

Lady Farfield: Who does? But when you’re in a highly emo- 
tional state— and are very excited about somebody— it’s easy to 

quarrel. You wait, my dear. You won’t always be so cool, calm 
and collected. 

Pauline: I didn’t used to be, y’know, but when I decided to be 
a Land Girl and take to the good brown earth and the beasts and the 
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fowls and the vegetables, I also decided at the same tune to be caIn 
and qujet and firm 

Telephone rings. 

Lady Farfield: oh dear — now what is it this time? 

Pauline: If you don’t answer it, then it won’t matter what it is. 

Hilda comes in with a dish of some kind — e.g. salad or vegetables. 
Hilda: Telephone. 

Lady Farfield: We’re wondering whether to answer it. 

Pauline: And I say — don't. 

Hilda {shocked) : Oo — but you must answer the telephone, i 
you? If I’d one, I’d never dare not to answer it. 

Lady Farfield {as she goes)'. I rather agree with you, Hilda. It 
simply demands to be answered. {At telephone) Yes . . . ^leaking 
. . . Who? . . . Oh, is she? . . . Any minute, eh? AH right, thank you. 

Puts down telephone and holes at both girls. 

What a nuisance! “Commodore Pentworthy is on her way, apolo- 
gises for having been detained, but will now be here at any minute.” 
I’d clean forgotten she was coming for supper to-night. Oh dear — 
oh dear! 

Pauline: Is that the terrible woman in uniform who came here 
once before, the one I had the stinking row with? 

Lady Farfield: That’s the one. And to-night, Pauline, there 
mustn’t be a stinking row. 

Hilda: I never ’eard of a woman Commodore before. 

Lady Farfield: Phyllis Pentworthy is my husband’s cousin, and 
years ago she organised a mysterious little gang called the British 
Ladies Auxiliary Defence Squadron — otherwise the Blads. 

Hilda: What do they do? 

Lady Farfield: I’ve never been able to find out, except I know 
that they wear uniform and salute each other — ^but they’re so old- 
established and grand and exclusive that they’ve never been merged 

into the Waaf or the Wrens. 

Pauline: If you ask me, they’re just barmy. 

Lady Farfield : They occupy a dreary old mansion c^ed Blindly 
well Priory, about twenty miles from here. And Phyllis PentwOTthy 
is their chief officer, and calls herself Commodore— though nobody 

knows why. 

Pauline: She’s a frightful reactionary. 

Lady Farfield: Not really. She’s just idiotic. :^t whatevCT she 
is she’s on her way here— and we’U have to make the best of her. 
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Paulinb: I ought to warn you — that somebody told me her gang 
wer« being turned out of Brindlewell Priory, and she’s probably 
plotting to billet the lot of them here 

Lady Farfield {alarmed): Oh — no! Don’t say that. She hinted 
at it the other day at the telephone, and 1 told her this house w-as 
most unsuitable. I laid it on thick. 

Hilda {as she goes towards kitchen): Then this time we 11 ave to 
lay it on still thicker. 

Pauunb: You can’t tell that Commodore female anything. She’s 
just a woman Blimp in soUd ivory. 

Lady Farfield {surveying the table): Well, we’re not going to 
wait for her. 

Pauunb: We ought to open this wine somehow. 

Lady Farfield: Kenton’U do it. He’ll love opening it. The poor 
old thing doesn’t get much of a chance these days to show what he 
can do. Now then — I wonder if Lotta is ready. {She goes dohn nearer 
kitchen, calling^ Lotta! Lotta! 

Hilda returns, leaving the door open behind her, and bringing 
in more things. 

Hilda: She’s ready now. She’s just dishing up the stew. 

Lady Farfield: And I’ll bet there’s eveiything in that stew but 
the kitchen stove. 

Hilda: No, there’s some of the kitchen stove in it too. She’s been 
telling me about their opera company in Vienna. Some real daft 
goings on. When I tell me mother an’ our ’Erbert, they won’t believe 
a word I say. 

Enter Lotta, triumphantly carrying a large dish of stew. 

Lotta: Now we are ready. It is a new kind of stew— with bits of 
yesterday’s rabbit and the American Pork Luncheon meat— and 
beetroot and cabbage 

Lady Farfield: It smells nice, Lotta. 

Lotta: Yes, somehow it smells better than it tastes. 

Hilda: That’s the beans. Yer’ve ’ad ’em near moth balls. 

Kenton enters from kitchen carrying a large gong and stick, 
followed by Eileen. 

Pauline: Kenton’s going to have a lovely time now. You can go 
upstairs with it to-night, Kenton. 

Lady Farfield. And aAer that, please draw the curtains every- 
where, will you, Kenton? 

^^®nton. Yes, me lady. Can I sound the gong now, me lady? 

Lady Farfield: Yes, we’re ready. 
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Kenton, with great pony>, begins sounding the gong, and goes 
upstairs with it. 

Hilda (shouting above gong): Proper warnin’ I call it. 

Lady Farfield: You can begin serving, Lotta. And we’d bettw 
^it up here. Will you and Hilda do the curtains, Pauline? 

She switches on the lights while Pauline and Hilda A'ow the 
curtains at back. Eileen and Lotta are dishing out the food. 
There is now the sound of a car outside. 

Hilda (calling from curtains) : There’s a car. 

Lady Farfield : That’ll be the Commodore. 

Eileen: Who’s that? 



Pauline (grimly): You’ll see. 

Sound of front door bell. 

ril go. 

She does and ushers in Commodore Phyllis Pbntworthy, who 
is a determined-looking, square, middle-aged woman, dressed in a 
very imposing uniform suggesting a general in some exotic revolu- 
tionary war. She has a gruff staccato voice and a curt, military, 
aggressive manner. 

Commodore Pbntworthy (striding in): Hello, Frances! Sorry if 
I’m late. 


Lady Farfield: No, that’s all right. 

Commodore Pentworthy : Lucky to get here at all really. Having 
to move headquarters. Not sure yet where we’re going. Had to leave 
this telephone number with my A.D.C., though the girl’s a perfect 
fool. T hink I know some of these people, don’t I? 

Pauunb (pointedly): You’ve met me before. 

Commodore Pentworthy: Have I? 

Lady Farfield : And you know Lotta. And this is Eileen Stocks 
and this is Hilda Packet, who work with me. 

Commodore Pentworthy: How d’you do? 

Lady Farfield : Have a drink, won’t you, Phyllis ? 

CoiifMODORE Pentworthy : Thanks. Don’t mind a short drink. 

Sam has now arrived downstairs. 

Lady Farfield : This is Mr. Cawthra, our foreman— Commodore 
Pentworthy. 

Commodore Pentworthy: How d’you do? 

Sam (looking her over): Just middlin’. Commodore, eh? New to 
me. What’s— er— what’s yer regiment— like? ^ ^ 

Commodore Pentworthy (curtly): I’m Commodore of the Blads. 
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Lady Farfield, who has been pouring out sherry^ hands glass 
to Commodore. 

Sam (surprised): Lads. What lads? D’yer mean— like Boys 
Brigades ? 

Commodore Pentworthy: Certainly not. Blads. Stands for 
British Ladies’ Auxiliary Defence Squadron. Oldest of the women’s 

defence services. 

Sam: Is that so? What d’yer do? 

Commodore Pentworthy: Well, we’re really just headquarters 
now. Plenty of difficult administrative work to do, of course. Not 
a bad sherry this, Frances. 

Lady Farfield: So glad. Have some more? 

Commodore Pentworthy: Just a spot. 

Sam: That officer and the Civil Servant’s just coming down. 

Commodore Pentworthy: What officer’s this you’re talking 
about ? 

Lady Farfield: One of our two new billetees — arrived to-night. 
American. 

Commodore Pentworthy (dismissing the whole U.S.A.): Oh — 
American. 

Sam (with mock anxiety ) : They’re all right, aren’t they — Americans ? 

Commodore Pentworthy: All right in their place. I say, Frances, 
how many rooms have you got here? Must have scores — surely. 

Lady Farfield: Yes, Phyllis, but they’re hopeless. Haven’t been 
used for years. Can't be used for years, most of them. 

Commodore Pentworthy: Possibly not, by civilian standards. 
But my girls are used to roughing it. 

Lady Farfield (alarmed): Now, now, Phyllis, you couldn’t 
possibly move your gang in here— simply don’t think of it. 

Pauline (loudly): One whole wing has been damaged by incen- 
diaries. 

Lady Farfield: Oh yes— no good at all. 

Commodore Pbntworihy: Like to see for myself. Mind if I look 
round afterwards? 

Lady Farfield: Yes I do. You simply couldn’t dream of moving 
in here— ah, at last ! 

Webber and Killigrew, who have tidied up and had a drink. 

followed by Kenton, now arrive. Webber is carrying an open 
bottle of whisky. 

Webber: I apologise if we’re late. 
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Farfield: No, you’re just in time. Phyllis, tin is Mor 
Webber 

Webber; Pleased to meet you. 

L.\dy Farfielx): Mr. Killigrew. Commodore PUntiKHtliy. 
Kilugrew: How d’you do? 

J-ADY Farfield: Shall we all sit down? Sutler’s <viM 

Will you sit at the head of the table, Sam? Mr. Killigrew, Commo- 
dore, and Major Webber next. 

Webmr: Say that’s quite a uniform. Kind of Waaf, I 

COMMOEMRE PE^f^woRTHY: Then you guess wrong. British Ladies’ 
Defence Squadron . . . much oldCT than the Waaf— or the Wrens. 
Much higher standard too. 

Palxinb: Higher standard of what? 

They take their places at the table. 

Lady Farfield: Hilda, will yoii serve the salad? Pauline, pass 
the bread. Oh — Kenton — ^would yon like to opoi that hnttin of 
wine? 

Kenton: Certainly, me lady. 

Kenton takes it and opens it in tfu background. 

Webber (hospitabfyy. Here’s some good Scotch, if anybody piefers 
it. How about you — er — Commodore? 

Commodore Pentwcmitry: Glass of wine for nm, thank you. 

Webber: Lady Farfield? 

Lady Farfield : No, thank yoiL But I’m sure Mr. Killigrew would 
like some. 

Killigrew: I’ve had one taste of it already, but I won’t say No 
to another. Any of your girls play the fiddle. Commodore? 

CcttOKXXHtE Pentworthy: Not to my knovdedge. Don’t ctcout- 
age that sort of thing. Physical jerks. Saluting dtifl. Grt ’em out 

in the open and keep ’em busy. 

Paltjne: Busy at what? 

Lady Farfield: I hope nobody minds this stew. It seems to me 
— rather — mixed. 

Lotta {almost tearfidty): It is terrible. One of my worst. 
Pauunb: The tinned herring fishcakes were the worsL Sometimes 
during the ni^ I can still taste them. 

Lotta: Darling, they were simidy a bad itfea. Are you a musician, 

Mr. Killigrew? _ . .. 

Killigrew: Ptay the fiddle, when I have a chance to. Quartettes 

mostly. 
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LoTTA {gaily): That is wonderful. After supper, 1 could sing the 
waltz from Fledermaus, and you could improvise an obbLgato on 

your violin. 

Killigrew: Don’t like that sort of stuff, I’m afraid. 

Lotta (disappointed): Oh! 

Pauline: But even if you don’t like it, perhaps the rest of us do, 
and surely you wouldn’t object to doing one small thing to please the 

rest of the party. 

KiLUGREW (who can take it): Telling me now I’m a selfish old 
highbrow, are you? 

Lady Farfield (hastily): Oh no, I'm sure she wasn’t. 

KnxiGREw: Yes, she was. And she’s right— I am. But remember, 
madam, I don’t get much time to myself. Been working twelve— 
sometimes fourteen — hours a day for the last four years — and no 
extra pay, remember — no overtime — no nice canteens and extra 
rations — blitz, black-out, everything. However, as this is a party, I’ll 
play anything you want me to. TTiere ! 

Webber (solemnly): Mr. Killigrew, I think that’s a pretty swell 
attitood. 

Commodore Pbntworthy (loud, challenging): Most of these war 
factory workers have been so well off they’ll be sorry when the 
war’s over. 

Sam: That’s nobbut true of a few. Rest ’as got ’usbands or sweet- 
hearts away, and they're as anxious as you for t’war to be ower — 
’appen a bit more anxious. 

Lady Farfield: And it’s not true they’ve been so well off. Getting 
up in the dark, perhaps travelling miles — then working all day in a 
machine shop — then getting back home in the dark, too tired to do 
anything— month after month, year after year— away from your 
husband, perhaps away from your children — doing hard monotonous 
work — often living with people who don’t want you there — 1 don’t 
think that’s being well off. 

Hilda; If it is, then they’re not doin’ so bad in Dartmoor. 

CoMMODop Pentworthy: Yes. But most of them arc not in the 
least patriotic. I know that for a fact. 

Sam: ’Appen not what you’d call patriotic— flag-wavin -King- 
and-country stuff— upper-class fancy work. But for all that, they’ve 
always wanted this country to come through. After Dunkirk, I saw 
em work till they dropped at their benches 

Webber: That’s what they told us on the other side. .And it sure 
is a great story- yes ji>— a great story. That— and the Battle of 
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Britain— and the bombing of London. We had it over the 
every night. 

K.ILLIGREW. I d just as soon have a blitz as the radio every ni j gh t. 

And I’ve had my share of air raids. Without wishing to bo^t, I 

must point out that I’m probably the only man in history who was 

ever blown clean out of his chair while practising the second violin 

part of the first movement of Beethoven’s A-minor quartette. Opus 
One hundred and thirty-two. 

Lotta {suddenly pointing at Killigrbw and giving a scream of 
laughter)'. Of course — ^I see now — ^you are really a comical tnan — 
a droll. 

Kilugrew: Good heavens! 

Kenton has gone round serving those who wanted it, and are 
not taking whisky or beer, with wine. There has also been some 
changing of plates, etc., with perhaps Lotta and Pauunb or 
Hilda leaving the table. 

Commodore Pentworthy: You been over here long. Major 
Webber? 

Webber: No, I haven’t. Only landed a few days ago. 

Commodore Pbntworthy : Indeed ! What d’you think of it here? 

Webber : Oh — you seem to me to have done a swell job, though 
of course 1 haven’t quite got the hang of things around here. One 
min ute I imagin e you British are going on in the same old way, and 
then the next minute — why — I begin to think you’re having a kind 
of revolution. 

Commodore Pbntworthy {shocked): Revolution! Certainly not. 
Simply tryin’ to do our best for the national cause. Got into imiform 
— obeyin’ orders — and so on. Nothing to do with revolution. No 
sign of one, eh, Mr. Killagrew? 

Killigrew: Words, words, words ! Depends upon what you mean 
by revolution. Suggest we drop the subject. 

Webber: Have you ever been to America, Commodore? 

Commodore Pbntworthy: Yes, once. Didn’t take to it. 

Webber: That’s too bad. Why didn’t you? 

Commodore Pbntworthy: I object to taxi drivers calling me 

“Sister” 

Webber : Aw— well— they don’t mean anything by it- 

Commodore Pbntworthy: I didn’t imagine they did mean any- 
thing by it. But I didn’t like it. Then again, the hotels and houses 
were too hot, the waiters inefficient, and there were no egg cups, no 
toast racks, and my shoes were never cleaned. 
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Webber (polite but annoyed): bay— listen 

Lady F.arfieli) (cutting in): Now Major \Sebber, nlu iimpl> 
mustn’t mind what Mrs.— I mean Commodore Pentworth> sa>s. 
And, Phyllis, we can’t have you talking like that. Remember, this 

is a special little party 

Hilda; Yes, an’ Sam wnnts to say something. Go on, >er pro- 
mised. 

Sam (rising slowly): Well — er — friends — when I thought there was 
just goin’ to be a few of us from t'factory. I'd agreed to say a few 
words— proposin’ a 'ealth really— to celebrate t’occasion. 't er see, 
we’re 'ere to-night to celebrate t’promotion o’ Lady Farfield. She's 
just bin made a charge-’and— see? Nah that mightn’t sound so much 
to some of yer, but we think she’s done very well— an’ I’ll tell y er 
for why. An’ mind yer, I speak as an old ’and, havin’ bin in t’industry 
a good long time. But Lady Farfield, she wor new to it, o course. 
It wor as strange to ’er as imirting a pair o’ socks ’ud be to me— in 
fact, worse, ’cos I could at least try me ’and at that in private at ’ome. 
Well, she started down in t’machine shop, same a^ t’others — a>, an' 
’ad plenty o’ mucky little jobs an’ all, 'cos there's one or two ot ’em 
down there as I know that ’ud go out o’ their way to give somebodv 
like ’er muckiest job, d’yer see? 

Eileen (with unexpected vehemence): Yes, they w ould too. StinJcer- ! 

Commodore Pentworthy (with a look): What did you say? 

Pauline (loud and clear): She said “Stinkers”. And quite right 
too. 

Sam (with good-natured reproach): Now oo’s talkin’ — me or you 
lot? Any’ow, point is — Lady Farfield worked ’er way up to .\ssembl> . 
which is best shop we ’ave, an’ now she’s a charge-’and. .\n’ 1 say we 
ought to drink ’er ’ealth. Nah — then 

He raises his glass and the others, except L ady Farfield, 'iie 
and raise their glasses — murmuring the usual phrases. they 
resume their seats, there is much applause, especially from the 
younger ones. Lotta suddenly bursts into noisy sobs. 

Lotta (through her sobs): I am so sorry — but this reminds me >o 
much — of — of — the old days — oh 

She runs to the kitchen, still sobbing. 

Pauline: I never knew such a one for being reminded. 

Lady Farpield: Poor Lotta! 

Sam: ’Ere, we want a speech from you. 

Cries of Yes, go on"— ^Speech'.", etc. 

Lady Farfield (rising): Oh— well— thank you vers much, Sam 
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and all of yoo. I’m really veiy proud — and gy a^ ^4 •l■ l i 
liked it at the Cactory 

Hili>a: I should think not! 



Lady Fajifield: All the pet^iie there aren’t liire you 
luck — but though I only went at first because 1 was 
something useful to do, I’m ^ad now that 1 did. Fse 
— and made friends — that I couldn’t hare known before, 
stand a lot of things — impOTtant tbrngs — that I didn’t b^ia 





1 

to 






stand before. I can face the future {nx^periy and in the 
1 feel that — in my own very humble way — now 1 can h^p — and 
hinder — the new England most of us want. That’s alL 



Some applause as die sUs down. 

Killigkew: a most admirable Iktle speech, if yoo’B aBow 
y so. Lady Faifield. 

Swell! Fd like to s^d a copy of it to Nfas. Wdibec. 

Lady Farfield: But I haven’t a cof^ of it, I only said the 
thing that came into my head. 


to 



line* 


say, Frances, that I don't 


•T*H 



CmoiODORE Pextwdrthy; And I 
agree with yoo. 

Lady Fahiteld: About what? 

Pentworthy: Woman in your position coi^ hare 
found som^hing more important and us^hl to do than goiog to a 
factory. You rraoember, I suggested your joining the ^ds. 

Lady Farfield: No, Phyllis, I don’t belicre I could hare done 

any thing more useful 

CenoiODORE Pextwxwthy: Nonsense! Woman anth yom badc- 

ground! When any half-witted girl can look after those madnnes 

Hoda ; ’Ere, ’alf a minute with yer ’alf-witted girls. 

I^’ebker: WeD, Fre seen s omethmg erf" mass pr 

and I can see what the Commodore’s getting at. You 

Sam (eutting «): Now ’old on a mumte. Nobody’s goin’ to t^ 
roe she’d ha’ bin more us^ul swaggerin’ round in a udiRhbi, playm 

at female soldiers 

Commodme PENrwMiiHY {dumderingy. Who’s tolkmg about phgr- 

in’ at female soWieis? 

SASS (who canU be intmudated). \ ^ 

for this war wor pro*>ction—i)lan^ tanks, ^ntsaa^ 

folk to look after the m a chines . 
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ACT I 

Wbbber: Yeah— but eveiybody can’t be 

Hni>A (cuttmg in): No, Sam’s right. 

Pauline (guickJy): And even if he isn’t, she s wrong. 

Lady Farfield (hastily): Now, Pauline, be quiet. 

KiLUGREw: But though you may need production first, man- 
power must be used properly, and a woman who 

rnuu nnoBE Pentworthy (cutting w, loudly) : I say, a woman with 
your social background and experience could have employed herself 
to better advantage. Otherwise what’s the use of a good social back- 
ground and experience? 

Pauline (loud and rude): Well, what is the use of it? 

Hilda ; Girls I know in the Ats and Waaf spend half their time 
sitting about 

Kilugrew; That’s not the point, young woman. Kindly stick to 
the point. 

Webber: Quite so. Question of use of man-power. You don’t 
want a square peg in a round hole. 

Commodore Pentworthy: Exactly. Why a square peg in a 
round hole? 

Pauline: Why pegs in holes at all anyhow? 

Commodore Pentworthy (cntshingly): We’re try ing to be serious, 
if you don’t mind. 

Sam (cutting in) : Well, just get back to my p>oint 

Webber (cutting in): No, you made your point 

Lady Farheld (cutting in): Look here, this doesn’t really 
matter 

Kilugrew (cutting in): No, but if we’re going to argue, we might 
as well argue properly. Now I contend 

Commodore I^ntworthy: If you’ll kindly not interrupt for one 
moment 

Eileen (topping them all): Oh— please be quiet? 

Commodore Pentworthy (outraged) : I beg your pardon ! 

Eileen (bravely'): Oh — I didn’t mean you specially. I meant every- 
body. We’re all beginning to make silly quarrelling noises, that’s all, 
and it simply isn’t worth it. 

CbMMODORE Pentworthy (to crush her): Indeed? 

E ileen (not crudted): Yes — ^indeed. 

The telephone rings, Kenton emerges from the background. 

Kenton: Shall I answer the instrument, me lady? 
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of ’ers are — all dressed up to look like somebody shoutin’ outside 
a picture theatre. {Imitating commissionaire) “Standin* Only In the 
One an’ Threes. Seats at ’Alf a Crown”. That’s what she oughta be 
doin’ — wi’ that uniform on. 

Fn PFv {basfrfully sentimental): 1 wonder what your Herbert’s doin’ 
to-night, Hilda? 

Hilda: Writin’ a letter to you, I should think. ’E’ll ha’ got to 
page twTnty by now. An’ my mother could never get ten words out 
of ’im. Even that time ’e won four-pound-five at dogs, 'e wouldn’t 
tell it to her properly. 

EcLffiN: He’s told me all about that night. 

Hilda: I’ll bet ’e ’as. 

Eileen: I wish I’d sent the other photo to him now^y’know, the 
one half sidewas's. It’s a lot nicer. 

Hilda: Yes, but the other one’s more like vou. 

Eileen: Now don’t say, that, Hilda. 1 get so worried about it, 
wondering what he’ll think when he does sec me. 

Hilda: Don’t you bother about ’Erben. I know ’im. He’ll ’ave 
to think you’re wonderful now that ’c’s used all that paper an’ pencil 
on you. ’E never did like wasting anjthing. 

Eileen {indignantly): He’s not mean. 

Hilda: I never said ’e was, though I can’t say ’e ever gave ’is httle 

sister much. But what I want to know now is— what these Air Force 
chaps’ll be like. 

Edleen: I don’t care about them. 

Hilda: No, you don’t ’cos you’ve got our ’Erben. But 1 could 

do with a bit of Air Force attention for a change. Will thev be our 

sort, like them sergeants who come round the factory that time? Or 

will they be like them oflicers who came round that other time- that 

very ’igh-class bunch, you remember? {Imitates them) Thev ’alf- 

closed their eyes an’ stroked their fancy moustaches an’ went round 

sayin ’’Wizarf— absolutely wizard!” But when they thought we 

co^^’t ’ear ’em, they were mutterin’ to each other, '“Black show, 
old boy.” 

They go into the kitchen, leaving door ajar, and through it we 
cm hear Lotta singing, laughter. Sound of car arming. 

Ring at bell. Kestos comes out slonly and answers it, admitting 
two officers. The first, Grolt-Captain Edward Camycjn. 
D.Jj.O., IS a well-set up man about the same age us Lcdy Far 

7^ other. Squadron-Leader Tony Acton, D 1 C 

high-spin ted younger mm who nears one of the fancy mouu aches 
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Both men are very sun-btamed as if newly come from 
They have bags with them. 

Camyon : I think you’ve had a message about us from the R.AJF. 
Experimental Station. 

Kenton: Yes, sir, we ’ad a message and ’er ladyship’s ea qi nn t i ng 
vou eentlemen. I’ll inform ’er of vour arrival. We ’avc — er — vatiom 


to-night 


Tony: Yes, sounds quite like a party. 

Kenton: Yes, sir. Oh — we ’ave very big parties ’ere at the HaO 
at times, sir. ^nds playin’, dancin’, singing’. Sometimes Pll ’ave 
as many as a dozen extra waiters in, as well as our own tea indoor 
staff. Yes, sir. Very big parties. I’ll inform ’er ladyship. 

Kenton goes tqfstrars. There is a louder burst of musict sang, 
laughter from kitchen, at this moment. After taking this in, 
Camyon turns indignantly to Tony. 

Camyon (angrilyy. What did I tell you? 

Tony: Yes, sir, black show! How’s the head now, sir? 

Camyon: Not so good. Well, you see what it’s like at home. You 
saw last ni^t in town, at the filthy little night club you insisted on 

our going to 

Tony: I took a poor view of that, as you know, sir. 

Camyon- All right. That’s bad enough. But wc come do wn he re 
—and what’s happening? This Lady Whatsit has notog bc^ ^ 

do than throw a party. You can hear ’em. Ustm to ^ . 

old fool of a butler says they’re always throwmg parties. Bands. 

Dozen extra vraiters. Ten indoor staff. By thun der, 
my blood boO. There weren’t any bands and ^ ^ 

SeyTre at hoL, longing to get back-and some of these people here 

themselves when they ve eamea K. dui sense, no decency. 

These women have no ima^pon, no se^ no oe^ 





disgrace. wvjLxxwaA w Thev don t cvoi 

ThS don’t realise what’s happening m I eome 


idiocy ! 


doesn’t look too good. T^e a p^r 


my^ff:-: But from what I’ve heard, I think 


(ustbeexcq 




\bL 


ACTI HOW ARE THEY AT HOME ? 

CaMYON; Doubt it, Acton. But exceptional or not, it's damned 
disgracefiiL I’ve half a mind to tell this fool of a woman here— 
ligr name — Lady Fairfield — Farfield — cr whatever she calls 
herself— just what I think about her and then walk straight out ot 
her house. 

To.ny; Sei^’e her right, sir. But where do we walk to? 

Camyon {irritably): What does that matter? 

Tony: Well, sir, isn’t a bed for miles, they said at the station. 

Camyon {angrily): Filled up with dance bands and waiters and 
lounge lizards, I suppose. Well, I suppose we can put up with the 
idiotic antics of these people for one night, but I don't propose 

Tony {hastily^: Somebody coining, sir. 

Lady Fartield, Mith Pauliny behind her, now comes do'-^n 
the stairs. 

Lady Fartieid {advancing): Good evening. I'm sorT> to have kept 
you waiting, but I wns just {Then she recognises him.) Edward! 

Camyon {staggered): Frances! Are you Lad) Farfield? 

Lady Farfiei.d: Yes. Didn’t vou know? 

Camyon {bitterly): No, but 1 might have knovsn, I ought to have 
guessed. 

Lady Farfield {annoyed by his tone) : What on earth do j cu mean ? 

Camyon {loudly and angrily): I might have known, after being 
overseas for years, and coming back home to a place like this where 
people can still give parties every' m'ght, and fling money away, and 
keep rows of servants waiting on them, and generally behaving like 
callous idiots, that somebody like you would be mLxed up in it 

Lady Farfield {cutting in, furious): Just a minute! 1 don't know 

what you’re talking about, and I don’t believe you do either, Edward 

Camyon. But of all the pompous, pig-headed, insufferable — w hv , for 
years I’ve waited for this. 

Camyon {aggressively): For what? 

Lady Farfield {advancing on him) : This ! 

She gives him a loud slap on the face. Then stands glaring at 
him. He stands amazed. PaLYINY gives a little gurgle of de fight. 

Tony (in a kind of loud dazed murmur): Black show, chaps ' Black 
show! 

Loita and the music from the kitchen s^vell up magnijicenth 
cs they stand there and the cwtain falls. 


End of Act Ony 
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At rise, Lott a is discovered arranging drinks — Major Wbbbbr’s 
whisky, beer, a jug of lemonade, and a jug of sinister reddish liquid 
— and glasses either on the centre table or the small serving table. 
Major Webber is good-naturedly giving her a hand and can be 
handing over some drink or glasses when we discover them. Dance 
music heard off. 

Lotta; Thank you. Major Webber. But please go on with your 
story. It is so interesting to me — ^this American business life. 

Webber: Well, so I said to them, “Gentlemen, I want you to bear 
in min d that we have right here one of the biggest canning plants 
east of Chicago, and also that we’re turning out more windshield 
wipers and other automobile accessories than any other city in the 
state, and that 

Lotta [who is really bored by this stuff)'. Yes, it must be a wonder- 
ful life. So rich, so exciting, so — strong! 

Webber: Well, yes, certainly is — in a way 

Lotta: But for a woman — no. No, no, no, no. (^Smiling at him. 
And after all I am a woman. 

Webber: Sure thing! Well, then I said to them, ‘ Another point 
I’d like you gentlemen to bear in mind,’’ I smd, “and I’m not going 
to try teach you anything about business conditions in t w 

a real-estate man and I’m here in my own home town 

Lotta: One min ute, please. You ’ave not heard me sing properly 
yet, of course, but you have heard me a little. You like my smging? 

Webber: Swell. So I said, “Now gentlemen 
Lotta {cutting in) : This dress— it is nothing, of course— just for 
the kitchen. But aU the same, it is rather pretty, eh? 

Webber: Swell. So I said. “And don’t forget another tfan& 
centlemen This town is producing right now a bigger md bettCT 
Lsoltment of patent steel fasteners than any place between Pittsburgh 

and Kansas City ■” 

wll" Z. ~ doing Ju. .ha. .hing. Wo were p.o- 

No. I understand. 

But I am so glad you had so many steel fasteners . 
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Hilda looks in through doorway to drawing-room. 

Hilda: Hey, Major Webber, I thought you wanted to do some 
dancing. 

Webber: I’m raring to go. 

Hilda: Well, come on then. 

She withdraws. Webber turns to Lotta. 

Webber: You coming along? 

Lotta: No, thank you. Not just now. 

Webber: See you later then. Pardon me! 

He goes through door to drawing-room. Lotta gives a last 
look round at her drink arrangements, then sits down and sighs, 
obviously bored and rather melancholy. After a moment or two, 
Sam comes down the stairs, comfortably smoking his pipe. 

Lotta: Mr. Cawthra — this party of ours — where is it? What has 
happened to it? 

Sam: WeU, yer might say it finished afore it got properly started. 
Though Ah’m not grumbling. Ah’m feeling ah right. 

Lotta: Well, I am not feeling all right. I feel— very disappointed 
— rather sad. What about the two Air Force officers? 

Sam: Well, after that Group-Captain got ’is face slapped, 'e stamps 
up to ’is room an’ says ’e’s stoppin’ there. Won’t ’ave nowt to do 
wi’ this carry-on at all. An’ ’e gave that young Squadron-Leader 
orders to stop in ’is room too, an’ ’ave nowt to do wi’ us. So we've 
lost t’Air Force. 

Lotta: But why does not Lady Farfield come and settle every- 
thing and make everybody happy? 

Sam: ’Cos as soon as she’d slapped ’er old friend’s face, she run 
straight up to ’er room an’ locked ’erself in to ’ave a good cry. 

Lotta {thoughtfully)-. So! They knew one another before the war. 
And now, when they meet again, she slaps his face and goes to her 
room to cry. Then I think she must still love him at least a bttle. 

Sam {dryly): I suppose if she’d knocked ’im silly an’ then screamed 
the place down, she’d ’ave loved ’im a lot, eh ? 

Lotta {seriously): Yes, of course. 

S.\M: The gentle sex! 

Lotta {tenderly reminiscent): I remember one of my lovers-oh I 

adored that man— he was our leading baritone— and every' time I saw 

^ I wanted to take him and beat him and puU his hair out bv the 

handful. Sometimes I did too-and then he would twist mv arms 

mtil I screamed. {Dreamily) It was wonderful— love in Spring m 
Vienna— w'onderful ! ^ 
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Sam: .All right so long as yer wot i’ good training for k, Wdl, 
that's all I can tell yer about this party, except that that feanaW» 
General- Admiral is still ui>stairs making a list o’ t’rooms. 

Lotta ; I do not care about that \roman. She is all wrong. 

Sam: Ay, though if she ever retires on a pension, she mi^it mak * 
a good time-keeper. 

Lotta (igrtoring this, with decision) : But then all of us are all wrong. 
Look at me! 

Sam: I see novit wrong wi’ you. 

Lotta: Yes, yes, everything is wrong. These clothes! When I 
s till have some beautiful dresses. All these girls. They too should 
be w’earing beautiful feminine things — romantic, seductive, 0amoT- 
ous — ^and then these men would not behave so badly — ^you wtould see. 

Sam: I don’t know that the men ’ave been behavin’ badly. Unless 
you're goin’ to blame that Group-Captain for puttin’ his face in the 
way of Lady Farfield’s ’and. 

Enter Hilda and Fn ffn through door right, looking rather 
bored. Dance music has stopped now. 

Hilda : Well, I must say it’s turning out a dam’ dull party. I’ve 
alreadv had enough of dancing with that American ofiScer. Yer go 
bouncing round on 'is tunic as if he’d just given ’imself another medaL 

WTiat is there to drink? 

Lotta : Anything here. But (she indicates a dark red liqiM 

in a glass jug) I would not touch that stuff. There vrexc two bottks 
from the chemist— and the labels came off— and I think I have used 

the wrong one. 

Eileen (smelling it) : Smells to me like liniment. 

Lotta : If that is the liniment, then Kenton has been rubbing his 

back with black-currant juice. 

Hilda- We'D give Commodore Pentworthy a nice st^ 9 a«ra 
o' ^ Thatl southing to look forward to, but we could do with 

a few more ideas. .. . _ 

Lotta (impressively^ : I have a nice idea. But I must talk first 

Ladv' Farfield- . * j - 

Enter KiLLIGREwr and PaULINB from down nght, ^ ” 

KOXIGREW {obviously concluding an account of his troubles)'. So 
ask vou, what is a man to do? 

O for rhoori.* pacp.^ L 
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would have to be referred to the Ministry of Home Security and the 
War Office. 

Pauline: Well then, choose fifty of the w ^)rst ^^1 t^te ^ j 

and send them up to the coldest moors to make roads. 

Kuxigrew: Then you’d have to come to some arrangement with 
the Ministry of Works or Planning. Or one of the local authorities 
—and you know what they are. But you're a very fierce young 
woman, aren’t you ? 

Pauline: Yes. And it’s time somebody was fierce. 

Kilugrew: You’ll feel better when you’ve a husband and a baby 
or two, y’know. 

Pauline: When I have a baby or two. I'll be fiercer still. 

Enter Lady Farfield, who looks rather pale and miserable. 
She comes do^vn rather cautiously, obviously ready to retreat ij 
Camyon is about. When she sees he is not, she comes in, watched 
by the others. 

Lady Farfield {almost whispering): Is he — still — up in his room? 
Sam: Yes, for all Ah know'. 

Lady Farfield: I was a fool to lose my temper like that. .And 
after all this time! Poor Edward! He looked rather sweet too. 

Sam: Well, ’e’s stayin’ in ’is room— an’ I could ’ear ’im tellin’ that 
Squadron-Leader that 'e'd better stay in 'is room too. 

Pauline {angrily): Then I think he’s a mean pig. That Squadron- 
Leader looked heavenly. And unless he’s completely riveted to some- 
body else, I’d made up my mind to take possession of him. 

Sam: Yer’II ’ave to look sharp. I ’eard Group-Captain shoutin’ 
that they’d leave first thing in t’momin’ 

Lady Famield {annoyed): Then I’m not a bit sorry for him. 

Jumping to idiotic conclusions and then refusing to budge. I’d like 
to make him look really silly 

Lotta {ctdling her a^vay from others): Frances! 

Lady Farfield {going to her): What is it, Lotta? 

Lotta {confidentially): I t hink this is the man you told me about 
once — your first love — eh? ’ 

Lady Farfield {same tone): Yes, it is. 

Lotta: You were in love — but you quarrelled, eh? 

Lady Farfield: Yes. And look at him! He’s just as hasty and 
obstmate as ever. Worse, in fact. 

Lotta: But I think you are still in love with him— a little— eh? 
Lady Farfield {hastily): Certainly not. 
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Lott a; But you ran away — and cried 

Lady Farfield; I was upset — naturally — besides, one can't help 
remembering. But now I’m absolutely furious with him. I’d like— 
to make him look completely idiotic. (Ifesiiaies, as if reflectinf(, and 
looks now at the others speculatively.) There ought to be something 
we could do. What’s happening down here? 

Sam: Nowt. 

Hilda: We’re bored, and Lotta’s going on about dresses an’ 
glamour and stuff. 


Lotta {impressively) : I say it is all our fault. The men do not care 
— they are sulky — they are stupid — there is no nice party— why? 
Because we are not truly feminine any more. They come from a war 
— for years they see nothing but men, men, men, guns, machines, 
more men, men, men — and what do they sec here? We arc not 
mysterious. We are not romantic. We are not glamorous any more. 
We are {with a big, contemptuous gesture, indicating Pauline) 

— hke that. 

Pauline {loudly): All right, but just you try being a romantic and 
glamorous Land Girl and see where it gets you. 

Lotta: I understand that perfectly, my dear Pauline, but you need 
not be a Land Girl to-night. 

Pauline: I don’t want to be, not with that heavenly Stjuadron- 

Leader about. But what can we do? 

Lotta {impressively): Frances, I appeal to you. 

Lady Farfield: What do you want me to do? 

Lotta: You still have some beautiful things. So have I a few 
old costumes I saved. Let us go and make ourselves mysterious and 
beautiful. Even if none of these idiot men ever notice, we will have 


had some fxin. 

Hilda; I’m aU for it, though I bet nothing fits me— and then I 
shan’t look beautiful — and not even mysterious. 

Lady Farfield: It might be fun. And-I have idea-— 

breaks off . and holds up her hmd:) Sh! (They are all sail. She whispers) 

I thought I heard them. One of you go and see. 

Hilda {quietly) : That’s me. {Hurries quietly to stairs and creeps up.) 

1 ADY Farfield {whispering): I want them to see us later, but not 
now If they are coming down, we must hide. Unless they are coming 


to apologise. , . . 

Sam {whispering): I’ll bet it’s too early for 

Lady Farfield: Then be 
give the signal. (Hilda returns.) WeU. Hilda? 
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Hilda {whispering): They’re either coming down quietly— or 
playin’ at Red Indians. 

Lady Farfield {whispering): Let’s hide then. Hurry ! 

They hurry quietly across to door right leading the I'oor slightly 
ajar — to show that they are peeping and listening. Acton comes 
cautiously downstairs. He is still in uniform. He looks around 
and then steals to the telephone. He glances at a note-book and 
picks up the phone. 

Acton {at telephone): Morbury Eight Nine Two. 

While he is waiting, not looking toward door right, the door 
opens a little wider. Hearing it move, he turns round, but as he 
turns, the door almost closes again. 

Wing-Commander Fawcett, please . . . I’m spcaLing for Group- 
Captain Camyon . , . Yes . . . 

Here, if it holds, he can go through the same business as before 
with door right. 

Wing-Commander Fawcett? Squadron-Leader .Acton here, sir . . . if 
you don’t mind waiting a moment, sir. I’ll get Groupr-Captain Camyon. 

Puts down receiver and hurries across to stairs and calls up 
cautiously. 

All right, sir. Nobody here, and he’s on the line. 

Camyon tww comes down, less cautiously than Acton, and goes 
to telephone, with Acton in attendance. 

Camyon {at telephone): Fawcett? Camyon here. You were telling 
me this afternoon that you needed a good-sized country house or 
two to requisition. Well, there’s one here. Yes, Farfield Hall. Occu- 
pied by people who don’t seem to realise, even now, that we've had 
a war on our hands for the last few years. . . . Yes, that’s the t\pe 

—silly extravagant callous women ... All right . . . Ring me back 
in about half an hour. 

Puts down telephone^ and regards Acton sternly. 

And now I’m going back to my room— and vou’re going back to 
yours, my lad. 

Acton: Yes, sir, 

Camyon; No nonsense now. This is serious. 

Acton: Understand absolutely, sir. Black show. 

Camyon {sharply): Come on then. 

He walks briskly towards the stairs, followed by Acton, 
they go, the door right slowly opens. As soon as they have gone 

Farfield, Pauline, Lotta, Hilda, Eileen. Sam and 

luLLlGRBW come through hastily but quietly. 
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Lady Fariteld {who is really angry)-. I’m absolutely furious. 

PAULrNE; So am I. Did you hear him ordering the Squaditm- 
Leader to stay in his room too? Pig! 

Lady Farfield: Well, did you hear what he said about us on the 
telephone? Silly extravagant callous women! 

Lotta: What did I tell you? No glamour, y’see. 

Lady Farfield: Now if we could only get him downstairs again 
at the right moment. 

S.\M: m bet they’ll both be down again soon. 

Killigrew: We can always invent a message to bring them down, 
if necessary. 

Lady Farfield {who is thinking): Yes. Mr. Killigrew, you’ll have 
to help us. 

Killigrew : Certainly. Only I’d Uke to do a litde telephoning firsL 

Lady Farfield: There’ll be no hurry for you. I’ll have to find 
the things first. But come up as soon as you’ve done your telephon- 
ing. The rest of us must go through the kitchen and up the back 
stairs. And we’U collect Kenton — we’ll need him. Come along. 

As they go, all but Killigrew. 

If Edward Camyon is determined to make a fool of himself again, 
rU jolly well see that he does it properly this time. Pompous obstin- 
ate idiot! 

As they go out door left the telephone rings. 

Killigrew {calling to Lady Farfield): Leave this to me. And 
rU join you later when I’ve done my telephoning. 

He goes to the telephone. 

Yes, Farfield Hall . . . Who? ... Oh yes. Commodore Pentworthy 

she’s here — doing a survey of the house, I believe— or p»teps 

firing rocket suns from the roof. Anyhow, she’U be hard to find • • - 
Yes, yes, Fll tike a message ... Yes, Yes, I’ve got that. {Irn^ienm 
Yes, yes. the message is perfecdy simple, young woman. Clear ttie 

line please. 

He waits a moment, glancing at his note-book. 

I want Comland Three Four . . . Yes, 1 11 hang on ... 

Commodore Pentwdrthy comes downstairs, closing a large 

official note-book. ^ i m *? 

CoM>ioDORE Pentworthy {curtly): Is Lady Farfield down 
Killigrew^: No. 

Commodore Pentworthy : Has she gone out . 

Killigrew : No. 
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Commodore Pentworthy: Where is she then? 

Killigrew: I’ve no idea. 

She makes a '^humph!'" sound, and so he makes another one, 
rather louder. She stares at him suspiciously. 

Commodore Pentworthy {importantly): Well, wherever she is, I 
want to tell her that it’s absurd of her to pretend that she hasn’t ample 
accommodation here. Some of the rooms in the East Wing may seem 
useless by civilian standards — but my girls in the British Ladies 
Auxiliary Squadron are accustomed to roughing it. 

Kuxigrew: rU bet they are. 

Commodore Pentworthy: What? 

Kuxigrew: A message has just come through for you. Your 
headquarters has sent the car back for you. All very urgent. 

Commodore Pentworthy: Urgent. Then I ought to have been 
told at once. 

Killigrew: You have been told at once. {Into telephone) Hello 
. . . yes. Comland Three Four 

Commodore Pentworthy {going nearer): I must telephone to my 
headquarters immediately. I must know exactly what has happened. 
This is important official business 

Kuxigrew {angrily): Do be quiet, I can’t hear what they’re saying 
at the exchange 

Commodore Pentworthy {angrily) : 1 will no/ be quiet. 

Kuxigrew {shouting): How can I hear what the girl’s saying— 
{Into telephone) — ^no, not you 

Commodore Pentworthy {loudly): I say this is important official 
busmess and I must ask you to let me have the telephone 

Killigrew: Will you be quiet? 

Co^ODORB Pentworthy: No, my caU is particularly important 
—really urgent. 

Kuxigrew {into telephone): Oh — all right. 

He puts down the receiver and the Commodore, glarine at him 
goes at once to take up the telephone. 

Killigrew): Brindle- 


To Killigrew, who is now looking c 
himself. 

I don’t suppose the call you want to make i 

Kuxigrew: Certainly it is. Fm trying 
together. ® 


[ 417 ] 



THE PLAYS OF J. B. PRIESTLEY 
Commodore Pent worthy {outraged)'. You call that . 

at a time like this? 

{giving hirnself a drink)'. Most decidedly. A man miut 
have a little order, sense and beauty somewhere in his life days, 
and I find ’em in string quartettes. 

Commodore Pent worthy {indignantly) : I shall complain of your 

attitude {Breaks off to talk into telephone) Oh— Millicent— 

what has happened? No, the car hasn’t arrived yet, I’m waiting for 
it now. Now tell me exactly what’s happened . . . 

Killigrbw {while she is listening'. Going to be long with that 
telephone ? 

Commodore Pbntworthy {at telephone) : Yes, certainly, if neces- 
sary this place would do. I’ve counted more than thirty rooms that 
could be used at a pinch . . . No, don’t be absurd^ Millicent. Just 
a minute. {Calling across severely to-KiLLiGREW) WMt did you say? 

Kilugrew: I said — are you going to be long with that telephone? 

Commodore Pentworthy: As long as I please. {At telephone) 
Yes, yes, Millicent — everything must be ready. We may have to move 
at once. Yes, to-night. Of course I shall come straight back. When 
the car is here to take me . . . Well, give yourself an aspirin. 

She puts down the telephone, still glaring at Killigrbw, who 
now takes himself and his drink back to the telephone. 

Kilugrew {at telephone)'. Comland Three Four. 

Enter Webber from down right, carrying a large book. 

Commodore Pbntworthy: Where is Lady Farfield, Major 

Webber? 

Webber: I haven’t seen her around since supper. Commodore. I’ve 
been along there looking at this book— some mighty nice pictures of 

the neighbourhood. 

Commodore Pent worthy: I’m waiting for my car. 

Webber : Well, join me in a drink while you’re waiting. Commo- 
dore. 

Kilugrew {at telephone)'. All right, I am waiting. 

Commodore Pbntworthy (pointing to the red stuff): I’ll have some 

of that fruit cup, thank you. 

Webber {holding up the jug): Is this fruit cup? 

Killigrbw {still at telephone but calling across) : Looks to i 
blood and soda. (A/o tekphom) No, I 

I may start in a minute ... You Just get me Comland Three Four. 
Commodore Pbntworthy {who has her drink now): Well— cheers 

Webber: Here’s to us. Commodore! 
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She takes a good drink, watched anxiously by the other two. 
She closes her eyes a moment, in delight or anguish, before returning 
manfully to the surface. 

How is it, Commodore ? 

Commodore Pentworthy (blinking): Obviously not made of 
fresh fruit— that’s too much to expect these days— but very refresh- 
ing, a jolly good drink. I think I’ll have a little more, please, Major 
Webber, 

Webber (taking her glass) : Sure thing ! 

Kilugrew (into telephone): Yes, it is Mr. Fraser I’m wanting. 
Old Mr. Fraser or yoimg Mr. Fraser? I don’t care. 

The Commodore’s second good pull at the drink has not been 
without its effect. 

Commodore Pentworthy (sternly): If you want my opinion, I 
think we’re becoming too soft. Yes, slack and soft. We British arc 
getting too slack and soft. You Americans, Major Webber — so far 
as I can see — are even v/orse—pampered ! 

Kilugrew (calling across from telephone) : You ought to try the 
Russians. 

Commodore Pentworthy (with dignity): I have no wish to try 
the Russians. Or to have anything to do with the Russians. I cannot 
help remembering that many of the Russians are Bolsheviks. 

Webber: You’ve got something there, Commodore. 

Killigrew (calling across): What do you expect them to be 
members of the Primrose League? (Into telephone) Oh, Mr. Fraser 
—my name’s Killigrew and I’m staying at Farfield HaU 

Commodore PpTWORTHY (on top of his remarks into telephone) : 

In any case, this is not a question that any mere civilian can attempt 

to discuss with any authority, if only because he lacks the necessary 
experience 

Killigrew (who is trying to hear on telephone): Oh— be quiet a 
minute. 

Commodore Pentworthy (angrily): I will not be quiet. Why 
should I ? n J 


I^ligrew (angrily): Because I’m trying to hear what this chap's 
saymg— and the line’s bad. (Into telephone) Yes, yes . . . now, 
Mr. Fraser, I understand you play the ’cello. 

Commodore Pentworthy: Really-the ’ce//^^~at a time like this! 

Ki^ig^ (loudly into telephone): Oh— your son. Well, is he 
there? All nght, I’ll wait. . , . 

Commodore Pe>tworthy (angrily): Lord Chipping Norton is 
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a member of the govenunent and he also ha ppwm to be an 
friend of mine. I’m inclined to make a scions complaiat to him 
about your extraordinary conduct and attitude, Mr. Kdh^eir. 

Kjlligrew (still at telephone^ coolly): Make fifty conqilaintB to 
Lord Chipping Norton if you like, madam. I don’t care a fig fin- 
Lord Chipping Norton, who, incidentally, is a most janknr 

minister and not likely to be in the government much longer. 
telephone) Hello, hello ! 

W ebber (moving towards door right and laughing: Say — ^riiy didn’t 
somebody tell me about you British? Back home we’ve nevs imrf 
the ri^t idea about you, and Mrs. Webber will never believe nw when 
I teU her. 

Sound of car outside. 

CcMUODORE Pentworthy (preparing to go): That must be my car. 

Webber: Well, pleased to have met you. Commodore. 

CcttOiiODORE Pentworthy: You may see me again, unless my headr 
quarters staff have been able to cope with this emergaocy. 

Kilugrew (turning, at telephone): Quiet, plasse. I can’t hear a 
word this chap’s saying 

Commodore PENTWcntTHY: I don’t think it necessary that you 
should. Fukller! 

She marches out main door. Webber laughs and goes out doum 
right, taking his book and drink with him. Kilugrew is sdU at 
telephone. 

Khugrew (telephone): I bear you play the ’cello, Mr. Fraser . . - 
That doesn’t matter, everybody has to make a start sometime . . . 

Yes, I've plenty of scores Now what about a viola player and a 

second fiddle? . . . What’s her telephone number? . . . Yes, I’ll 

uait ... 

CoMMODCUtE Pentworthy now returns, looking £sapptm^ 
and cross, foUowed slowly by CORPORAL Herbert Pacot, 
Hilda's brother. He is, in fact, a larger male version of h^. 
The most noticeable thing about him is an enormous slow grin that 

lights up his weatherbeaten face. 

Commodore Pentworthy (sternly) : Are you sure the car was not 
sent for me? 

Herbert {who is raiher bewildered): Yes, sir. 

CoHMOOOStE Pent^’ORTHY: Ma’am- 

Herbert: ^Tiat? 

Commodore PEKTVrtTRTHY ; Don’t caU me but Afa om. 

Herbert (with his grin) : Ob— I see — ma’am. 
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Commodore Pentworthy: WeU, what about the car‘?-because I'm 
expecting one 

Herbert: That car belonged to a farmer who gave me a lilt— 
like 

Commodore Pentworthy: But who sent you here, Corporal? 

Herbert: Well, nobody sent me — miss — ma am. I come on me 
own — like. {Does his grin.) 

Commodore Pentworthy {irritated): But have >eu any right to 
come here on your owm? 

Kilugrew {from telephone): ^^'hy shouldn't he? 

Commodore Pentworthy [to Kilugrew): This is a service 
matter. Don't interfere. {To Herbert) Now then, Corporal. 

Kilugrew: Just a minute. {Into telephone) I see — she'll ring me 
here . . . Farfield Hall, eh? Good man! Splendid, splendid! fPwr? 
do\\Tt telephone and looks delighted.) Never picked up a 'cello so 
quickly. And I’m on the track of a Mola. Don't let ansbody ■?ay 
the Civil Service can’t work fast. 

Commodore Pentworthy {impatiently): \\'ell, Corporal? 

Herbert: Well, y’see — er — ma’am — I was brought 'ome on a job 
— an’ got a bit of leaf — like — all sudden, y’see. Well, 1 goes to see 
ray sister an’ ’er friend — an’ woman where they stop tells me they’ve 
come on ’ere — so I get talkin’ about it to a farmer in a pub — an' 'e 
gives me a lift ’ere — I ’ope it’s right place— Farfield ’All. 

Kilugrew: That’s right, Farfield Hall. 

Herbert {producing his grin) : Okey doke) I 

He grins from one to the other and lounges a bit. 

Commodore Pentworthy {sharply): Come, come. Corporal. 
Smarten yourself up. I wouldn’t allow any of ray girls to behave 
like this. Wearing the King’s uniform — you muT be soldicrlv— 
smart and soldierly. 

Herbert {apologetic but eorv): That’s right. I used to be right 
smart an’ soldierly at beginning, after I’d done me trainin’. But I 
wor at Dunkirk an’ dropped a bit of it there— like. An’ then I went 
to the desert an’ up through Tunis an’ Sicily an’ into Italy. An’ uhu 

wi’ one thing an’ another, yer get right out o’ practice— an’ start 
behavin’ natural — vou’re so busv fiehtine 

Killigrew {approvingly): Quite right. Corporal. 

They exchange grins. Co.mmodore Pentworthy looks sh^rph 
at them both, then moves asvav. 

Can you drink beer? 

Herbert: Can a duck swim? 
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Kilugrew (handing him a glass): Here you are, then. 

Herbert (taking it): Thank you very much, sir. All die test* 

(Drinks.) 

Kilugrew: Is your sister called Hilda? 

Herbert: That’s right. Hilda Packet. An’ ’er friend’s called 
Eileen. 


Killigrew: They re here. I’ll go up and tell them you’ve arrived. 
You wait down here. Corporal. 

Killigrew goes upstairs. Herbert stands with his beer^ near 
the table. Commodore Pbntworthy looks impatiently at her 
watch. Herbert looks at her drolly. Sound of car, then ring at bell. 

Commodore Pbntworthy (eagerly) : That must be my car. 

She goes out, and we hear the front door slam and then the car 
move off. Hilda now comes hurrying downstairs. 

Hilda (delightedly): ’Erbert! (She hurries over to him and kisses 
him.) Well, well (Looking him over) Same old ’Erbert. 

Herbert (grinning): Same old ’Ilda! 

Hilda: ’Ave yer been ’ome to see Mother yet? 

Herbert : No, I come ’ere first. But don’t you tell ’er I did. 

Hilda: She’ll be that mad if she knows. 


Herbert : Well, don’t tell ’er then. I come ’ere first ’cos it’s nearer 
the depot. 

Hilda: Yes, an’ ’cos yer wanted to ’ave a look at yer precious 
Eileen — ^I know. But why didn’t yer tell us you were cornin’? 

Herbert: ’Cos I didn’t know. They suddenly brought a doren of 
us back — six sergeants an’ six corporals — ^in a bomber — ^to do some 
instructin’ — and then afore we started they said we could ’ave a 
week’s leaf. So yer see, ’Ilda, I went to that Mrs. Batsby’s where 
you’re billeted — an’ she says, “Oh, they’ve gone out for the evenin’,” 
she says — “to that Lady Farfield’s at Farfield ’All,” she says— an’ 
then she tells me where it is— an’ a farmer gives me a lift— an’ ’ere 

I am. 

Hilda: An’ I must say, ’Erbert, you’re lookin’ right welL 

Herbert (grinning): You’re not lookin’ so bad yerself, Uda. 


Hilda: I’m all right. 

Herbert: ’Aven’t got a steady chap yet, eh? 

Hilda (sharply): No, but I’ve ad plenty o’ chances, an’ yo“ 
edn’t think I ’aven’t. Course I’ve gone to dances an the pictiros 
ith one or two now an’ again, but that’s not Ae same thing. An 
yer really want to know — I’ll tell yer something. 
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Herbert (as she hesitates): Weil — go on. 

Hilda (solemnly): I’m waitin’ a bit afore I get a steady chap. 

Herbert: What are yer waitin’ for? 

Hilda: I’m waitin’ till some o’ the real boys get back — the boys 
who’ve done the fightin’ for us. 

Herbert: That’s right, ’Ilda. Them’s the real bloody lads. We 
’ave a sergeant — comes from Newcastle — an’ ’e saw that little photo 
I ’ave of you— an’ after that ’e kept askin’ me about yer, an’ 
askin’ to ’ave another look at the photo. I’ll tell yer about ’ini 
after. 

Hilda: I’ll see yer do. If ’e’s not married or anything. 

Herbert: No, ’e’s not. 

Hilda: You ’aven’t got a photo of ’im, 'ave yer? 

Herbert: Course I ’aven’t. I don’t carry sergeants’ photos round 
wi’ me. But ’is name’s Jack Phihps — an’ ’is old man keeps a pub 
in Newcastle ’Ere — (dropping his voice) — where’s Eileen? 

Hilda (dropping her voice too): She’s ’ere. Yer’ll sec ’er in a 
minute. 

Herbert: That’s the idea. 

Hilda (very earnestly): An’ let me tell yer something, 'Erbtrt 
Packet. Eileen’s a bit shy an’ gets silly ideas sometimes — like we 
all do — but she’s a grand girl, Eileen is, an’ thinks a lot about > (m. 
More than you’re worth. 

Herbert. Well, I think a lot about ’er too. Though it's funny 
never ’aving really seen ’er— like. An’ yet feelin’ 1 know ’er right 
well — better than anybody in a way — like 

Hilda: Don’t kid yerself. Letters aren’t people. Yer’ve got to 

be with ’em — an’ look at ’em — an’ listen to ’em— an' sec 'ow they 

behave— before you really know ’em. But Eileen’s all right, 1 can 
tell you. 

Herbert: Well, you ought to know, ’Ilda. 

Hilda: I should think I ou^t. When a girl works with another 
giii, an then shares a room in a billet, there isn’t much that girl 
doesn’ know about the other one, I can tell yer. My word, if it 
were some of ’em, I could make your ’air stand on end. 1 f chaps onI\ 
knew! But Eileen’s diflFerent. An’ you be nice to ’er or yer’ll 'ear 
something from me. An’ don’t stay too long dowm 'ere. 

Herbert: What for? 

Hilda. Cos were ’aving a bit o’ fun — dressin’ up an’ pretendin’ 

wre all grand or something. (Breaks off and whispers) This ts 
Eileen. 
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Eileen comes slowly and shyly downstairs. The other two 
watch her. 

Hilda (slowly, impressivel}^: Eileen, this is ’Erbert. 

Eileen (slowly adva?icing): Hello! 

Herbert (with his grin) : Hello ! 

Hilda (looking dr oily from one to the other)-. Well, this is where I 

get out. But don t just stare at each other. Get it over. An’ don’t 
be too long about it neither. 

She goes upstairs. The other two, painfully shy, do not even 

look at each other for a moment. The scene that follows must be 

played with great delicacy and restraint, with no broadening for 
easy laughs. 

Eileen (slowly)-. You didn’t say you were coming on leave. 

Herbert: No, I didn’t know. I said I might be sent ’ome to do 
some instructin’ — remember? 

Eileen: Yes, I remember you said that. I was — hoping — you 
might be. 

Herbert: An’ then — it come quite sudden — same as everything 
does in the army — like I told you. 

Eileen: Yes. Nothing happens an’ then suddenly a lot happens 
all at once, eh? 

Herbert (with his grin): That’s right — Eileen. 

Eileen (after a pause): I expect it seems all different — here at 
home — doesn’t it? 

Herbert: No — not so very different — and any’ow it’s ’ome — an’ 
that’s all right. . . . 

Eileen (slowly, softly): I expect — I look different to what you 
thought I’d look — don’t I? 

Herbert (cautiously looking): No, yer don’t. I think yer look just 
like your photo — yer know, that one yer sent . . . 

Eileen: Yes. But after, I thought I oughtn’t to have sent it. It 
wasn’t very good of me. 

Herbert: No, yer look just like it. Only — 

Eileen (anxiously): Only what? 

Herbert: Only — ^yer a bit taller than I thought— like 

Eileen: Oh— does that matter? 

Herbert: No, of course it doesn’t. Besides — I think well, you 

look a lot prettier — like 

Eileen (delighted): Oh Herbert— do I? 

Herbert: Yes, yer do. (Pause.) Eileen. 
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Eileen: Yes, Herbert? 

Herbert {slowly)-. Did yer mean aU them things yer said in your 
letters? 

Eileen {softly)-. Yes, I did. 

Herbert: Do you still — mean — like — now that you ve seen me 
an’ I’m ’ere an’ not out there ? 

Eileen {looking at him): I do, Herbert if you do. 

Herbert: Yes, I do. I mean. I’d like us to get married— an’ 

Eileen: And have a home of our own. 

Herbert: Yes, a ’ome of our own. I’ve thought a lot about that, 
Eileen. 

Eileen: So have I. Wouldn’t it be wonderful? 

Herbert: Yes. But I don’t know when that’ll be. 

Eileen: No, but we’ve waited so long, we can wait a bit longer. 

Herbert {dubiously): Yes. Some of our chaps say they'll make it 
all right for us— like— yer know, there’ll be ’omes an’ jobs. But a 
lot o’ the chaps say it’ll be just like last time— that when we’ve done 
the fightin’ an’ there’s no more danger — then we can go an’ 
whistle 

Eileen {roused): That’s what happened to my Dad. But it won’t 
be like last time. 


Herbert: ’Ow d’yer know? 

Eileen {\iith sudden fierceness): Because we won’t let it be, that’s 
why. This is our country, isn’t it? You’ve gone and fought for it. 
And I’ve left home and worked for it. We’ve given years out of our 
life to keep it safe, haven’t we? All right then, ^'ou want a steady 
job, and I want a home of my owm. And we’re going to gel ’em, 
and nobody’s going to stop us this time. 

With abrupt change of mood and tone, hesitantly. 

Herbert — now that you’ve seen me — do you think — it’ll be all right? 

Herbert: ’Ow d’yer mean — all right? 

EiLffiN: Do you think — you could love me? 

Herbert {ashamed of this): Well — yes, I do, Eileen. 

Eileen {with relief): Then that’s all that matters. 


She looks at him, smiling, and he takes a step towards her, and 
is clearly about to take her in his arms and kiss her, when .Major 
Webber enters down right. 


Webber: Well, well, well! Hello, another visitor, eh? 

Eileen: Yes, this is Hilda’s brother, Herbert. He’s — my young 
man. 
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Webber (Wn/j^) : Say, that’s fine. We must have a itrink m 

Hilda hurries downstairs ^ putting her bead round. 

Hilda {hurriedly calling ) : Come, you two, you’re wanted upstain 
— quick. Yes, both of you. 

Webber {puzzled)': What*s going on around here? 

Hilda {cheerfully): You stay there— and you’U see. And when it 

happens, just keep quiet. Come on, you two, ’urry up. (dSbe boks 

upstairs.) Oh— there’s somebody coming. We’U go round the other 
way. 

She hurries downstairs and bustles them off with her thraa^ 

kitchen. Webber stares after them, then gives himself a tbvdc. 

After a moment, Tony Acton comes cautiously dovmsudrs. Me 

is now dressed in a sports coat and flannel trousers. He looks tdnmt 

him carefully, sees Wbbbcr with the glass in his hand, and cautiously 
comes down. 

Webber: {cordially) Hello! Come right in. 

Tony: Thanks. 

Webber: My name’s Webber — George Webber. 

Tony: Mine’s Acton. 

Webber: Have some Scotch? 

Tony: No, thanks. But I wouldn’t mind some beer if time’s 
any going. 

Webber: Why not? Help yourself. 

Tony: Thanks. {Takes some beer.) I’m not supposed to be down 

—I ran out of matches 



Webber: I can let you have some matches. Don’t need ’^. Got 
a good lighter. {Throws some matches on the table.) 

Tony: Thanks. Cheers! {Drinks.) 

Webber: Cheers! {Drinks, then regards Tony curiously wkUe latter 
is lighting a cigarette.) Mr. Acton, did you say you’re not supposed 
to be down here? 

Tony: Yes. 

Webber: You mean — downstairs here — ^where we are? 

Tony {smiling) : That’s it. Here. 

Webber {rather puzzled): Well, I’m sorry to hear that, hfr. Acton. 

Tony : Don’t bother about it. Major. It’s of no importanoe at aO. 

Webber: You’re staying here, I guess. 

Tony: Well, I’m staying here the rest of to-night — with luck. You 
live here? 

Webber: Just arrived this evening. 
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Tony: Did you? So did I. {Looks about hint, then more confi- 
dentially^ Rum show, isn’t it? 

Webber: Now that’s very interesting to me, Mr. Acton. Because 
I said to myself, “George Webber, you’re just being plain stoopid.” 

Tony: Oh— why did you say that to yourself? 

Webber: Well, because I couldn’t get the hang of things around 
here. First I thought this, and then I thought that. But 1 reckon that 
right now I’m getting things under control— >cs, sir. 

Tony: I wish I could say the same. 

Webber: You from the factory, Mr. Acton? 

Tony: What factory? 

Webber: Why, the aircraft factory where Lady Farfield and these 
girls work. 

Tony {astonished), Farfield — you mean — this woman 

here ? 

Webber: She’s the only one around here, isn’t she? 

Tony: I wouldn’t know, old boy, I really wouldn’t know. I 
haven’t anything under control to-night. If it’s the one 1 mean, 
I suppose she goes over there occasionally and cuts the cake or 
presents the prizes — eh? 

Webber: No, sir. She worked a long time at the bench, and now 
she’s a charge-hand. The other folks she’s asked in work with her 
— ^including the foreman. 

Tony {with extreme scepticism): You wouldn’t be pulling my leg 
by any chance, would you? I think not. Oh no. AH right, we’ve 
had that. Now ask me what I’m doing. 

Webber {rather surprised) : Just what I was wondering. That’s wh\ 
I asked if you were from the factory. 

Tony {smoothly and confidentially): The answer is No. There’s 
no real money in this war work, old boy. I’m in the Black Market. 
Doing a nice big deal at the moment in clothes coupons. 

Webber {unpleasantly surprised): Clothes coupons? 

Tony: That’s the idea. Not forged, y’know. Oh— no, quite 
genuine. Of course I wouldn’t hke to say how the fella managed 
to lay his hands on quarter of a million 

Webber {same tone): Quarter of a million! 

Tony {confidentially): And a few over, old boy, quite a few over. 

But they’re outside the deal. The little woman wants a few new 
outfits — ^you know how they are. 

He winks at Webber, who stares at him aghast. While thev 
are staring at each other, Camyon, still in uniform, comes very 
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cmtiausly do^*Tistairs. When he sees tmty Acnm and Wmaau 

he looks relieved, but when Acton sees him , Acnm faf# r an - 
oarrassed. 

C AMYON {rather gruffly) : What are you doing down here? 

Tony {apologetically): Had to coxne down, sir. Hadn't anv 
matches. ^ 

Camyon. Hm. I looked into your room — so had to come down 
to see what you were up to. 

Tony : Quite so. sir. Er— this is Major Webber— Group-Captain 
Camyon. 

Camyon: How d*you do? 

Webber: Pleased to meet you, Group-Captain. You kmk as if 
you’ve come from overseas. 

Camyon : I have. Only got back yesterday. Aft^ four years. 

Webber: Fine! There must be quite a lot you can tp.ll ns that pd 
be very glad to know, Groui>-Captain. Have some Scotch? 

Camyon: No thanks. 

Webber: It’s good Scotch. I was darned hicky to get it. 

Camyon: Oh — ^it’s yours, is it? 

Webber: Yes, sir. 


Camyon: Oh — then I’ll change my mind — thanks — ^and have 
some. I thought it probably belonged to — er — the house. 

As Webber pours out the whisky, Tony, who is obviously un- 
comfortable, strolls with assumed nonchalance avmy from Ae 
table, examining the animals' heads, etc. Webber sees Ais as m 
opportunity to have a private word wUh Camyon about him. 

Camyon {receiving whisky): Thanks. I could do with this. Good 
luck ! {Drinks.) 

Webber {very corfidentially): Group-Captain, you seem to know 
that young man. 

Camyon; Yes I do. Why? 

Webber {carefully) : Well— I’m nothing but a stranj^ around here, 
and we’ve been warned not to interfere — but I feel it s my dooQr lo 
tell you *hat that young man says he’s operating the Black Marke t. 

Camyon {astonished): The Black Market! 


Webber {gravely): Yes, sir. Blegal tra^g in clothes coupons— 
hundreds of thousands of ’em. Boasts of it 

Camyon: Nonsense! He’s my Squadron-Leader, who came hack 


with me. {Calling sharply) Acton. 


Tony {turning and advancing): Sir! 
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Camyon: What the blazes do you mean b\- talking nonsense about 
the Black Market to this officer? 

Tony (embarrassed)'. Well — sir — we were just chatting 

Webber (arrmsed): And you were just joshing me, eh? Well, 1 
ought to have known. Okay, Squadron-Leader, don t apologise. 

Camyon; It won’t do, though. To begin with, it s bad manners 
—and it might be dangerous, ^\llat's the idea? 

Tony (apologetically)'. I’m sorry, sir — but, you see, he began pull- 
ing my leg, so I thou^t I’d beUer not be too stand-offish— 1 know 
how the Americans like a bit of leg-pulhng — so I pulled his. 

Webber (heartily)-. That’s all right with me, Squadron-Leader. 
But — say — I didn’t do any leg-pulling. I was only telling you about 

the folks here. 

Tony; I know'. And didn’t you tell me that Lady Farfield was 
entertaining a few girl chums from the aircraft factory , w here she s 
just been made a charge-hand? 

Webber (firmly): I certainly did. 

Camyon; Oh well, then you did start it, .Major, and you can hardly 
blame him. I nught have done the same myself. .After all, w e British 
have to prove we have some sense of humour. 

Tony; Just what I thought, sir. Couldn’t let the old side dowTi, 
I thought. Had to do something. 

Camyon; Quite. Mind you. Major Webber, this doesn’t mean 
I’m defending these people here. They'd no business to amuse them- 
selves filling you up with all that stuff about being factory hands w hen 
in fact they’re keeping a houseful of servants and throwing great 
idiotic parties. I could hear ’em upstairs giggling and running up 
and down the corridors and screaming their silly heads off. 

Tony; So could I, sir. Black show, 1 thought. 

Camyon: Couldn’t be worse. (To Webber, who is gaping at them ) 

But don’t unagine everybody’s like this over here, ^ ou just happen 

to have struck a bad patch, I imagine, that's all. So have we. It 

happens not to seem particularly funny to me— for a special 
reason 

losy (seriously): She slapped his face, you know. I hope you 
don’t mind my mentioning it, sir. 

C.UfYON: Yes, of coune I do, you ass. 

Webber (bewildered): WTio slapped your face? 

Camyon: Lady Farfield. She happens to be — er — an cld 

friend 

Webber (cutting in, urgently): Now wait a minute. Let s try and 
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straighten this out. I guess that old buUer showed you in, he? 
Tony; He did. 

Webber: And you listened to him, didn’t you? 

Camyon: We couldn’t help it. 

Webber {firndy)-. Well, so did I! And I found out afterwBids it 
was a lot of hooey — ^yes, sir. 

Camyon: Hooey! 

Webber {triumphantlyy. Nothing else but. The old man’s really 
talking about the past. He’s so old he keeps foigetting. 

Camyon exchanges a started glance with Tony. 

I was here at supper. There are two of us— a Civil Servant and 
myself— who are billeted here — and then there are a few folks fiom 
the factory — a foreman and a couple of factory girls 

Tony : Hoy, you’re not starting that all over again, are you? 

Webber {earnestly): But it’s true. I assure you I never was more 
serious in my life. 

Camyon {slowly) : I don’t know what to make of this. 

Tony: £>on’t want to butt in, sir, but did you notice that little 
Land Girl on the stairs when we first came in? Very smious type, 
I thought, and didn’t seem to fit in with our notion of the {dace at aU. 
Been on my mind, that giii. Perhaps we’ve been all wrong, sir. 

Webber: Sure you have. And our hostess has been doing a swell 
job. Given up her old privileges. No class distinctions. Demoma^ 
with its sleeves rolled up. 


Camyon: My God, Tony, if we have been wrong, we’ve made 
precious idiots of ourselves. Or at least, I have. 

Webber: Don’t worry. We’ll all be having a good lau^ over 
it soon. 

Sound of women's voices — light laughter and chatter — can now 
be heard from upstairs. 

Tony: listen! They’re coming down. 

Webber {beaming: Now you’ll see. Just a little bunch of fecteiy 

folks. Foreman. Kids from the factory in their old clothes. Fighting 

democracy. You’ll see. And get your apology ready— you’re going 
to need it. 

They look expectantly towards stairs. There arrives, vay 
pressively, the following procession: first, old Kenton, 
wearing a scarlet coat, and is ccurying a large branched cmae- 
stick. Then follow, in close order. Lady Frances, Lotta, Paihjm^ 
{who wears a full loose dress), Eileen and Hilda, and they are 
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all wearing dresses— one or two modern, others period— that 
enhance their respective personalities, and they all look very 
feminine, romantic, glamorous, and give the impression of being 
haughtily conscious of this. Behind them comes Killigrew, carry- 
ing his violin, and wearing full evening dress, the jacket of which 
is too tight for him. Behind him come Sam and Herbert, who have 
been rigged up fancifully and rather sketchily but still impressively 
as footmen, and carry tray with glasses and a bottle of champagne, 
etc. The procession moves in slowly, ignoring the men, until the 
women are grouped round the piano. 

Webber (bowled over): Boy— oh boy! 

Tony (also bowled over): Crrr-ikey! 

Camyon (to Webber, with furious irony): Just a little bunch of 
homely folks ! Kids from the factory in their old clothes ! E)emocracy 
in its shirt-sleeves winning the war! 

Webber (earnestly): I assure you, Grou 

Camyon (through his teeth): Oh — stop acting the goat! 

Lady FaRFIELD (across from piano, where ladies are): Edward— I 
beg your pardon — Group-Captain Camyon 

Camyon (curtly from fireplace) : Well ? 

Lady Farfield (with touch of mockery): As the very sight of us 
seems to annoy you so much — and the music may annoy >ou still 
more — there’s no need for you to stay down here, you know. You 
have my permission to return to your room. 

Camyon (curtly): Thank you, Frances — I beg your pardon, Lady 
Farfield — but if you’ve no strong objection— I prefer to stay here. 
I’m expecting an important telephone call. 

Lady Farfield: About requisitioning a bouse, perhaps? 

Camyon: Yes. But don’t let me interrupt your — er — music. 

Lady Farfield (smiling and playing) : We don't propose to. 

They begin singing a Viennese light opera song, just a short snatch 
of it. During this, Pauline can come nearer to Tony and smile 
at him, and finding her irresistible he moves towards her, only to 
be called back by a stem look and a warning “Acton!" from hb 
chief at the fireplace. As the singing ends. 

Lady Farfield (still idly playing): Kenton, the champagne. 

Kenton: Yes, me lady. 

He begins serving the champagne, as the music drifts dreamily on. 

Camyon (with angry irony to Webber): Just a few little factor, 
girls straight from the benches! 

Webber: Certainly looks a swell bunch— yes, sir. Surprised me 
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Always had a notion your British 
looked 


women didn't cane how diev 


Camion {almost bursting with fury): E>ammit, sir— wQI 
kindly — drop it. (Turns away.) 



L, whispering): Turn 

> up in flames. 

Webber: But I tell von 


GtoiqHc’n 


Tony (reproachfuUy): No, no, old boy. We bought it. Wizanl 
girl there, though. 

Kenton {approaching theni): Champagne, sir? 

Webber {taking one): You bet! Thanks. 

Kenton {to Tony): And you, sir? 

Tony {taking one, promptly): Certainly. 

Camyon {turning, sternly): Leave that stuff alone, Acton. 

Tony: Certainly, sir. {To Kenton, severely, returning glass) 
Certainly not. 

Kenton {to Camyon): Champagne, sir? 

Camyon {grimly): Yes. {He takes the glass and flings the contents 
impressively on the floor. A cry from the girls.) Now what do you 
think of that? 




Kenton {sturdily): Not much, sir. This is the very last bottk in 
y cellar, and probably the last I'll ev^ see. No, sir, I don't think 
tuch of that. 


Lady Farfield {standing up from piaru>): All ri^t, Kenton, thank 
you. We shan’t need you any more. 

Kenton: Thank you, me lady. 

He goes off down left. 

Lady Farfielx) {calling across to Camyon): That was unpardon- 
able. 

Camyon {stifftyf. It was. I’ll apologise to your butler if I see him 
again. After all, one can’t blame an old servant for the faults of his 

employer. 


Lady Farftelx) {with irony): Very considerate of you! 

They now play and drg again, preferably something 
charming, mocking. As the music dies dowi 
Lady Farfield: Herbert — cigarettes for the g en tl em en. 




The embarrassed and grinning Herbert comes down with a 
small tray with twenty cigarettes on it. 

Herbert; Et — cigarettes? 

Camyon {sternly^ : Come here. And take the grin off your face, 
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Herbert: Yes, sir. , u 

Camyon (indignantly): A great healthy chap like you playing the 
flunkey at a time like this! What have you been doing the last tew 
years? Handing round cigarettes and folding table napkins. 

Herbert (equally indignant): Me? I’ve just come back from the 
Fighth Army. ’Ere, I’ve ’ad enough o’ this. 

He puts down the little tray and hurries across to the stairs, but 
turns as he reaches them. 

But don’t forget them’s my twenty Players. (He goes upstairs.) 

Camyon (to Tony and Webber): Eighth Army! Twenty Players! 
What is this? 

Lady Farfield (mockingly): Just a little musical evening. Come 
on girls. 

Acton starts to dance with Pauline, Camyon turns and sees 
him. Lady Farheld plays and all sing, applause. 

Camyon: Acton! 

Acton leaves Pauline. Webber rises and dances with her. 

Kilugrew (who has been tuning his fiddle): Quiet, please! 

Lady Farfield: Now for some real music. (With air of hostess 
with treat) Madame Lotta Schulberg, the famous soubrette of the 
Vienna Volksopera has very kindly consented to sing to us. 

Some applause. 

Webber (whispering to Camyon); She’s the cook really. 

Camyon (with fierce irony): And you’re the Fairy Queen. 

Webber (earnestly): Now — no kidding — I 

Camyon (cutting in roughly): Oh — for God’s sake — drop it. 

Lady Farfield at the piano with Kjlligrew behind her with 
his violin, the three girls picturesquely grouped round and Lotta 
in front. She sings a number from light opera. As she finishes the 
telephone rings. 

Tony: Shall I answer it, sir? (Moves towards the phone.) 

Lady Farfield (rises): Please do. 


Kjlligrew (to Lady Farfieid) 
mewhere upstairs but it may U 

He smilingly waves a hand, 
case. Then turns there and c 


Any chance of early tea in the morning ? 
Lotta (firmly): No chance at all. 


Kilugrew: It’s about eighteen months since I had anv early 
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morning tea {Smiling across at Camyon) You’ve probably had 
gallons — um? ’ 


Camyon {angrily) : I never touch the stuff. 

As Kjlligrew vanishes, the telephone rings again. 

Eileen : We ought to go upstairs and change. Come on, Hilda. 
Lotta ; I wiU go with you— and put these dresses away. 

Hilda (ay they go to stairs, turning to Camyon): But one day 
factory girls’ll look like queens — ^and don’t you try to stop it. 

Camyon: Who said I wanted to stop it! 

Hilda, Eileen, Lotta go upstairs. The telephone rings again. 

Lady Farfield {in large clear tone): Come along, Pauline, we’ll 

go along to the drawing-room — and let Group-Captain Camyon 
take his call. 


Camyon {ironically): Thank you I 

Lady Farfield {looking at him from near door): Bui 
)w, Edward. Or I swear I’ll never speak to you again 


She sweeps out, with Pauline. Telephone rings again, Webber, 
who has been holdup door open for Lady Farfield, shuts it and 
comes in. He, Sam, Tony watch Camyon, who after some hesita- 
tion goes to telephone. 


Camyon {at telephone): Yes, Group-Captain Camyon here . . . 
What? . . . Who d’you want to talk to? . . . What? . . . Here . . . 

Wait Gone. {To the others) Some nonsense about a farmer 

and some fiddles. What is this — a madhouse? 


Webber {roaring with laughter) : That’ll be Killigrew and his string 
quartettes. Well, well, well! 

Camyon {bewildered) : Who’s Killigrew — ^this fiddler chap here? 

Webber {still laughing): Yes. One of your prominent Civil Ser- 
vants. Ministry of Reconstruction. 

Camyon: Now are you starting all over again ? 

Webber {still laughing) : But I’ve told you the exact truth the whole 
time. {To Sam, who has now taken off his footman' s coat, and is lighting 
his pipe.) Sam — you’d better tell him. 

Sam: Now tak’ it easy, Group-Captain Camyon. This is no 
madder nor most ’ouses. We’re all bit barmy these days any’ow. 

Webber {laughing): I’ll say we are. 

Tony {to Webber) : That’s all right, old boy, but you’re not carry- 
ing the can. Let’s get all this buttoned up. 

Camyon: Now wait a min ute. What kind of a footman are you? 
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Sam: No Jdnd. Don’t be daft. Ah'm foreman at factory where 
we make the new Prestons. 

Camyon; The new Prestons! I was coming over to your place. 

Sam: Ah know. Ah know. An’ me an’ you’s met before. 

Camyon (staring at him): So we have. I thought 1 d seen you 
somewhere 

Sam: About twelve year since, an’ you wor a Squadron-Leader 
then an’ yer come to t’old Kestrel Five factory. Sam Cawthra. 

Camyon: Sam Cawthra— yes, I remember. But what on earth 
are you doing here? 

Sam: Oh we’re ’avin’ a little party— so we ’ad a bit o’ fun wi’ 
yer 

Camyon: Bit of fun! Now look here, Sam, let’s ^t this straight. 
Have Lady Farfield and those giris really been working with you ? 

Sam: Ay, an’ good workers an’ all. Charge-’and now, Lady 
Farfield is. 

Camyon: But they looked 

Sam (cutting in): They looked as if they’d gone upstairs an' put 
some fancy clothe on. That’s all. And — ^mn it — yer can’t expect 
’em to wear mucky overalls an’ corduroy pants all the time. 

Tony: Sir, we’ve bought it. 

Camyon: My God — ^I’ve made an ass of myself. 

Sam: Well, ycx not first an’ yer won’t be t’last. 

Camyon: No, but this is serious. (Turning to Webber) I’m sorry , 
Major Webber. 

Webber: Think nothing of it. Enjoyed every minute of it. Why, 

I haven’t laughed so much in years (Looks as if he's about to 

start laughing again.) 

Tony: Easy, old boy. We’ve had it now. 

Pauline enters from drawing-room. 

Pauunb (cabrdy): Sony to intrude. But I’m thirsty. 

As she goes to drinks, Tony and Webber go too. 

T(»nr: W course. Good scheme! What’ll you have? 

Sam (taking Camyon downstage): No, don’t worry, there’s no real 
’arm done. 

Camyon (quietly but urgently): No, but you see, we quarrelled 
before the war— and I was in the right then, and she knew it but 
wo^’t admit it. And now that she’s put me nkely in the wrong, 
she’s iMver going to look at roe again. 
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Sam : Ah can see yer know nowt about women. It’s jiBt wlsa ya 
in the right that they can’t forgive yer. Now that yer m the 
all yer ’ave to do is just to say ’ow sorry you are an’ what a lot yer 

think about ’ex— an’ Bob’s yer uncle. {Moving him towards door dawn 
right.') An’ this is yer chance. 

Camyon {hesitates a second^ then bracing) : Thanks, Sani i*i[ 

Sam makes for the stairs. 

Sam: We’ll ’ave to be settin’ off ’ome soon. Well, go on. Up the 
Air Force! 

He goes upstairs, leaving Pauunb and Tony obviously vnsha^ 
to be rid o/ W ebber. 

Webber {obviously beginning to settle down)’. Well, well! Turned 
out quite a party after alL Yes, sir! 

Pauline {gravely regarding /rim): Major Webber. You’re looking 
very, very tired now. You really are. 

Webber {concerned): Is that so?. 

Pauline {gravely): Yes, it is. I think you ought to go to bed — 
and never mind about us. 

Tony: Good scheme! You look all in, sir. Probably had a 
long day. 

Webber : Well, I have had quite a long confused kinda day. May 
take me some time, I guess, to get the hang of things in this little 
neck of the woods. 


Pauline : Major Webber, I think you’re very sweet. 

Webber {smiling): Well, that’s fine. You’re a pretty cute trick 
yourself. Miss Pauhne. And I’ll turn in, I guess. Good night. 

Tony and Pauline : Good night. 

Webber {turning on stairs): I’ll get around to it in time. 

He goes upstairs. 

Tony: Mind you, I know how he feels. 

Pauline: Why do you? 

Tony: Well, what with last night 

Pauline {sternly): Were you drinking? 

Tony: Well — ^we had a can or two. 

Pauline: Any girls? 


Tony: No — ^no — chaps— just chaps. 

Pauline: Well, pull yourself together, because I want to tal^o 
.u seriously. You’re not, I hope, the type of officer who is 
rward to nothing after the war but the secretaryship of a seoond- 

te golf club in a decaying society— are you? 
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Tony: Good lord — no. Hate golf. And I’m full of plans and 
ambition and all that — ^you’d be surprised. 

Pauline: That’s settled then. We can talk about your plans 
afterwards. In the meantime I shall call you Tony and you can 
call me Pauline. 

Tony {sincerely): Thanks very much, Pauline. 

Kenton {entering from kitchen): Beg pardon, miss. But is her 
ladyship in the drawing-room? 

Pauline: She is, and you mustn’t disturb her. There isn’t any- 
thing more for you to do. Just go straight upstairs to your little 
room and have one of your interesting dreams. 

Kenton: Thank you, miss. I ’ad one last night, miss. I dreamt 
I took my old aunt, who used to keep the draper’s, to the races at 
Goodwood. 

Pauline: Well, to-night you try and get her into the Royal En- 
closure at Ascot. 


Kenton {with a sudden smile — the first) : Thank you, miss. And 
— good luck! 

He goes back into kitchen. 

Pauline {cool and clear): Well, Tony, I’ve decided to take a deep 
personal interest in you. 

Tony: Wizard! Absolutely wizard! 

Pauline: But first, I want to know why you keep staring at me 
in a puzzled rather than a fascinated manner. 

Tony; Well— look here— you are the little Land Girl I saw when 
I first came in, aren’t you? 

Pauline: Why? Does it matter? 

Tony: It does rather. She completely bowled me over. 

Pauline {indignantly): So much for glamour. Look! 

She begins hastily pulling off her dress. 

Tam {in alami): Hoy! Steady! Whoa! 

Pauline now shows herself in her Land Girl's uniform. She 
smoothes her hair back to what it was before. 

Pauline {holding dress over her arm): WeU, here you are, idiot. 
Specnnen of the Women’s Land Army— Second World War. 

Tony {lost in admiration): What a girl! You’ve got everything. 

Whik they gaze at each other, Camyon and Lady Fajuteld 
enter from drawing-room. 


Pauline {hastily): I must take this dress upstairs 
with me, if you like. 


Y'ou can come 
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They begin to move towards the stairs. 


Camyon {with mock severityV . Where are 


iron going, AetmiT 

Paui^ {coolly)-. I’ve asked Squadron-Leader Acton to so widi 
e as 1 m very nervous at night. 


Lady Farfield {laughingly): Pauline 


Tony; That’s right, sir. Nervous type. 

Camyon {grirmir^): Go on. {As the two your^stas hurry off 
turm to Lady Farfield.) And another thing, Frances, I 
splitting bad headache. 


Lady Farfieud {coldly): Well, you shouldn’t drink too 

Camyon: I haven’t been drinking too much. You see, I got 

rather a ^nastly little crack on the head a few months ago 

though it’s healed now, it troubles me at times, and especially afte 
travelling. 

Lady Farfield {concerned): Oh—Edward, why didn’t yon tell 
me? 


Camyon; Hadn’t a chance to. {Moves towards herS) But never 
mind that. What I really wanted to say was — not only was I wrong 
to-night, for which I apologise all over again, but also I was badly 
wrong before the war. I’m sorry. 

Lady Farfield: I’m not so sure vou were. 


Camyon: Oh yes, I was. And please say you forgive me. And 
)n’t forget I’ve already paid heavily for my stupidity. 

Lady Farfield: How? 


Ill 


to-ni^ 


Camyon: By having lost you for all this time. / 
tien I saw you — at last — ^you took my breath away. 

Lady Farfdsu): I certainly took your bre^ away — slapping 
:e that. And probably now that I’m a manual worker I don’t k 
y own strength. I’m sorry, Edward. 


Camyon: I asked for it. But please remember, Frances, Fve berai 
away overseas for four years, working with men who are wondering 
all the time about their womenfolk. 


Lady Farfield {gravely): You tell tl^m that we women at home 

them, pray for them, and think of nothing else, de^ dcwn. 


but the time when it’ll be over and they’re all back. And that’s our 
real life. 


Camyon {slowly): I suppose I’ve no right even to ask, now. But 
you waiting for somebody like that? 


Lady Farfield {half-smiling): No, Edward — not m 
Camyon {about to embrace her): Frances — darling! 
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Lady Farfield; Darting! 

Sound of factory party and Herbert coming downstairs. 

Lady Farfield: Oh damn! They’re all coming down. Bui 
Edward, there’s something I want to hear \ou say to other people 
before you talk to me. 

As Hilda, Eilben, Sam and Herbert come down. 

I suppose you ought to go really, but it seems a pits . 

Hilda; Yes, it does. ’Ere, we’ve got our bikes, but what about 
’Erbert? 

Eileen: I’ve fixed up to borrow one for him here. 

Hilda {to Herbert): You see — got somebody to look after you 
now. 

Sam {to Lady Farfield): Well, thank vou ven- much. Ah’ve ’ad 
a good evening. Ah don’t know about t'others. " 

Eileen {shy and happy): We all have. Haven’t we, Herbert? 

Herbert (g/^%); That’s right. Except for that footman business. 

Camyon; Sony about that. Corporal. 

Herbert: No ’arm done, sir. And— er— Lady Farfield, I wish 
me“to-L^t— Players-like-just for what you've given 

F«niLD (OTyW): But I haven’t given you annhing, 

Herbert {indicating Eileen): WeU-look what I’ve got. 

EtLEEN {confused but radiant) : Oh — ’Erbert ! 

von^a^^^ Corporal. Ladies, I seem to have misjudged 

you all. I m Sony. But you shouldn’t have looked so eorg^Js ^ 

^A (m Lady Farfield): TTiere! You see, he’s nte really’ 
oAM: Come on. 

Camton: Go^ night, San., see you at the rectory in the morning 

Pto to ourselves at last, let’s be aad 
, I’m all for it, Frances. I’ve had qurte 
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Lady Farfteld : So have I, darling. So let’s make the best of iL 
Just relax and be quiet. 

Camyon : Enjoy our bit of luck. You know. I’m not bad-ten^eaed 
really. A peaceful quiet chap when I’m allowed to be. 

Lady Farfield: Perhaps we’re all peaceful quiet chaps we’re 
allowed to be, darling. {There is a loud ringing at the front door.) 
Oh — my goodness! 

Before they can more^ door bursts open and diree people carrying 
instruments and scores burst in. An elderly man with a beard, a 
stout middle-aged woman and a tpteer-looking young girl. 

Elderly Man (loud rural voice): Evening, all! TTiis is it, isn’t it? 
Farfield Hall. Mr. Killi — summat or other — asked for us to come. 
Onny time, he said, an’ sooner the better, I thought. So we are here, 
though I don’t know what use young Lucy’U be 

Kjlugrew, armed with his fiddle and scores, dashes downstairs, 
while the others stare, amazed. 

Kjlugrew {in tremendous form) : Hello, hello, hello ! Happened to 
have my head out of the window and saw you arriving in your gig 
or trap or whatever it is. Delighted to see you — Mr. ct {con- 
sults his note-book) Mr. Bramley 

Elderly Man: No. 

Kjlugrew; No, of course not. Mr. — er — Fraser 

Elderly Man: No. 

Kjlugrew; I mean, Mr. Henniman 

Elderly Man: No. 

Kjlugrew; Never mind. Delighted to see you. (fiuhcating girl) 

Looks a bit young for the Mozart— but we’ll manage 

There is now a tremendous sound of lorries arriving, female voices 
shouting, etc. 

Commodore Pentworthy bursts in, with uniformed girls behind 
her, carrying files, etc. 

Commodore Pentworthy {in loud official tone): I’m bilfeting the 
whole of my headquarters here. There’s nowhere else— and I warned 

vou, Frances. 

Lady Farfield {protesting loudly): PhylHs, you can’t afl descend 
on us like this. 

Commodore Pentworthy {ignoring them, ^ Kmesy. 

^ ^ ^ Up 

Come 

LS soon 


ad right, Millicent, unload as quickly as possiwe. airaigiu 
stairs ^rls. OflSce files and equipment before person^ luggage 
along, ^rls, sharp now— teU the lomes to clear the doorway 

as p:->ssibk ^ 



mocking time, and the curtain falls. 


End of Play 
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ACT I 


The main curtain may or may not be used, according to the size of the 
stage. On each side of the stage, as far apart as possible, is a 
grand piano, each exactly alike, with the keyboard downstage, 
at an angle of about sixty degrees to the footlights. Near each 
piano, a little farther upstage, is a chair for each commentator. 
These are backed by dark curtaining, hiding the stage behind, and 
there is an entrance through this curtaining at each side, used only 
by William and Helen. Set a little farther back, occupying all 
the centre of the stage, with a small proscenium formed b y a con- 
tmuation of the curtaining behind the platforms, is a separate 
little stage, which may or may not be raised on a small rostrum 
and is eight or nine feet deep. This inner stage has Us own curtain 
in front, about nine feet high, and it is essential that this can be 
puUed up or drawn along very easily, apparently at a touch. .4t 
the opening this curtain is down, and the inner stage cannot be seen. 

House lights go <hwn and both pianos are lit. Philip and Joyce, two 
yomgtsh^ple in simple evening dress (Philip in dinner jacket) 
set^ at t^ pianos. Phiup at the right and Joyce at the left, 
ney begm playmg the overture, which goes along splendidly for 

He »».« inerec^ „4>o 
^ a laggmg ieW. Finally, »/,/, a di>ceede,„, cea,h. they 
gJormg at each other, ^ 

Philip {frsing angrily): There you are, you see! 

Joyce {rising angrily): It’s not my fault. 

Phiup; Of course it is* 

Joyce: No it isn’t, it’s your fault. 

ftnuF: No it mi-l, you verc dragging it again. 

I wasn't You were racing away at a ridiculous pace 

Philip: l wasn’t. ^ 

Ym etm. Always the same! Want to rush eveolhinc 

Philip. I don t want to rush eveiything. ^ 

Yes. you do. Going and taking that cottage' 

Enter Wiluaii in dinn^ jocket, 
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William {reproachfully ) : I say, I say, this won’t do, you know. Yon 
two ought to be playing, not shouting at each other. {To atdkace) 
I’m so sorry about this. Do excuse us, please! {To the pianists) You 
were playing so well too. I was just remarking to Helen how well 
you were playing — and then — no more music but another quarreL 

Joyce: It’s his fault. He began to rush it again. 

William : Now, Philip, you mustn’t rush it 

Philip: I wasn’t. She will drag it. 

William: Now, Joyce, you really mustn’t drag it 

Joyce: I never do. That’s just his stupidity. 

Philip {rising angrily): It isn’t. It’s your 

William {very forcefully): Stop it, stop it, stop it! Now if one of 
you would condescend to rush a little less. 

Philip cmd Joyce both sit at their pianos. 

then no doubt you’d keep together, be in time, 

Helen enters in simple but striking evening dress. 

in exquisite unison, in beautiful harmony, and you’d both be happy 
and we’d be happy. Whereas 

Helen: William, you always go on too long. 

William {rather annoyed): How do you mean — I always go on 
too long? 

Helen: You shouldn’t go on with that Whereas. Nobody wants 
your whereas. And it’s pompous. You’re rather inclined to be 

pompous, you know. 

WhjJam {horrified): Pompous! My dear Helen, I’m the least 
pompous man who ever lived. 

Joyce: You’re all pompous. 

Helen: Perfectly true, Joyce, dear. They are all pompous. But 
when William has a grievance, I t h i n k he’s really above the avecage 


in pompousness. 

Philip audibly guffaws. William glares across at him. 
Whuam: If you’re going to snigger and provide her with an 

appreciative audience, she’ll go on for hours. 

Helen: Audience! That reminds me. {To the audience, with 
tremendous charm) I’m so sorry about all this. Do excuse us, 
William {growling. Pats her on the shoulder) : I’ve said that 

Helen (sHPer/y): Possibly, but perhaps when a little charm is added 


iny. Cham.! » ^ 

temptible than another in your contemptible bag of tncks. it tms 
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famous feminine chann. As soon as I see that rotten little piece ( >1 
scented silk run up as a flag, I know that honest) and decenej are 
about to be scuttled. 

Phuip: And I agree. 

Helen {turning to Phujp): Only because you haven’t any, Philip 
dear. 


Philip: Oh — I don’t know about that. 

Helen {smiling sweetly at Philip) : No, Philip, you don’t kno\ 
about it. 

William {staring at her, then turning her round to face him) ; Nov 
what’s the matter with you? 

Helen {with wide-eyed innocence): Nothing that I know ol 
William. Why? 

William: Because you’re behaving very badly, that’s why. Yoi 

come on here, looking— I must admit— very' delightful, shining ani 
smiling upon us like a May moon 

Helen: Thank you, my pet. 

William: I’m not your pet. And keep away, keep away! 
Helen: Oh— why? 

William: Because— weU, it’s less confusing and easier for me t. 
say what I have to say 

Helen: Then don’t say it. Nobody cares. 

Wiluam: And what I say is that you come on here and instead ol 
ti^g to help us out of our little difficulty, you at once make every- 
thmg worse. Now why— why— do you go and make ever\Thing w orse*' 
Helen: Shall I tell you? 

if you*l^w ^0 teU me. Though I doubt 

Helen: Oh yes, I do. It’s perfectly simple. You see, being a 

^ appreciated. We take a great deaf of 

ap^mted. Now if you’d said, at oner that I w as'loolSlr ven 

been quite enough 

William: That seems to me all wrong. 

a man and I happen ,o 
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William: It shouldn’t make so much difference. 

Helen: But it does. 

William: Well, does it? I know women who aren’t like that 

Helen: Yes, and how much time do you spend with them? 

Joyce bursts out laughing. 

William {speaking to Joyce): I think you’d better start playing 
again. 

Helen {rising): No, not yet. 

William: Why not? 

Joyce stops playing. 

Helen: We ought to look into this a little more, this man-mad- 
woman business. 

Philip {with gloomy approval): Yes, it needs looking into. 

Helen: Of course it does. Now it’s no use taking ourselves, is it? 

William {brightening at this): Not a bit. Lot of talk about our- 
selves — only leads to trouble — scenes, temper and tears — terrible! No 
use, you see, unless you can be detached. 

Helen: You love being detached, don’t you? 

William: Can’t observe properly imless you’re detached. That’s 
obvious. 

Helen : All right then, we’ll take some other pair. 

Philip: What about Henry and Muriel? 

Joyce: Dull. 

William: Very dull. 

Helen : I’m afraid you’re right. Well, you suggest somebody. 
William: Boris and Nina. 

Helen: Oh — no, just a long cat-and-dog fight broken by an 
occasional orgy. 

William {thoughtfully) : True. Though I’ve always wanted to be 
in at an orgy. AU this writing and talk about orgies, and yet you 
never seem to catch up with one. Every place I’ve ever been to, 
they’ve always just stopped having them. “You ought to have been 

here last year,” they say. “It was terrible.” 

Philip: I know. 

Joyce: How do you mean, you know? 

William : Now, Joyce, don’t you two start aU over agam. Look 

at your music or something 

Helen {triumphantly): 1 know the very pair. Not too duH, not 
too wild. Very nice and rather typical. Paul and Rosemary. 
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William: Rosemary and Paul. Yes, they might do. Pleasant pair. 
As you say, nice people. Not very intelligent, perhaps, but 1 can 
supply the intelligence 

Helen: And you’ve heard what’s happening to them? 

William: No. Not busting up, are they? 

Helen: Sit down and pay attention. You’ll see. Joyce, Philip! 

They begin playing some broken, discordant mmic. Curtains 
open, to reveal room whose few props su^^est waiting-room in a 
solicitor's office. Paul, in middle thirties, with hom-rimmed 
spectacles and wearing dark overcoat and miffier (to facilitate 
quick change) is moving about like a man kept wailiny for an un- 
pleasant appointment. A noise outside, then Rose.mary s voice i^ 
heard off, saying, “Oh in here. Thank you!" She enters also wear- 
ing heavy coat, and looking pale and miserable. She stares at him. 
He looks very embarrassed. 

Paul (with an effort): I’m afraid this is — er — rather embarrassing 
—Rosemary. 

Rosemary (with similar effort): Yes— Paul— I’m afraid it is. 

Paul. Well, it s not my fault. ... I had a note from Coulson 

asking me to be here at Wlf-past three — to answer some question ■> 
about the — the divorce . . . 

Rosemary (tiny voice): Yes, so had I. 

Pai^ (restlessly): Oh, I say— monstrous thing for Coulson to do 

^Idng us both here at the same time. Shows you how blankly 

^e^tive these lawyers are. Typical lawyer s trick, this. Damn 
Coulson ! 

Rosemary (faintly): Oh— I don’t think— it’s perhaps— uMav ) 
Paul: What? 

Rosemary: No — nothing . . 

Paul: Look here. I’ll go and wait out there. 

Rosemary: No— it 

Paul: Don’t mind a bit. 

Goes, crossing m front of her. Just as he has passed, she makes 

a WMemw/ as if to halt him, but then sinks back. He aws out 

then her face begins working, and then she starts sohbme. 
William: I say, this is too bad. 

Curtains close. 

Now, Helen. 

Ji’cordm, m,mc 
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Helen {sympathetically and satirically): What made it all the 
worse, of course, is that obviously it was she who had asked their 
solicitor to send for them both at the same time. 

William: Yes, but I can’t see why she should do that if they were 
arranging a divorce. 

Helen: Because she was hoping that a miracle might have hap- 
pened, that, seeing her again, he might have discovered he was still 
in love with her. We’re always hoping for miracles like that. And 
then — well, you saw. 

William: Yes, but mind you, if he’d been completely indifferent 
he’d have stayed in there. He went out chiefly for her sake. 

Helen: She thought he went out because he couldn’t even stand 
the sight of her. 


William: Quite wrong. What a lot of muddlers we are, aren’t 
we? She ought to be crying over the human race. There is something 
to cry about. 

Helen {very gravely): She was crying because once there was love 
and now there is no love. If we can’t cry over the grave of love, what 
are our tears for? I could cry a little myself. 

WiLLUM {anxiously): Now, now! Now, now! Don’t you start, 
my dear. Besides, we must keep our detachment, or we’ll never 
learn anything. {To the pianists) Play something quiet but 
cheerful. 

They begin to play, Helen turns to him and smiles, he takes 
her hand. 

That’s better. Let me see now, how did this begin? Where, when 
and how did Paul and Rosemary first meet? 

Helen {slowly, reflectively): She told me once. Her father gave 
Paul some architectural job, and asked him to come and dine. You U 
have to be Rosemary’s father. Go on. 

William : I thought for a moment you said I’d have to be Rose- 
mary’s father. 

Helen: That’s what I did say. Go on. 

William: Certainly. Great pleasure. Only not for long y’know. 

Goes out Arch left. 

Helen: It takes some girls months, even years, before they know, 

but she seemed to know at once. 

Curtaim open, music swells up, disclosing a cor^ TZ' 

room. Small table with skerry, cigareltes, “I- 

MARY lookim younger and prettier, is pourmg out the sherry. 

Paul’ who looks younger without the spectacles, comes in, followed 
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by William, wearing grey H7^ and moustache as Rosemary's 
father. Rosemary pours out three glasses of sherry. 

WiLUAM (in older man’s voice): Ah — you haven’t met my daughter 
Rosemary, I think. My dear — Mr. Paul Weybridge. 

They smile and shake hands. 

Glass of sherry, eh? (Rosemary hands Paul and William a glass aj 
sherry.) Thank you, my dear. 

Rosemary (smiling at Paul): And how’s the bungalow? 

Paul (smiling back at her): I think it’s going to be grand. 
Rosemary; I thought your idea for it awfully clever. 

Paul: Thank you. 

They raise their glasses at the same time and smile at each other 
significantly over the top of them. 

William (rambling on without noticing them): Yes, yes — I think. 
Weybridge realises now exactly what I’ve always had in mind. Con- 
venient and cosy are my tw'o w'atch- words . Easy and cheap to run, 
but snug. Plenty of weather outside, on the top of that cliff (pours 
out another glass of sherry) but none inside, eh, Weybridge? 

Paul (who is lost): What? Oh— yes, rather— that’s the idea. 

WnxMM: Made a little sketch or two I wanted to show you. Have 
’em in my den. This way, my boy. 

William goes out. Paul, obviously reluctantly, hands glass to 
Rosemary, there is a pause between them. He turn v and ^oes 
out. Music plays softly for a moment or two, she stands in a day- 
dream. Then music stops and she comes forward a pace or two, 
arui speaks to Helen. 

Rosemary: Really I knew then. Or one part of me did. 

Helen (with sympathy): I know. 

Rosemary; That part of me which seems to stand back always and 
isn t caught up with every' moment. 

Helen; Yes the part that can see far ahead, in a dim son of \vaN 
and seems to know what’s coming. 

Rosejmy: Tlal-s exaaly it, Helen. But how does it work’ I 

Hblto: I don’t know, darlinf. I don’t believe anvbodv knows 
Jmmn, dose. WnjJM, emers briskly as hirasdf .hrouyb 

dtans'ir-i-'"”'’' of ^long the founh 
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Helen: What is? 

William: These two Nows—two different kinds of time. Now 
imagine yourself travelling with the speed of light— a hundred and 

eighty-six thousand miles a second— along the fourth dimension 

Joyce: No, 

Philip: No. 

Helen: No thank you, William. 

William: I thought you wanted to know. 

Helen: Not just now, thank you. Some other time. Now I wonder 
when Paul realised he was falling in love with Rosemaiy? 

William: Does it matter? 

Helen : Of course it matters. 

William: Well, he told me it was about the third or fourth time 
he went there. They were just saying good-bye in the hall. 

Curtains open. Helen waves William off rostrum. The inner 
stage is now set as an entrance hall. Paul, dressed in light over- 
coat and carrying hat, is about to say good night. 

Rosemary (lightly): You know, if your taxi is ticking its life away 
outside, you needn’t wait for Father. He may be ages digging out 
that old photograph, but he can easily post it to you. 

Paul (rather nervously): Well, the taxi is there, so I suppose I’d 
better go. (He hesitates, then, with a rush) I wondered — ^well, the 
fact is. I’ve been working too hard lately to go out much, but a — er 
— client gave me two seats for the Haymarket for next Thursday, 
and— er — I wondered — whether you’d like to come along with me. 
We might have some supper afterwards if you like — and — er — 

dance 

Rosemary (slowly): Thursday? Yes, I’d love to. 

Paul : We’ll have to meet at the theatre, if you don’t mind as I’m 
afraid I shan’t have time to dine. 

Rosemary : No, of course not. We can find out what time it begins, 

can’t we? 

Paul: Yes, I don’t think they make any secret of that. Well— 

Thursday then 

They shake hands, he hesitates. 

I suppose your probably go out nearly every night— with feUows who 
are roUing in money— but to me Thursday wiU be qmte an occasion. 

Rosemary (with apparent calm) : Oh-I’m looking forward to it too. 

Paul: I Good night. 

Goes out. 
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Rosemary (as he goes): Good night. 

Then, after a short pause talking with great urgency to herself. 

Thursday, Thursday, Thursday. I’ll have to put Alice off, of course, 
but she won’t mind. Also the Kershaws can't come to tea because 
I may not get back from the hairdresser’s in time, but I can easily 
put them off. Now if I wear my blue I’ve time to get another belt 
— and — oh! — some shoes — I’ll go down on Wednesday with Alice 
and buy the shoes. That black bag’s filthy but it’ll have to do. Unless 
I can get a blue one — like Alice’s — she said it was quite cheap- 
where was it? Somewhere in Regent Street. 

William rises, points to Helen. 

I might look at them while I’m getting the shoes. But perhaps after 
all it might be better to wear the white, though it’ll be creased in the 
theatre and might look terrible afterwards, 

William is trying to attract Helen’s attention. 

Md that means wearing my rotten old red velvet coat— I might have 
it cleaned, but they’re horribly slow at that place 

William: No, no, no. 

Curtains close. 

Cant have My more of that. Drive a man barmy! (Looks at 

Helen, who is calm and smiling.) How long would she go on like 
that? 

Helen: Hours and hours probably. 

Wiluam: Good God! But the evening she’s going to have simpiv 
won t be worth all that agonising. Better to stop at home. 

Helen: Nonsense! 


Wiluam: Did you go through all that? 

Helen: Certainly— stiU do, sometimes. 

Wiluam and Philip (shaking their heads): Simply isn’t worth it 
Helen: We think it is. 

Joyce: And so— really — do you. 

Wiluam: You know— I beUeve the secret of you women is 
you ve got far less mdividual conceit than we have. 

Joyce and Helen: But— of course. 

Joyce: That’s why we take so much trouble with ourselves 

Helen: How do you mean? 

p ucn, Woman herself is a tremendous treat 
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F hal’s why if a man starts falling out of love wtth ow of ytm, 
always believe it's because he’s faUing in love with 

Joyce; And mne tunes out of ten, at least, we*re right! 

William ; It’s a sort of trades union conceit. We can’t do withowi 

a member of the union. And very annoyed you are too when we 
prove wc can. 

Helen: When you can ignore us, you’ve said good-bye to all hope 
of magic. 

William: Magic of a kind. Often a witch’s brew. But we can do 
without your magic, because we’re all sons of Adam, who did wkhoyt 
it once. But you’re all the daughters of poor Eve, who was never 
by herself, but found Adam already tber& 

Helen: And ever since Eve we’ve felt socially responsible and even 
as guests we’re still anxious hostesses. 

Philip {calling out): Too much talk! 

He nods to Jcyyce and they burst into loud dtmee music, which 
quietens down as William speaks. 

William (turning and going upstage with his back to the audkuce, 
puts on a pair of spectacles, turns and comes downstage again): Now 
this is where I might indulge in one of these philosophical disquisitions 
on Jazz and the Spirit of the Age, which were so popular a few years ago. 

Helen (takes off his spectacles, puts them in his breast pocket): This 
is a few years ago, but you’re not here to philosophise but to dance. 

Takes his hand, leads him up on to centre of rostrum. The nmssic 
is loud again. Paul and Rosemary enter from alcose, they go cm 
to rostrum, both couples start dancing. Paul in dtmter Jachot, 
Rosemary in evening dress. 

William (as they dance): Having a grand time, isn’t she? 

Helen: Yes. So is he. Both of ’em just working up to something 
drastic. Lovely. 

William: Might be lovely. (Pause.) Might not. Cant tell. (PauseJ) 
Never understand why you women always Y^nt to help on tbe 
biological process. Pairing everybody off as if you were all Mrs. 

Noah and it had started to rain. 

Helen: We know what life’s about. 

William: My pet, you haven’t the foggiest idea. 

William bumps into Paul at the end of the tkmce. 

William (to Paul); Sorry. 

Music stops and the four stop. Paul md the two viom em dap 

enthusiastically, William perfunctorily. They join up now 

ently standing on edge of dance floor.) 
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Helen: You know William, of course, don’t you? Paul, Rose 
marv. 

m 

William (to Rosemary): Enjoying yourself, I can see that. 

Rosemary: Yes, I am, aren’t you? 

William: Not much. 

Rosemary: Oh, what a shame! I like this place. (Looks abom 
happily.) 

William (looking about unhappily): I don’t. It frightens me. 

Rosemary: Some of the people do look pretty awful. 

William: And some look awfully pretty. But that’s not it. Con- 
sider the social and philosophical background 

Rosemary: I don’t think I want to very much to-night. 

William (almost as if announcing a lecture): Jazz, Swing, and the 
Spirit of the Age 

Helen (breaking off talk with Paul): No, William, not to-night. 
And the Cabaret will be starting soon. Naked young women. 

WiLUAM (gloomily): And the dirty songs at the piano. 

Dance music again, not too loud. 

Paul (lumpily): Rosemaiy! 

Rosemary (happily): Yes, Paul? (Taking his hand.) 

Paul: Let’s dance. 


They start dancing round and about. 

William: What’s the matter with ’em now? 

Helen: It’s the first time he’s ever called her Rosemarv and the 
first time she’s ever called him Paul. 

Alcove curtain held open, the other two, still dancing, smile and 
go off. 

And you needn’t look so glum about it. That’s a very important 
moment. Don t you remember the first time I ever called you Wilham 

enough of this schoolgirl 

stuff. It s like bemg forcibly fed with golden syrup. ^ 

Helen: You’re envious really, y’know. 

WiLUAM (^rrified): What-K)f that-mushy idiocv! (Burlesquing 

their eager happy look and tone.) Paul! ^ ^ 

Phujp; Rosemary! 

I^ (coolly): Not of what he’s doing, but of his stale of mmH 
William (cheprmtg tin n 
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Helen ; No. These aren’t that kind. Think now. He’s taW |,g|. 
out for several evenings-Kiining— dancing, to a play or a film-^ 
they’re not shy any longer but are beginning to talk. 

William; Yes, I know now. They’re beginning to talk 
off, and eveiything that each of them says, the other thinks is wonder- 
ful. The way they have the same tastes, the very same likes and 
dislikes — ^it’s miraculous. 

Helen : She’ll have to cheat a bit, of course. 

W nxiAM {sardonically) : Oh, of course ! 

Helen: But not as much as you think. 

William: Look at the way you pretended to like chess and be 
interested in politics. 

Helen {scornfully)'. Oh! — chess and politics, there’s a limit. But 
she won’t have to cheat very much, she’s still an impressionable and 
rather unformed sort of girl, and his very feeling for her, and her 
response to it, do really bring her unconsciously into line with his 
point of view. 

Curtains open to disclose scene arranged to represent comer of 
drawing-room. Paul sits in chair^ Rosemary on stool. Both in 
evening clothes, very eager, inwardly excited. Note: Durir^ this 
scene Helen quietly goes out, to make her change. 

Paul {eagerly): I never knew you’d been there. 

Rosemary {same): Yes, I absolutely loved it. I’ve always been 
hoping to go there again. 

Paul: So have I. By Jove, if we could only — {breaks off, then 
resumes.) And the castle, you know, is one of the most amusing 
pieces of baroque I know. 

Rosemary: Yes, isn’t it? I adore baroque. 

Paul: Well, I wouldn’t go as far as that. It’s amusing. 

Rosemary : That’s what I mean, Paul. It’s terribly amusing. That’s 
all, of course. No more than that. Not like — ^well 

Paul: Let’s say. Perpendicular Gothic or French Renaissance. 

Rosemary: Of course not. They’re absolutely wonderful. I’ve 
nearly finished that book you lent me on the French Renaissance. 
Completely enchanting. Have you played the Sibelius records yet? 

Paul {sitting forward): Yes. I put them on to-night, just before I 
came out. You’re right, of course. He’s head and shoulders above 

all the rest. . . l- 

Rosemary (Joyfully) : Oh— I’m glad you feel like that about him, 

Paul- Yes, he gives me just the same feeling you described— sort 

[ 458 ] 


ACT I 

of— you 
side 


EVER SINCE PARADISE 
low, cold and stern yet with a kind of deep warmth in 


Rosemary; That’s it exactly. It’s absurd saying you don't under- 
stand musk 

Paul: And it’s absurd saying you don’t understand architecture, 
Rosemary. Some people have a natural good taste, a flair, and you’re 
one of ’em. And I haven’t met many. 

They exchange a smile and lean to each other. 

Rosemary: Won’t you have another whisky and soda ? 

Paul: No, thanks. I must go in a minute. 

They look at each other and smile. 

'^lUAAM {the interested spectator, after a pause): Well, what about 
it? Come on. Everything’s all set. 

Paul {slowly, shyly, looking away from her to out front): It’s queer, 
you know. 

Rosemary: What is, Paul? 

Paul. The way you go on perhaps for years not meeting anybody 

who’s really your own kind, who likes the same things you like, who 

can have fun with you or be serious, just as the mood takes you both, 

until you begin to think you’re an odd kind of bird and almost alone 
m the world. . . , 

William: Extraordinary how people can imagine they’re so 

diflferent from the ^owd. {Turns to at piano.) Paul and his 

^d kmd of bird ^ One of the most commonplace fellows 1 know! 

Scores just like him eating biscuits and cheese in every club dining 
room. ^ 

PtiHiPr Sh Sh — Sh — {Points to stoge.) 

^UL (a, before): And then, quite suddenly, you meet some- 

Rosemary {fervently): Yes, I know. 

Paul: As we met. 

to^ST**^^' anybody’s ever said 

Paul {putting out a hand): Rosemary! 

Rosemary {giving him her hand): Dear Paul! 

They kiss. 

l<er. They are erahusiasiic but look a trifle 

Curtains close. 
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William; Yes, yes! Yes, yes! They’ll be hours now enatei^y 
explaining their uniqueness to each other. 

Joyce {stoutly)'. Quite right too! 

William {surprised)'. Joyce, Joyce! 

Joyce: Well, that’s how they feel, and they’re quite ri^t. 

Wiujam: Yes, yes, Joyce. Nobody’s blaming them. All very 
natural and pleasant, only of course we don’t want to be in at it. 
All rather cloying and tedious to the onlooker. Where’s Helen? 

Philip : She went out during that last scene. 

William {calling)'. Helen — Helen. 

Helen {off ^ just behind nearest curtain)'. Shut up, I’m here. 

William: What are you doing there? 

Helen : Turning myself into Paul’s mother. They’re engaged now 
and Paul is going to introduce Rosemary to his mother. A big 
moment. 

William: Undoubtedly a big moment. And I think Rosemary’s 
father ought to put in an appearance. 

Helen {urgently)'. No, that’s not necessary. Now don’t be silly, 
darling. 

William {with dignity)'. There is nothing silly about it. 


He goes out. 

Curtains open showing scene, comer of another drawing-room 
with a settee. Paul and Rosemary are standing together, looking 

rather anxious. 

Paul; But you dear delightful idiot, what have you to be anxious 
about? I tell you, she’ll adore you. After aU, I ou^t to know. She’s 

my mother. 

Rosemary: I know, darling. That’s just it. 


Paul * The only thing you’ve got to be afraid of is that very soon, 
if we’re not careful, she’ll settie down to tell you what I was like when 
I was cutting my first teeth or going down with whoopmg cou^ 

Rosemary: Oh-I don’t mind that. In fact. I’d love to know what 
you were like when you were tiny. That’s the point about being m 
love. You want to know all about the other person. 

Paul: I’d hate to know about you at the age of two. I wish 
mother’d hurry up. Though we were rather early. 


Rosemary (nervously): I think sne s nere. 

He gives her a reassuring pat and she gives him a rather 
guick smile. Helen now enters as Paul’s mother, wearmg different 
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dress, grey wig, spectacles perhaps, and proceeds to give a per- 
formance as a solemn matron. 

Helen: I’m so sony. Well, Paul! {Smiles and he kisses her cheek 
lightly.) 

Paul: Mother, this — is Rosemary. 

The two women smile, but stare hard at each other. 

Helen {with marked change to effusive tone): Well, well, well! So 
this is Rosemary. {Shakes her head and smiles at Rom m \ry.) You’ve 
given me a real surprise, my dear. I’d begun to think Paul was a 
bom bachelor. And now — here you are. {Embraces and kisses 

Rosemary.) 

Rosemary {shyly): Yes— and — I’m very, ver>' happ\ . 

Helen: I’m sure you are. And I know Paul is too. 

Paul: Tremendously happy. Mother. 

Helen {smiling): And if he’s happy, you may be sure I am, having 
spoilt him all his life. 

Rosemary {smiling): He doesn’t seem very spoilt. 

Paul {very playfully): Just you wait! Eh, Mother? 

Helen {archly): Yes, indeed. Though I may be able to show 
Rosemary one or two little tricks — to keep you in order. 

Mime talk between Helen and Rosemary. All three smile at 
each other, rather fatuously. 

Philip {across to Joyce): Oh— Lord. I hate this dialogue. 

Joyce: I know. Loathsome! But it’s about what they’d say. 

Enter William breezily in make-up as before as Rosemary’s 
father. 


William: Well, well, well! Here we are, then. 

Rosemary {astounded): But— Father— what are you doing here? 
Paul: This is a surprise, sir. 


Helen {after glaring at William): My surprise this time. 

William: Yes, yes, quite right. Her surprise. Most amusing! 
Paul: Yes — but — how did you ? 


William {bluffly): Oh, your mother’ll 

Helen {after another glare at William) 
father and I are old friends. 


William {bluffly): That’s right. Old-old 

Hbi^: So I told him over the telephone 
ind give you both a surprise. 

William: And here I am, giving you a sur 
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I expect Rosemarv and your mother will have Iocs to talk about— 
so suppose we leave 'em to it. Eh? 

No, no. You men stay here wiiik I take Roscmarv with 
me and get to know her properly. {Takes Rqsem.xry s arm',) Vm 
sure you must have a lot to say to each other. 

They turn to go together. 

^ ^ cs, jes, naturally. Young man marrving mv 

only daughter. 

Helen : es, weU — have a nice intimate man’s tall together. Come 
along, Rosemary. 

« omen go out. Willlxm and Palx sit on sofa. Both men look 
stiff and ztncomfortable and should be deliberately wooden in atti- 
rude and speech. 

Willlxm: Humph! All right to smoke? 

Palx: Oh — yes, of course. Sorry. Cigarette? 

’^'ILLLAM (producing case)-. No thanks. Never smoke ’em. Cigar? 

PaIX: No thanks. Can’t cope with cigars. \Msh I cotikL 

Both men light up and look straight in front of them throughout 
follo-Hing dialogue, which should be slow and Mooden. 

Welllam: I used to smoke a lot of cigars one time. 

Palx: Did you? 

William: Yes, I did. Used to get 'em b%' the thousand direct from 
Cu'oa. Wonderful cigars. 

Palx: FU bet they were. Best place for cigars, of course. 
Wuxlam: Onh' place for cigars, really. 

Palx (jiause'): Know much about the South .African market, sir? 
Welllam: No. Never touch it. Why? 

Palx: Nothing really. Just wondered. Client of mine seems to 
have made a lot out of it, that's all. 

Welllam : I believe you can. Must be in the know, thou^. (P ause .) 
D you ever go out af^ wild duck ? 

Palx: No. Friend of mine does. 

Wilixam: Does he? {Pause.) ^*hat's his name ? 

Palx: Sanderson. 

Weujam: Not old Billy Sanderson, used to be out in Mala?^? 
Palx: No, this chap’s about my age. In the City. He’s very keen 

on wild duck. {Pause.) 

W nriA W! It's a wonderful sport. {Pause.) 

Palx: I tried mv hand at trout — trout last year. 
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William: Did you? {Pause.) Dry fly? 
Paul: Yes. 


William: I never could get on with it. Needs too much practice 
for me. 

Paul: Does really. I wasn’t much good. 

William: No, neither was I. {Pause.) 

Helen now appears outside rostrum. If practicable she should 
look her ordinary self. 

Helen {scornfully): A nice intimate man’s talk together, eh? Just 
like two people made out of wood, sitting there grunting at each other ! 
What do you think you’re doing? 

WnxiAM {to Paul, hands his cigar to him to hold for a moment) : 
Excuse me a moment, my boy. 

Paul {who doesn't see Helen) : Certainly. 

He remains in wooden attitude, while William comes forward 

to talk to Helen. He takes off his wig and moustache to show that 
he is now his ordinary self. 

William: What’s the matter? 

Hei^: Is that your idea of a nice intimate talk between a father 
and his prospective son-in-law? 

William: Yes. 

{indignantly): But-it’s just nothing. Cigars and wld 

duck! 


WiLUAM : A bit impersonal, of course. 

Helen: A bit impersonal! 

WmjAM: You can see the reason, can’t you? 

Helen: No, I can’t. 

William: Just shows how insensitive you women are. 
Helen {r^hasi): What? 


Wil^ (aw/7y): Yes, insensitive. We can’t get up to your 


Helen: Who wants you to display your 

William: The fact is, we’re shy. 

Helen: But what is there to be shy abo 

William; This biology we’re suddenly 
because very soon he’s going to take my 
a bedroom with her. And I’m shy because 
Helen: Yes. 
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WiLLUM : We’re the shy sex, you know. Always ware. Now Ffl 
get back and finish this off. 

Puts on moustache and wig and goes back to sofa, Paul 

back cigar. The two men play just in same manner as ^ore. 

William settles down in middle of sofa. Heun goes out to cfut^e 
back into Paul's mother. 

Paul: How do you like this car you’re trying? 

William: Very comfortable, but find her a bit sluggish so for. 
Paul: Engine needs r unnin g in, eh? 

William: Probably. But don’t think she’s very nippy. (Pmcie.) 
You fairly busy now? 

Paul: Yes. We’re competing for that big Bi rmingham job, 
William: Hope you get it. 

Paul: We stand a fair chance. But that’s really my partner’s 
pigeon. 

William : Yes. I suppose you’ll manage to get away all right affi» 
the — er — ^wedding? 

Paul: Yes. I’ve fixed that all right. Hope to manage a month. 

William: Good! Any idea where you’re going? 

Paul : Not quite decided yet. Might motor across France and end 
up at the Italian lakes. 

William: Good trip. Sorry I can’t be with you. (Guffaws awk- 
wardly.) 

They look at each other. Paul laughs awkwardly. 

(Shy and solemn now.) I know you’ll try and make her happy, my boy. 
Paul : It won’t be my fault if she isn’t, sir. 

William: No doubt. Won’t be hers, though. Happiest little tl^ 
you ever saw. Not like some of ’em, always whinmg and moping. 
Miss her, y’know, my boy. Miss her like the devil. However, there 

it is, there it is. 

Paul and William rise. Helen as Paul's mother and Ross- 
MARY enter. They look happy and thick as thieves. 

Helen (gaily) : Now, you two. I know you’re having a wondeifid 
talk and telling one another all your secrets. Don’t stop. But Aere 
are drinks in your room, Paul, and I thought you’d like to go along 

there. 

Willum: Good idea. 

Paul: Yes, rather. How’s it going, Rosemary? 

Rosemary: Grand! 

Helen : Passed with honours, didn’t you, dear? Now, off you go. 
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The men go out, William to change back at once to ordinary 
self. As Paul passes Rosemary he pats her arm. The tw o women 
get into a feminine huddle, very confidential and close, and talk ini; 
rapidly. 

Helen: Yes, dear, I think you’re very wise to take a nice little flat 
at first. 

Rosemary: 1 thought a little flat would be best, at first. After- 
wards of course 

Helen: Afterwards, of course, when you've settled down properly 
then perhaps Paul might build you a house about twenty or thiri> 
miles out. {Looks to her and smiles.) But at first, I know you’ll both 
be happier in some convenient little flat in town. Paul's very fond 
of the country, of course 

Rosemary: I am too. I love the country. 

Helen: I’m sure you do. And of course for young children 1 thinly 

the country’s perfect. But you’ve no need to think about that yet. 

(Smiles.) In the meantime, you’re quite right to want a nice little 
flat. Not a service flat, eh? 

Rosemary: No, I don’t think so. 

Helen: Saves trouble with maids, of course. And cooks. 

Rosemary: But they’re so terribly expensive, aren’t they? 

Helen: Most of the ones I know are, but there may be cheaper 

ones now, though what the food and service will be like 1 don’t know . 

And Paul’s rather fastidious about food, you know. Which reminds 

me, Rosemary, don’t try and make Paul give up his club. 1 know 
he’s so fond of it. 


Rosemary: Oh— I wouldn’t dream of it. Of course not 

want to see other men. But I thought if we had a nice little flat 
where fairly central 


He’ll 

somc- 


Helen: O 

at first, t han 
central. If 
course 
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WnxjAM; Why what’s wrong. 

Helen: We have to be two different characters soon — 
wedding reception 

WiLUAM: Oh, have we? That’s all right. I shall be Ma 
back from the East and an old friend and admirer of th 
trouble about that. 

William exits. 

en: Now, Joyce dear, I think we ought to show Pai 
mary just for a minute before the wedding. Something 
young — touching 

Joyce (risir^): Yes. 

Helen: A rainy evening in Spring— wet lilac— and the 
ing her upturned 

Philip (rising) : T 

Helen: Essential. 

Helen exits. 

Joyce: Chopin I think. 

Philip: Certainly. One of the Nocturnes? 

Joyce: No. The Fantasy Impromptu Middle Section. 

All right, but don’t go wrong with the triplets in the lefi 

JoYa: No of course not. Yes, Chopin coming through some 
mystenoK h^ted wmdow. Didn’t you always think, when you were 

^ something magical about those houses where 
somebody was playing a piano? 

Philip: No. I didn’t 

JSrJJ’i • >«<1 ■» feel there mua be somelhine 

temUyspe^ about the people la that house— that they were livinf 

beaS ‘Wnl big, 

W r/„o,plo« /e/r.) 

WeU I thmk « re aU set. LighU. (SlVs o, ptoo „g*,) 

KosEifARY: Darling! 

Paul: What, darling? 

Rosbuary: The lilac. 
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Paul: Yes, marvellous. 

Softly the Chopin music begins. They listen 
Rosemary: Chopin. Perfect! 

Paul: Perfect. Only three days now, darling. 
Rosemary: Only three days. 

Paul: I love you. 

Rosemary : I love you. 


They kiss, the moonlight spot fades. They exit. 

The Pianists begin a quiet amusir^ version of the WedlBng 
March. The first Pianist comes up to full strength as the Baaing 
comes up too. Hie curtoan is drawn to reveal the irmer stage wet 
as comer of a large room where wedding reception is being Indd. 
There are one or two small tobies, with champc^yte, glasses, food, 
etc. A lot of noise off, both direct and recorded — chatter, noise 
of plates and glasses. 

Helen enters as Mrs. de Folyat, a handsome vivacious mdow 
of about thirty-five with an intense arch manner, with chaewpoffte 
glass in her hand. 

William now enters as Major George Spanner, a mUttary rather 
wooden, bronzed man about forty, who is slightly tight in a rather 
depressed fashion, and is also busy renwving bits of confetti from 

his clothes. 

Helen (shouting): I beg your pardon? 

William (shouting: Sorry. What did you say? 

Helen (as before): I said “I beg your pardon . 

William (as before): Certainly — cCTtainly 

Helen : What time is it? 

Wdluam: Sorry— can’t hear you. 

Helen (top of her voice) : I said— What time is it? 

It happens as she says this that the noise has suddenly stopp^ 
so that it sounds very loud indeed. William glances susptaousty 

at her before looking at his watch. 

William: Twenty to four. 

Helen: What a ghastly htrar! Let ma see, aient yoo Mgiof 


Spanner? 

William: Yes. Sorry- I don’t remembw-— 

Helen: No, we weren’t introduced. Somebody pomlcd you 

to me. I’m Mrs. de Folyat. 

William: Oh yes. How d’you do? 

Helen: Do you think it all went off very well. 
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Whuam: Suppose so. No judge really. Don’t care for all this 
business. Beastly functions. 

Helen: Definitely. Let me see, you’re out East, aren’t you? 

William: Yes. {Pause.) Rubber. 

Helen: That must be wonderful. 

Helen is waving off to somebody again. 

William: It was once. But ever since the bottom dropped out of 
the market it’s been terrible. 

Helen {with vague enthusiasm): Yes, but the life there — the colour, 
the romance, the mystery! The temple bells. The sense of eternity. 
Do you practise yoga? 

William {horrified): Good lord! — No! I’m not in India by the 
way. Straits Settlements. Fifteen hundred miles away from India. 

Helen: Is it really? But then I suppose it’s all much bigger out 
there than one imagines. 

William: Oh — enormous. People here have not the faintest notion. 

They ask me to look up fellas who are two thousand miles away from 
my place. 

Helw {who has been glancing about her): Do they really? I wonder 
why? 


She waves as if good-bye to some people who are leaving and 
makes this very big. 

William {disturbed and looking to where she is waving): Well, 

because they don’t reahse these fellas are two thousand miles 
away. 

Helen {confidentially): I think I shall slip away now. This seems 
a good chance. {She comes forward to front of rostrum.) 

WiLL^ {with a quick glance round): Yes, rather. I was just going 
out. Jom you, I think. 

He joins Hh^n. The curtains close. Once outside they halt, 

relieved, ^ if they had sneaked out of a hotel room. It is now 
presumed they are in a street. 

Hel^ {taking deep breath): Ah!-it’s so good to be in the fresh 
air again. 

^^illiam: Yes. Frightful row in there. Hate those scrimmages. 


Helen {archly): Are you bride or bridegroom? 

William {ostoimdedy pause): What? 

Helen: I mean, one of her friends or one of his? 

Whuam: Oh, one of hers. Don’t know him at ah. Known little 
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Rosemary since she was a child. Friend of the family. Rosemaiy’s 
grown lip to be a very fine girl. 

Helen: Has she? Taxi! 


William {with genuine enthusiasm)-. Yes, decidedly. No doubt 
about that. Wey bridge is a very lucky fella. Hope he realises it. 

Helen: Major Spanner, I do believe {Breaks off.) 

William {intimidatingly wooden)-. What? 

Helen : No, no, I don’t know you well enough. I mustn’t say it. 
As a matter of fact I don’t know her at all. And I’ve only recently 
met Paul Weybridge. He’s an architect, you know. 

William: Yes, so I gather. 

Helen: And a very clever one. He’s been adding a wing to my 
little place in the country, quite brilliantly. 

William: He has, has he? Taxi! {Waving his stick.) 

Helen: I couldn’t help thinking it a pity that a man who has 
obviously such a tremendous future should go and 

William: What? 


Helen: Now, now. Major Spanner, you mustn’t tempt me to be 
indiscreet. 

William {bewildered)-. Didn’t know I was doing so. 

Helen: Besides, it’s quite clear I can’t expect any sympathy 
from you. 

William {stiffly) : Now look here, Mrs. de Folyat, if you’re suggest- 
ing he oughtn’t to have married because his wife isn’t good enough 

for him 

Helen: Now I never said that. I merely hinted that perhaps 
William: Because if so. I’ll give you my opinion, as a man who s 
seen a good deal of the world. 

Helen: And what is your opinion. Major Spanner? 

William {stiffly) : That that little girl— Rosemary— is worth ten of 
him— yes, ten of him. Taxi! Ah, got it. This one, I think. 

They step off rostrum and exit. 

Lights dim and music begins with final theme of the Act. Curtains 
open to reveal inner stage set as balcony of hotel m Sout^m 
Lrope. Moonlight spot comes on. Back of 

music plays softly bffore they speak, and continues softly 
throughout. 
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Rosemary: I feel that you and the night are almost one: 

I seem as near to you ^\hen I stare into the night. 
Losing myself in the green ivory world 
The moon has carved, as when I felt your heart 
Dividing each precious moment with my own ! 

And when you are so close my eyes have lost you 
To my lips, I seem to float in the wide night 
And behind my eyelids rises another moon. 

Paul {after a pause): 

Men are restless and nearly always alone. 

Going off in pursuit, nosing along a trail. 

Following a rumour of gold to the waterless hills . 
Now here comes to an end for me many a trail 
That never had a thought in it of women and love. 
Now there is nothing I wish to find. 

He puts his arms round her. 

Rosemary: There should be words that ring our joy like bells. 

But I know none. There is sorrow in all words. 

Paul: If my heart still drums it is to stop my ears. 

Because even to-night from somewhere beyond the 
moon 

Still roars into the abyss the cataract of time. 

Rosemary: Then take hold of this night and keep it fast 

Never, never forget it. 

Paul: I shall not forget. 

He holds her against him, and she leans her head against h 
shoulder. Helen enters dressed as herself. 

Helen {in happy excitement ) : 

Now I’m a woman too, and not a mere voice. 

And blast all supercilious commentating: 

Come on, give me that Mediterranean moon. 

And the right man, and I too can kiss 
And rave the very stars out of the blue. 

Moonlight comes full on her too now. She calls sharply. 
you idiot! 


Then in soft cajoling tone. 

h, BUI, my sweet, come on! 

William enters as himself 

^iiUAU{in fine form): Andhei 
>01 it and spread it, boys. Ah, 


moonshine 


moonlight fidl on him, he looks across at Helen 
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God, what a night! And Helen — ^what a girl. 

Hblen: You fat, conceited and adorable fool. You’ve Pad and 
Rosemary to thank for this. 

William {grandly) '. And Adam and Eve and the angel who gome- 
times nods. 

Helen : And lets us slip imder his sword at Eden’s Gate. 

Music, pause, 

Paul: Rosemary! 

Rosemary: Paul! 

Music, pause. 

Joyce: Philip! 

Philip: Joyce! 

Music, pause. 

Helen {the light spreading to them): William! 

Music, pause. 

William: Helen! 

They crash into triianphant music. Paul and Rosemary are 
close together. Helen and William extend their arms to each 
other. Philip and Joyce stare happily (wross as they play. 

End of Act One 
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Philip and Joyce begin playing a fairly brisk overture. After about 
a minute and a half of it, however, it begins to flag and suddenly 
Joy CE stops altogether and looks angry. After plodding a bar or 
two by himself, Philip also stops. Joyce rises. 

Philip: What’s the matter? 

Joyce {angrily)-. You know very well what’s the matter. 

Philip: I don’t. 

Joyce: Of course you do. 

Philip {annoyed now)-. I tell you I don’t. All I know is that you 
suddenly stopped playing. 

Joyce: And I stopped playing because I couldn’t stand it any 
longer. 

Philip: Couldn’t stand what? 

Joyce: Couldn’t stand the sight of you there, obviously with no 
interest ^diatever in wdiat we were playing, just bored and not making 
any effort to hide it I suppose if it had been Margery Walker you’d 
been playing with, your eyes would have been half out of your head 
and you’d have been bouncing all over your piano. 

Philip {with irritating air of patience, rises): Would you mind 
teffing me what on earth Mar^ Walker has to do with it? 

Joyce: Oh — don’t be so pompous! 

ftBUP {with same manna): I’m not being pompous. I’m merely 
asking a reasonable question. What has 

Joyce {furiously): Oh— shut up! 

Pmup {with injured dignity, sits): Certainlv. Certainly. Only too 
dehgfated. 


He brings out of his far pocket a copy of a newspaper a 
ostentatiously leans back and buries himself behind it. 

Joyce {after a moment) : How you can sit there— pretending 
a newspaper ! ® 

PHUff {with irritating air of calm) : I’m not pretending to 
^ ^dmg. I notice here, for instance, that a man called W 

has Jim found on his estate several Roman coins. The coins 
were in an excellent state of ’ 

Jfora: I haven’t the least desire to hear anything abou 
ndiciikius coins. 


1 473 ] 



THE PLAYS OF J. B. PRIESTLEY 

She goes back to fier piano and sits. 

JP: TharJ: vou! 


He begins reading again. She looks across at him in angry 
despair. W llllvM now eniers smoking a pipe and carrying a copy 

oj The Times. He looks rather grumpy. Joyce brightens up at 
the sight of him. 

Joyce: Hello, ’William I 
W illiam {not interested)-. HeUo! 

Joyce {with forced brightness): Any news? 

W’elllam (beginning to open pcq>er)-. I haven’t really looked at the 
paper yet. 


don’t mean in the paper. I mean, 
(blankly): Me? Oh — no — nothing 



He sits and begins reading his paper. Joyce looks in despair 
from him to Philip and then plays sereral hideously- so%mding 
chords. W'lLLLVM and Phiup together appear from behind their 
papers and look at her Mith silent reproach. They begin reading 
again. Helen enters, briskly and cheerfully. 

Helen (crossirtg over to W’illlam): William! 

William (looking up without interest): Yes, my pwt? 

Helen (rather like a guide- lecturer): Pay attentiorL Now, we’re 
•ins forward several years in the history of Paul and Rosemary, 
ist time we saw them, you remember, they were on their honey- 
moon. Five or six > ears have passed since then. Rosemary has had 
a babv, now a very nice little boy between three and four, called Rotai. 

Philip: He doesn’t come into this, does he? I mean, you don’t 
show us little Robin bringing his parents together again in the end, 

do you? 

jIelen’ (seyerelv): No, of course not. 1 ou see that sort of thing 
at the films , not here. 

Philip: Yes, dear, I know, bat when you said they now had a nice 
link boy, I began to be worried. 

Helen: You needn’t wony. And by the way, Tm not realh' talking 

to vou, I’m talking to William. 

William (looking up blankly from paper): Yes, my love, I m 

listening. , , . 

- Move vcur chair round a bit or you won t see anything- 

illlnm : Certainly, certainh . (Mores his stool behind piano, pre- 

pariMg to rctid agtsitS) 

Helen • So now, after missing these first years of marriage, we now 
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find Paul and Rosemary comfortably settled in London. And here 
is an average evening. 

Curtains open to disclose inner set, as corner of a sitting-room. 
Paul is buried in the evening paper, while Rosemary is fidgeting 
between writing a letter, doing a little sewing and reading a book. 
Both are rather more mature than when we saw them last. William 
and Philip are also reading their newspapers and pay no attention 
whatever to the scene, to the disgust of Helen and Joyce. 

Rosemary {after pause) : I saw Diana Ferguson this morning. 

Paul (muttering): Don’t know her. 

Rosemary: Yes, you do know her. She says she's expecting her 
husband back from India at the end of the month. 

Paul merely grunts. She looks at him in disgust, then tries again. 

Rosemary: They’re taking a house in South Devon for his leave. 
Then she wants to go back with him this time. And I must say I 
don’t blame her. Do you? (Pause. Waits for a reply and doesn't 
receive one, keeping her temper with some difficulty.) Is there an>ihing 
particularly interesting in that paper, dear ? 

Paul (blankly, looking up): What? — no. 

Curtains close. 

Helen now notices that William is not looking at all. 

Helen: William, you’re the limit! 

She goes over to him and snatches the paper away from him. 
He stares at her in blank astonishment. 

William: Now don’t be silly, Helen. I’m reading that paper. 

Helen: You were, but now you’ve stopped. I don’t believe you 
noticed Paul and Rosemary at all, did you? 

William: Well, I’ll tell you 

Helen: Did you? 

William: No, I didn’t. 

Helen: You were too busy staring at that newspaper. What’s 
m it. 


William: Nothing. Absolutely nothing to-day. Very dull. 

Helen: I take the trouble to show you Paul and Rosemary ha vine 
a typical eveninc 


^njJAU (warmmg as he goes along): Yes, yes, but I don’t want to 
see them. Let s leave them alone. That’s what’s the matter with the 
world now. Everybody interfering with everybody else. Everybody 
^tmg 1^0 know what everybody else is doing and saying and think- 
mg. Nobody s left alone. Not for a single half-hour is anybody left 
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atone. Well, I say, leave them alone. Refuse to inHiii| ,i> ^ IUb 
universal idiotic and shameless curiosity. Just hstnA iw. mv 
will you? 


Helen: Why? It’s only crammed with information a lMB it 
people, news of somebody else’s business, all arranged (hmub paper, 
which she has crumpled, back to William) to satisfy an idifft ir and 
shameless curiosity. 


William (with cold dignity and folding his newspfqter): It*s one 
ing to acquaint yourself with what is happening in the world and 
lite another thing to poke your nose into other people’s private 
fairs. However, if you won’t see it, you won’t. (Change of taae) 
ow, 1 suppose you want me to have a look at this pair of yours, 
veral years after marriage, just to show me how dissatisfied she is. 


Helen: If you’d seen and heard' 

William: I saw and heard enough. She’s not really dksatiafied 
with him — ^although she thinks she is — but she’s dissatisfied because 
she can’t have her cake and eat it 


Helen (cutting in, vehemently): If there’s one thing I loathe i 
at bit of misery about not being able to have your cake and eat 


Philip 


William: Yes. So she’ll begin taking her dissatisfaction 
m. And it’s not his fault. 


Helen and Joyce: Of course 


Helen: Just stuck there, with his head in the paper. 

William: But he has to read the paper some time and probnUy 
it happens that’s he’s been busy all day. 

Helen: And probably not. But that’s not the point. The point is 
he’s beginning to treat her as if she weren’t really there. All slw 
wants is a little politeness, a little interest, a 

William (cutting in coolly, puts pipe in his mouth and newspe^ 
under his anti): I know what she’d Uke. Now I’ll show you. (cfe 

claps his hands^ 

Curtains open to same scene as before. 

Rosemary (sitting eating chocolates): I saw Diana Ferguson this 


morning. . , , 

Paul (putting aside paper at once) : Did you. darhng? When s her 

husband coming on leave from India? 

Rosemary: At the end of the month. 


Paul (brightly astonished): No! 
Rosemary: Yes. She’s awfully exci 
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Paul: Of course. He must be too. I know I'd be almost off my 
head with excitement if we’d been separated so long. They ought to 
a furnished house somewhere for his leave. 

Ro^mary {triumphantly): That’s just what they have done. In 
South Devon. 

Paul: In South Devon? Oh, they ought to have a grand time 
there. I know we should. {They lean to each other and smile.) 

Rosemary: She wants to go back with him this time. And I must 
say I don’t blame her. Do you ? 

Paul: No, I don’t. Just imagine if it were us. How lucky we are 
to be able to be together without either of us making any sacrifices. 
{Blows kiss to her.) 

Rosemary: Yes, darling. {After smiling at him) But I’m keeping 
you from your newspaper. 

Paul: Oh no. {Throws newspaper o\er his shoulder.) I’d much 
rather have a good talk about us, and especiallj about you. {Leans 
forward, regarding her lovingly ard kisses her.) 

Curtains close. 

Wuxiam: And that’s quite enough of that. Now, Helen, that’s 
what she’d like — or what she thinks she’d like, and, honestly, what 
do you think of it? 

Helen: I’ve always tried to be honest with you. Bill, haven’t 1? 
William: Except when we’re quarrelling — ^yes. 

Helen: So, I’ll admit that for an ordinary conversation — not a 

special occasion, mind you, making it up or celebrating an anni- 
versary — 

William: No, no — an ordinary conversation at the conjugal hearth. 

Helen: It did strike me as being a wee bit fatuous and sickly. 

Wuxiam: Exactly. Like sitting dowm after dinner and eating two 
pounds of chocolate creams. 

Hei^: But it isn’t the absence of that stuff that is making her 

feel dissatisfied. What she feels is that he’s beginning to be bored 
with her. 

William: Now why? A man comes home tired at the end of a 
hard day, and naturally he wants to take it easy and 

Helen. Yes, y^, we know all about that, and even women can 
understand it, seeing that they often have even harder days and aren’t 
allowed to take it easy and sprawl and yawn in every body’s face. Bu t 
what infuriates a wife is this sort of thing. 

Helen exits. 
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\N illiam; What sort of thina? 

Joyce ; Watch and you'll see, William. 

Curtams open to same scene. Rosemary is reading a book 
this time. 

Rose^lary; And I must say I don’t blame her. Do you? (Pause 
as before.') Is there anything particularly interesting in that paper, 
dear? 

Paul (looking up blankly): What? No. (Half stifles a yawi and 
returns to reading.) 


Roseslary (after another pause): Did an\thing amusing happen at 
the office to-day, Paul? 

Paul (indifferently): No, can’t remember anything. 

Sl\e looks at him despairingly but he doesn't even see it. After 
another pause, to establish atmosphere of boredom, Helen marches 
in, looking very trim and ga}\ 

Helen (briskly): Hello, Rosemary. ’Lo, Paul! Just looked in to 
ask you about Saturday. 

Pali: Saturday by aU means, Helen. By the way, a most amusing 
thing happened at the office this morning. We've got a new client, 
a hits. Dowson, who’s actually very rich, but looks a queer, shabby 
old thing. We've also got a new charlady whose name happ>ens to be 
Mrs. Rowston. (Laughs.) Well, this morning this Mrs. Rowston 
comes in for the first time, and of course the clerk thinks the name 
she gives is Mrs. Dowson, treats her svith enormous politeness, can't 
understand why she keeps mumbling something about cleaning and 
keeps apologising abjectly because my partner and I aren’t about. 

He laughs, so does Helen. Rosemary does not laugh. 

Helen (clearly forcing her appreciation) : What a priceless thing to 
happen ! 

Rose>lary: It doesn’t amuse me very much, somehow. The only- 
difference between the two women was that one had a lot of money 
and the other hadn’t any. And I don’t think that’s funny. 

Palx; Oh — nonsense, Rosemary. (Pats her on the shoulder.) That s 


taking it altogether too seriously. 

Helen: Did you read that extraordinary case of the woman who 
had two flats and Uved a completely different life in them? 

Paul (eagerly): Y’es. I was just reading about it now. Fascinating 
business. I don’t think she was mad though, do you? 

Helen : No. I believe there was a man in it somewhere. 


Rosenlary : Where is this woman? 


Helen : In aU the papers to-day. 
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Rosemary (fo Paul): And you said there wasn't anything in- 
teresting in the paper you were reading. 

Helen (in ordinary tone): All right, Rosemary , I think that's enough. 
You see, that’s what I mean. If a man’s tired, all right, let him bj 
tired. It’s a bit dull for wives, who’ve been messing about at home 
all day, if husbands come back in the evening fit for nothing but 
sprawling and yawning. 

Rosemary: But we’ll make the best of it so long as they are 
genuinely tired, and not simply bored. But you saw what happened. 
As soon as another woman, an attractive woman, of course, came 
in, he was up and sparkling, trying to be amusing, ready to show off 
as hard as he could 

Paul: I really can’t see that just because I show a little ordinary 
politeness to a friend — a friend of yours as well as mine — you should 
work yourself up into a jealous fiiry. 

Rosemary: I wasn’t jealous, and it just shows how stupid you are 
to imagine I was. I was armoyed because you could take the trouble 
to entertain Helen when you’d just proved very plainly you couldn't 
be bothered to entertain me. 

Wexiam (whistles and beckons them up to him): I see the point. 
Helen: He sees the point. (To audience) We're getting on. 

William (turning to Philip): But after all, when somebody calls, 

you have to exert yourself a little, for the sake of ordinarv social 
decency 

Philip: And I agree (He breaks off because both women are 

shaking their heads.) 

Rosemary. I must say, William, I expected something better than 
that from you 

Paul (bitterly): Not from me, of course, being only y our husband. 

William: “A wife”, said Dostoevsky', after covering himself wfth 

glory at a shooting gallery, when his wife had been angry' with him 

for trying to shoot at all — “A wife,” he obsers’ed profoundly “is the 
natural enemy of her husband.” 

Paul: And I know exactly what he means. 

Philip: So do I and I wish I didn’t. 

H^: And I never heard anything more ridiculous. I'm sur- 
prised at you, William , 

Rosemary: So am I. 

Joyce: I thought he was intelligent. 

William: I am intelligent and so was Dostoevsky. 
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Rosemary {bitterly): The point is, having another woman he 
was no longer bored. 

Helen ; Perfectly obvious and perfectly maHHftning 

Joyce {rising): Haven’t we all seen it over and over again? 

PfflLiP {also rising angrily) : Because you’re so childish. You want 
everything at once. 

Paul: You can’t have it both ways. 

William : Y ou can’t have your cake and eat it. 

Joyce {angrily): Oh — stop talking rot! 

Rosemary {angrily): What can’t we have both ways? 

Helen {angrily) : Oh — don’t begin about that cake. 

The men all laugh together at this. The women have all spoken at 
once, they give each other apologetic little smiles and apologise 
profusely to each other. Then glare at the men. The women have 
drifted back and grouped themselves round the piano left. The 
men begin speaking at once. 

Philip: It’s perfectly simple and I’ll explain. 

Paul : What I mean by not having it both ways is 

William : Wanting to have your cake and eat it means this 

The women all laugh as the men did at this. The men stop and 
apologise in a hearty, masculine style to each other. 

Philip: Sorry, old man! You were going to say ? 

Paul: Not at all, old boy. My fault. Interrupted you both. 

The men group themselves round and lean against piano right ; 
they remain in a huddle. 

William: That’s all right, my dear fellow. You go ahead. 

Joyce {in dry, hard tone): Lord help us! When you take a^good 
cool look at them, you wonder why you ever bother. They’re so 
damned idiotic. {Savagely burlesquing them) No, not at all, old man. 

Go on, old boy. Urr! 

Philip : One of us had better speak for the lot. 

William: Good idea! What about you, Paul? 

Paul: No, you’re the chap, William. Your job, old boy. 

William {muttering): All right, old boy. 

Helen {coolly) : They’re like schoolboys who’ye been aUo^ to 
sit up late and guzzle and swill as much as they liked and so have aU 

gone to seed. 

Rosbmary: They don't even try-^ we do-to keep yonng outade 
while letting themselves grow older inside. 
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Helen; Just overgroiMi, sagging, ruined schoolboys. 

WnxiAM {rising slowly): Ladies, after we have fallen in love with 
you we feel that existence would be intolerable it you are not by our 
sides, so we marry you. What happens then? 

Rosemary: You take us for granted and are bored. 

William: That is how you see it, but not how we see it. 


Philip and Paul: Hear, hear! 

William: You are now associated in our minds with Home, with 
relaxation, with shppered ease, wth all the cosy humdrum of domestic 
life, with lazy chit-chat 

Joyce (bitterly): And sprawling and yawning. 

William: If necessary, yes, with sprawling and yawning. With 
you we feel w'e need no longer pretend, for we are at home. There 
is something in most women, however, that feels itself defeated by 
the ease and familiarity of marriage. (He stands on stool and assumes 
the air and deportment of a political speaker.) It is not that you dislike 
the cosy domesticity, the slippers and dressing-gown atnutsphere. But 
at any moment w'hen you feel so inclined you think y ou are entitled 
to be regarded as a penon clean outside this atmosphere, a strange, 
exciting creature, a figure of romance. 

Rosemary (pointing to William): But that’s the point. We are 
strange, exciting creatures and w'hat’s wrong with you men is that 
you stop thinking we are, and then you diminish us. We grow angry 
because there is a light in us and you will no longer let it shine for you. 

She returns to the piano. 

Paul: But the light has been turned into the domestic lamp and 
firelight. Your trouble is you want to be courted as well as married. 

Helen: And why not? 

Wiluam: Because — and this is one of the cakes you can't both 

have and eat— to our way of thinking one relationship cancels out 

the other. Husbands take wives for granted. Of course they do. 

They married them in order to take them for granted. But w ives take 

husbands for granted just as much, and that^ ladies and eentlcmen, 
is our case. 


WnxuM drops off stool. Philip shakes him by the hand, Pat 

does the same. They go into a huddle round the piano ai^ain. 

Rosemary: It doesn’t suit women to be taken for granted. [Sta/nps 
her foot.) It withers them. 

Joyce sits at the piano and plays a few mournful chords. 

Helen: What’s that? 

Joyce: It’s the beginning of a lament for women. 
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JoYCL plays very softly throughout women's speeches, 

Helen {grouped near Joyce with Rosemary): Who was the last to 
enter the Paradise of Eden— and the first out? 

Rosemary ; The fool who can light up at a single kind word and 
bleed at a glance. 

Joyce: Who buys a new hat and hopes against hope. 

Helen {in a grander style and going up on to centre of rostrum) : 1 
sing— after the manner of Walt Whitman, who nevenhelcss, has 
always seemed to me an insufferable old bore— 1 chant the theme 
Woman. Not Woman and the joys of the open road, for no woman 
ever had an open road. All roads are narrow, dark, bristling and 
dangerous to a woman. Not Woman and the happiness of loafing, 
hanging about, watching other people w'ork and producing nothing 
but noble platitudes, because no woman is allowed — by herself or 
by anybody else — to indulge in such idle antics. 

Some men are handsomely paid and kept in comfort to prove and 
preach that the ultimate force in the universe is nothing but Love, 
and they may or may not beUeve it. But all women, even the stupidest 
and ugliest that nobody cares about, act as if this were true. {Comes 
down to piano and leans against it.) And much good it does them. 

Rosemary: It is terrible to be a woman and know in your heart 
how dependent you are upon other people, how you wait and wait 
for some fool of a man, who doesn’t happen to have anything better 
to do, to bring you completely to life. 

Joyce: There are too many of us, that’s the trouble. 

Rosemary: A hurried, indifferent kiss, a hint of a yawn, from some 
man who isn’t really very different from millions of other men, and 
ice is packed round your heart. 

Joyce: What we need is ice packed round our heads. {Finish of 


music.) 

Helen: After being a woman, to be a man must be hke having a 
long rest, a sort of convalescence— 

Philip slides into piano chair and interrupts with some loud. 


sharp chords while the women look at him. 

Philip {piano silent): Convalescence! You can t imagine what it s 
like being a man. It’s like this. {Plays some hud, restless, strident 
music.) I tell you— it’s hell. {Plays softly now, but with loud chords 

between speeches.) 

William: In the fields you see the cows staring at nothing wth 
their great soft eyes, placidly grazing and chewing, cosily "manufac- 
turing to-morrow’s milk. Look further, into some lonely field or 

will hear unhanpv snorts and grunts and see a 
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majestic but restless form, a creature passionate and bewildered, with 
a ring through his nose. (Pause.) The Bull! And that is Man. 

Paul (quick leap on to rostrum): Man, fixed for ever in his terrible 
dualism, the war between the spirit and the senses that no woman 
can understand. Man who grasps at the moon, and finds himself 
eating green cheese. Man, who cannot be lulled by the rhythms of 
the fat earth and who is haunted by the Paradise you hardly remember. 

Philip (sadly): After all, it is better to buy a hat and hope a bit 
than to buy dozens of drinks and know there is no hope. 

William: When a pair of lovers declare themselves, one of them 
thinks he is juggling with the sun, moon and stars, while the other 
is busy working out how much it will cost to keep a housemaid in 
one of those nice new bungalows along Elm Avenue. It is safe to 
prophesy which one of these two will come a cropper first. The chaps 
who saw themselves keeping the sun, moon and stars going arc bound 
to come down with a bump. The ladies — God bless them — have 
never left the ground. 

Paul: Man— alternating between Don Quixote and Don Juan 

Philip points to William indicating that the women are not 
listening. 

William (to Paul): I don’t think they’re listening, ray dear fellow. 
Better get back on the job. 

Paul: What? Oh, yes, certainly. (He goes back into the inner 
stage, sits in arm-chair.) 

William (crossing to Helen and Rosemary): Come along, you 
two. Never should have stepped out of the scene like that y’know . 
Spoik the illusion. 

Helen and Rosemary go up on rostrum, take up their former 
positions. 

Helen: I’ll just say good-bye to you both, and then you show how 
annoyed you are with him, and we'll carry on from there. 

Well, I must run along, children. Oh— what about Saturday? 
(Helen and Paul rise.) 

Rosemary (coldly): Paul can go if he likes— but I’m sorry— I can’t. 

Paul: But you said 

Rosemary: I promised to spend the afternoon with Father. You 
go. I’m sure you’ll find it very amusing. 

Heien: Settle it between you and give me a ring, one of you, in 
the morning. ’Bye, darling. 

Rosemary: Good-bye, Helen. 

Paul: I’ll see you out. 
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Paul goes out with Helen. Rosemary now looks furious, takes 
up her book and hurls it down in chair. 

Rosemary (muttering angrilyy. Oh! damn— damn— damn ! 

These get softer as she drops into chair. Paul enters and offers 
her cigarette box. 

Paul (with forced cheerfulness)'. Cigarette, darling? 

Rosemary (very cold and distant ) : No, thany you. 

Paul: Anything the matter? 

Rosemary: No, why should there be? 

Paul: I dunno — just wondered. I thought you were veiy keen 
on going with them on Saturday. 

Rosemary (miles away)-. Did you? 

Paul: Well, you said you were. 

Rosemary: I haven’t the least desire to go with them. I loathe 
the Sunderlands anyhow. I’ve always thought your friend Helen had 
a very queer taste in people. 

Paul (raising his eyebrows)'. My friend Helen now, eh ? 

She does not reply. 

She used to be yom friend too. In fact you knew her before I did. 

Rosemary : I only knew her through William. And I adore William. 
I don’t dislike Helen, but I think she has some very queer Mends 
and I’d just as soon she didn’t bounce in and out like that, even if 
you have to make such a fuss of her. 

"Pkiji. (very innocently)'. Fuss of her! What fuss did I make of her? 

Rosemary: If you join them on Satin-day, you’ll be able to have 
a whole day of it, with funny stories about charwomen and women 
who live in two Mts at once and everything. 

Paul: Look here, I didn’t care tuppence about Saturday but if 
you insist upon taking that tone about it, all right, I am gomg. 

Rosemary: I should. It’ll be a nice change for you after being so 
bored at home. 

Paul (angry now) : Now when have I ever said I was bored at home? 

Rosemary: You didn’t need to say anything. 

Well, what have I done then? What s the matter? 

Rosemary (stormily): Nothing. (Close to tears) Everything. 

She goes out^ we hear loud door-slam. Curtains close. 

Helen : Well, there they are then. 

William: Yes, and I was working out their future. I see tluw 
stages waiting for them. First, a stage of constant and bitter quarrel- 
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ling. Secondly, a stage in which each seeks satisfaction elsewhere. 
Thirdly, a stage of final separation or a real reconciliation and the 

beginning of a decent adult life together. 

Helen; Very good, darling. I couldn t have done it better m\sclf. 

William: You couldn’t have done it as well as I did. 

Helen: Yes I could. Actually, you’ve left out a stage, 'i'ou see, 
with some couples like Paul and Rosemar}', there’s another stage that 
comes before the constant quarrelling; in this period each partner 
finds a friend of the same sex that the other partner ver> much dis- 
likes. It might be called the Unwise Friendship Stage. 

William; You’re right. (To audience) She /5 right, y'know. Vcta 
clever woman. Most men, especially Englishmen, dislike clever 
women, but I like ’em. So long as they’re reasonably good-tempered, 
of course. (Fause.) An fl/waWe clever w oman is an absolute treasure. 
(William takes her hand, brings her downstage.) Thank \ ou. '\'ou’\ e 
probably been w'ondering what our relationship is — haven't you? 
It’s very interesting. And perhaps later on— well, we'll see. { To Helen ) 
You’re dead right, of coune. 

Helen: Rosemary will suddenly become friendly with some 
terrible woman whom Paul can’t stand. 

William; And Paul will pick up a pal who’s poison to Rosemary . 

Helen; It seems accidental — and yet — I don’t know 

William: The subconscious does it, I think. It deliberatelv sinelcs 
out the type that the other partner loathes. (Pause.) Well, it’s up 
to us, I suppose. 

Helen: Certainly. What are you going to be? 

William: I shall be one of those self-made Citv bachelors. Thev're 
always dining in very expensive restaurants and they put up the 
money for bad musical comedies. Wives hate them, because they 
imagine that these fellows have flats somewhere crowded with show- 
girls drinking champagne-cocktails and playing strip poker. 

Helen (interested): And have they? 

Wiluam: No, it’s all an illusion. Nevertheless, the instinct of the 

wives is right, because these chaps are fundamentally anti-domestic 

and try to turn the husbands back into bachelors. That’s me, then. 
And what about you? 

Helen. I shall be Mrs. Ambergate^ — Gloria Ambergatc. I'm 
separated from my husband — he probably cleared out with his lypi'^r 
and now I ve got a dowm on all husbands and am \ery very sorry 
the poor wives. And she’s gone in for New' Thought and Higher 
Thought and Astral Planes and Auras and Vibrations and she sees 
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Paul: Oh — he’s not a bad fellow. 

Rosemary: He’s terrible. And Sybil Stinnes sa>s he has a flat 
crowded with chorus girls all drinking chanipagne-cocktaib. Reall) , 
Paul, I thought you’d better taste than that. 

Paul (irritably): Oh — don’t be so snobbish. Jimmy Mowbra> may 
not be your type 

Rosemary: My type! He's not anybody’s type outside a race- 
course and non-stop variety. He’s 

Paul (cutting in sharply): Jimmy Mowbray’s quite a decent, 
amusing sort of fellow — who might turn out to be a \er\ gon'd 

client 

Rosemary: And then again might not. I wouldn’t trust a man 
like that a yard. Still, I suppose if he wants to turn this house into 
his cocktail-bar I mustn’t complain. 

Paul (unpleasantly): Oh — ^you couldn’t complain. You wouldn’t 
know how to. 

Rosemary: Thank you. (Giving him a wounded stare.) 

Rosemary goes to telephone and begins dialling. Joyce plays 
Ambergate theme softly. Rosemary speaks into telephone \uili 
marked sweetness. Paul sits and picks up paper from table; begins 
to read it. 

Rosemary: Oh— is that you Gloria? Rosemary'. . . . Y'es, I 
suppose it might be telepathy. 

Paul looks across and snorts. 

No, Gloria, you come here. . . . 


Paul throws paper down on table. 

Yes, as soon as you like. . . . Good. (Puts doMn telephone.) 

Paul (glaring at her) : Was that your dear friend Gloria .Ambergate ? 

Roomary: Yes. She’s coming across to spend the evening here. 

Paul (angrily): If that awful woman comes here, I’m going straight 
out. 


Rosemary (with mock innocent air): I thought you were probabl\ 
going out anyhow, with your nice friend Mr. Mowbrav. Weren't you? 

Paul (rather confusedly): He suggested our dining some\\here— 
but I hadn’t said definitely I would. 

Rosemary (same tone as before): Well, now you can, and that’ll 
be very nice for you. 

Paul: I warned you before. If you must see that frightful half- 
baked woman— and what on earth you can see in her beats me 
please don’t ask her here when I’m about. 1 loathe the woman. 
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surprised « you, Rosemary. A year or two «ob 
e spent an hour with a u roman Iflce that^ and nf tw 


Rosemary {vehementlyy. Yes. nan^whcn I have to watch von 
tng dragged off every other night by that — that 


Sharp ring of bell off". Paul rises and hurries out. RoSBif/wr 
gl^es after him, then hastUy takes up shaker and smells it m 
jsgust, then hastily puts it down and assumes an air ef 
dignity^ William enters as Afowhrav 


Wnjj^ {who has entered laughing): Ah! Good evening, Mrs 
Weybndge. ^ 


Rosemary {coldly): Good evening. 

William: Wonder if I might snatch your husband— diro widi me 
to meet another friend just back from South America— just the Knrf 
of bloke to amuse PauL Quiet bach^or evening. Steak and a 
bottle o wine, y ’know — an’ perhaps finish our cigars at a vari^y show. 

Paul {who has been pouring out drinks): Cock tails ? Rosemary? 

Rosemary {distantly): No thank you. 

Paul {handing one over): Mowbray? 

William {taking it): Ta! Well, down the hatch! 

Paul: Dr>' enough for you? 

William: Oh, yes. Do with a dash p’r’haps. Like a dash n^selL 

Paul: Ah — sorry about that. 

Rosemary {distantly): And what is a dash? 

Witjjam: Dash? Don’t you know what a dash is? Where have 
you been? It’s absinthe. 


Rosemary {condemning it): Oh — absinthe. 

William {not noticing her attitude): That’s it. Absinthe makes the 
heart grow fonder, eh? {Guffaws.) Well, I won’t say No to another, 
old boy. 

Paul pours out another drink. 

Had a hard day to-day. Market’s all over the place. Still, never say 
die. {Gives Rosemary a hearty pat on the back^ Met a bloke at 
lunch to-day who’s bringing that musical show ovct frt>m New York 
—and blow the ejqjense {takes drink from Paul)— y’know the big 
smash hit there — Got What It Takes or something. Says if be can 
sneak most of it past the Lord Chamberlain, it’ll make Londra’s hair 
stand on end. He’s importing all the original girls. {Nudpng Paih. 

with elbow.) 

Rosemary {coldly): I would have thought we’d enough choras 
girls here without bringing some all the way from New York. 
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Wbluam: That’s just your innocence, Mrs. We) bridge. These 
American kids have got something. Ask your husband. Well, do%-n 

the hatch. 

Another sharp ring at bell Paul makes as if to go but Rose- 
mary rises and goes herself. 

Paul {dropping his \oice) : We’d better push off in a minute, Jimmy . 
This woman’s terrible. 


William; What woman? 


Paul: You’ll see. 


William: Isn’t time for it now, but remind me when we get out 
to tell you the story of the widow and the piano tuner. It’ll kill you. 
By the way, this bloke you’re going to meet — like most of these lads 
just back from the pampas or whatever they are — is a bit hot and 
might want to start a pretty thick sort of evening. Have to sit on his 
head a bit. You don’t want any yoimg female society to-night, do you? 

Paul: No, definitely not. 

William: Same here. Last week-end was bad enough and I’ve a 
business to look after. {Takes another drink which P.\UL has poured 
out.) 


Helen enters as Gloria Ambergate, followed by Rosem.\ry. 
Helen contrives to register her disapproval of the two men and 
the cocktails at once. 


Paul: Oh — ^good evening, Mrs. Ambergate. 

Helen: How d’you do? 

Rosemary: Gloria — ^this is Mr. Mowbray. 

William: How d’you do? 

Helen {coldly)-. Good evening. 

Paul; Cocktail, Mrs. Ambergate? 

Helen {sitting)-. Ob— no, thank you. I can't take alcohol in any 
form. 


William {taking drink offered by Paul to Helen): Can’t you? It’s 
about the only thing I can take nowadays. {Laughs.) Well, Wey- 
bridge, better push off, eh? 

Paul: Fm ready. {Drinks up and puts glasses on table.) 

Wiluam: Well, the skin off your nose. {Drinking to Helen.) Good 
night, Mrs. Weybridge. 

William exits. 


Rosemary: Don’t be too late, Paul 

Paul: No, I won’t be. ’Night Mrs. Ambergate. 

Helen: That man, Rosemary— who is he? 
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Rosemary; He’s a client of Paul’s. You can say 'niiat tow 
about him. I loathe him. 


Helen: I’m so glad, dear. I was sure you must. He’s a tbeadfoBy 
undeveloped type. quite earthy. With a mudtfy brown aina. 

I wish you could have been at our lecture last Wednesday. MHruo 
Rubbishky gave us a wonderful talk on I AM THE GREAT ALL— 
Rosemary: On what? 


Helen {solenmlyy. I AM THE GREAT ALL. And so profound 
—so stimulating and yet at the same time so essentially We 

are all of us the Great AIL And the Great All is all of us. ITie wlmle 
thing was there. 


RoffiMARY: I’m not sure I believe in all this, you know. 

Helen ; I didn’t expect you would^ dear, not yet. Perception comes 
with suffering and loneliness of spirit. You’ll see. 

Rosemary (dismayed)'. But I don’t want any sufferin g and londli- 
ness of spirit. 


Helen : It won’t be so bad for you, dear, as it was for me. You’U 
have friends — certainly orte friend, darling — ^who can help and guide. 
As soon as I saw that man here to-night, and saw him taking your 
husband away, I knew at once that soon you’ll need a friend very 
badly. I could feel a dowmvard, earthward influence 


Rosemary: But what kind of influence is that, Gloria? 

Helen: It’s downward — earthward, dear — pulling down. I*vc 
always been able to feel it, even before I knew what it meant. Chiefly 
among men, of course. And I’ve alwa^ knovm it was antagonistic. 
But I myself rejected the influence. 1 said “You cannot pull me 
down, I am all spirit’’, I said. — ^And, of course, I was. 

Philip: I say, Helen, is there much more of this horrible stuff? 

Helen (in ordinary tone)-. Yes, Philip. Hours and hours. 

Philip: TTien let’s cut to midnight. Lights! 



Lights black-out. Clock chimes twelve. As lights go on 
Rosemary is discovered slumped down in her chaUf half 
and Helen lying on the floor with her head on a chair. 


Helen: . . . And four Hindu disciples living in the qiare room. 
Good griious— twelve o’clock already. We’ve had such a wondr^ 
lovely satisfying talk, it’s just given the evening great gold^ ww 
and — pouf — it’s just flown away. (She rises, Rosemary giving her 

a helping haruL) 

Rosemary (stifling a yawn)-. Yes, hasn’t it? 

Helen (solemnly) : But I do hope nothing has happened to your 
husband, dear. 
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Rosemary; Of course not. Why should it? Just a moment, 1 li 
put the light on. {Exits.) 

Helen {moying to door): It’s all very well saying, of course not, 
my dear. But I can’t forget the night I was sitting up late vs ith poor 
Mildred Fothergill. We heard the ambulance ringing right outside 
her window, and the telephone went and a voice said, ‘ Come at 
once, Mrs. Fothergill”. But, of course, it was all over by the time 
she got to the hospital. Mr. FotherpU had departed for the Astral 
Sphere, and had not even insured himself properly . 

Lights on the stage black-out and come up to Full again. He 
hear the clock strike one o'clock. Rosemary has now changed into 
a dressing-gown to indicate time lapse. She enters, goes to window 
and looks out. She seems agitated, now moves to table and is about 
to pick up telephone but decides not to. Just as she is about to sit 
down the telephone rings urgently. 

Rosemary {rushing to telephone): Yes, yes . . .? {Then sharply.) 
No, we’re not . . . Well, I ought to know whether we re the 
gasworks or not. You’ve got the wjong number, that's all. . . . 
{As she puts down the receiver, she nmtters to herself ) Silly 

idiot. . . . 

An ambulance bell now rings furiously. This disturbs Rose- 
mary and she moves restlessly about the stage. 

Enter William from alcove. 

William: What’s the matter with her? 

Joyce: Paul’s late, so now her imagination will get to work. We 
all do it. 

Rosemary {lights fade and Rosemary picked out in a single pink 
spot): ... the hospital, please driver— and hurry — it’s terribly urgent 
—yes, nune, I’m Mrs. Weybridge, take me to him— oh I— y e >, I 'll 
be brave — I will be brave. {Then in worrying lone like that in .4cl One. ) 
I’d have to ask Father to come up to look after things— and 1 couldn't 
let Robin stay here — ^perhaps he and Nannie could go to .-Mice’s for 
the week— and as soon as I’d got them off I’d have to order my black 
— and then when it was all over I couldn’t afford to stay on here— 
I’d have to sell this house — then try to find a little cottage in the 
country— and then Robin would have to go away to school— but 
we’d share our little cottage during all his holidays. {Sighing ven 
dreamily now.) Yes, dear, it’s years ago now, and they realrie that 
my Paul was a great architect — and they want me to unveil a memon. 1 
to him— it wiU be a beautiful experience but, of course, sad too. ( Fie 

lights b^ to come now, Rosemary moves upstage to sit down. She 
is dabbing her eyes with a handkerchief) 
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t hear Pall outsidey he is whistling the Mowbray theme bus 
she does not hear him. He enters, * 

Rosemary (with joy and surprise): Paul! (Rising.) 

Paul. I m soit>’, my dear. You shouldn't have waited up 

Rosemary (severely): Where have you been? 

William: The eternal question. (Pause.) And now I understand 
why they always put it so angrily. 

Pa LX. Mowbray took me to his club — and we began playing 
snooker and then I couldn’t get a taxi. You know how it is, my 
dear, ^\^lat have you been doing? 

Rosemary: Listening to Gloria for hours and hours 

Palx (laughing to himself): Oh! Bad luck. 

Willlam (turning to Joyce) : I wonder if the chump realises this is 
his chance. He's had as much as he wants of Jimmy Mowbray and 
she’s had far more of Gloria Ambergate. I w'onder if he realises this. 
Oh dear, it doesn’t look as if he does. 

Palx is pouring himself a glass of 'ivhisky from the bottle but 
this bottle only contains sufficient for one glass, therefore he has 
tipped the bottle up and is draining it. 

P.ALX (drinking): You know^ ver>’ well, Roseman.’, that’s a terribly 
drears' woman. 

Rosemary: I know' — but I’m sorry for her, though I admit she can 
be an aw'ful bore. But she’s lonely. Not like your friend Jimmy 
Mowbray, who’s so pleased with himself. 

P.ALX : Well I’ll admit that Jimmy is a bit much at times. But Oria 
Glambergate — is a tearily dreary 

Ro^mary: Paul, I believe you’re tight. 

P.ALX (swaying about and toying with his glass): If I say I am, you 11 
believe I’m not, which wouldn’t be quite true. But if I say I’m not, 
then you’ll think I’m very tight, which would be quite wrong. Bener 

ignore the w'hole thing. 

William: Now, what’s her reaction going to be? She might bi^t 
into tears. She might lose her temper and throw something at him. 
She might rise haughtily and sweep out of the room. Or she 

Rosemary suddenly bursts out laughing. It is quite warm arui 
friendly laughter. He seems to her, at this moment, very funny. 

Joyce (as Rosemary’s laughter is quieter): This is his chance. 

Willlam: Of course it is. He’s only to drop down and put his 
arms round her and babble any nonsense and she’s his again. 

Joyce (scornfully) : But he isn’t going to. (Pause.) You men ! 
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William {sadly)'. Pompous vanity is our weakness. 

Paul {with foolish dignity)'. Glad you re amused. 

Rosemary {still ready to be reconciled): Paul, don t be siUv. 

Paul: After spending five hours exchanging idiocies with that 
woman, you can ask me not to be silly! 

Rosemary: Oh— you are a fool! 

Exits. We hear door being slammed. He stares after her halj 
bewildered, half angry, then stares blankly out front. There is a 
little broken music. 

William: Let’s hide the poor chump. 

Curtains close. 

Helen enters from alcove as ordinary self. William takes her 
arm and brings her downstage. 

Helen; We shall have to look at them now, somesvhere in the 
middle of the next stage. 

William {reflectively): Now wait a minute. Constant quarrelling 
is bad for both, of course, but I think that in this quarrelling stage 
the woman is better oflF than the man. 

He says no more because Helen begins straightening his tie, 
brushing his hair back and generally trying to smarten up his 
appearance. She takes him by left ear and turns him to Joyce. 

Helen: And that’s supposed to be a clever one. Imagine what 
some of the rest are like ! 

Joyce: He just doesn’t know, dear. How could he? 

William {severely and rather annoyed): Instead of indulging in idle 
antics, I will produce a reason or two for my statement. The w oman 
is better off because — fint — an emotional outburst, a scene is less 
repugnant to her than it is to the wretched man, who will go to 
almost any length to avoid one. Secondly, the woman has a superior 
techmcal equipment and knows instinctively how to put the fellow 
in the wrong and keep him there, and has a diabolical skill in detect- 
ing the weak joints in his armour. 

Helen: The said armour consisting of solid plates a foot thick of 
masculine vanity, conceit and self-complacency. WTule the poor 
woman, her heart thumping away, her tummy tying itself into knots, 
has no armour and feels completely naked. 

Philip: But I thought you liked to feel naked. 

Helen {doing a funny walk): Five minutes after he has stamped 
out of the house the man begins to forget about the quarrel, and by 
the time he has plunged into the day’s business it no longer exists 
for him. But the woman lives with the quarrel all da> and half the 
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night, as if she were wrestUng vsith a giant scorpion. She hears the 

angr> voices hour after hour. Her whole world looks as if it has been 

torn into quivenng strips by an earthquake. The very chemistry of 
her entire being ... j j 

William {catching hold of her hand and kissing it) : Yes, yes, yes 

my pet. An excellent speech. How well you do these thin^. We all 

enjoyed it. But I think we ought to be getting along. Let’s have 
another look at them. 

Helen: Here they are then. Typical! 

Curtains open. We now see the same room, but the table Ims 
been removed and in its place is a modem desk. There is a different 
picture on the wall, something which suggests the study of an archi- 
tect. Paul is sitting at his desk and making a few casual notes; 
he is not working very hard and after a moment or two Rosemary, 
looking rather pale and strained, enters and begins rather elabor- 
ately looking for something. 

Rosemary {after a moment, very politely)-. I’m sorry to disturb you. 

Paul {with strained polite?iess): No, that’s all right. Can I ? 

Rosemary {still looking vaguely): No. No. {They get weaker.) 

She exits and after a moment or two she returns. This time she 
comes to centre, looking as if she has been in the room for hours. 

You haven’t seen my scissors — the large pair — ^have you? 

Palt. {half rising, very politely): No, I’m afraid I haven’t. Can 

I ? 

Rosemary {looking round vaguely): No. No. Sorry to disturb you, 
that’s all. 

Palt. {sitting down again): No, that’s all right. {Goes on with his 
work.) 

Rosemary gives him a sharp contemptuous look and goes out. 
William; I don’t quite see the point of this dodging in and out. 

Helen; She's giving him a chance to be human again and to say 
he's soiT\’, and then of course she’ll say it’s all her fault. But meeting 
this heav>' politeness, she knows that the quarrel is still on. 

Willi.am; Why has the man to say he’s sorry' first? He nearly 
always has, \ou know. 

Helen; Yes, but once he does, the woman is nearly always ready 
to be downrieht abject. 

William; Quite so. But why has he to start the ball rolling? 

Helen’: It's a kind of tradition with us. 

Willi {pause): That is very curious. 
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Rosemary enters again and this time stands rather rigidly look- 
ing at him. 

Back again. Different technique this time. 

Helen: Yes. She’s still giving him a chance, but now she s harden- 
ing rapidly. The excuse to talk to him will be a telephone conversa- 
tion that she’s saved up for this moment. 

Rosemary (in cold, polite tone): I forgot to teU you that Mona 
Roberts rang up to ask if we’d dine with them on the fifteenth. Do 

you want to go? 

Paul (rising slowly and taking off his spectacles): Not particularly, 
I thinlf he’s rather a bore. But— you like her, don't you? 

Rosemary (same tone): Yes, but I can see her some other time. 
It’s not essential that you should go and be bored. 

Paul: No, if you want to go 

Rosemary: I know how easily you are bored. 

Paul (heavily) : Was that necessary' ? 

Rosemary (furious): Oh — don’t be so pompous. 

Paul (still heavily): Really, I don’t see w hy I should be accused 
of being pompous just because I try to be decently polite. 

Rosemary (cold, contemptuous): Don’t you? 

Paul (with more warmth): No, I don’t. 

Rosemary: Well, what am I to say to them about the fifteenth? 

Paul (impatiently) : Oh— say what you like. ViTiat do I care ! 

Rosemary: What do you care about anything? 

Paul: What does that mean? 

Rosemary (contemptuously): What do you think it means? 

Paul: I don’t know. 

Rosemary: No, of course, you wouldn’t. 

Paul and Rosemary turn their backs to each other. Wllllam 
and Hblen rise. They look at Palx and Rosemary in astonish- 
ment. 

WniiAM (to Helen): Y’know what’s wrong with this is our 
hoinble modem poverty of language. It’s sheer misery to feel such 
sudden hate and despair and yet be so inarticulate. 

Helen: I agree. They’d feel ever so much better if they could let 
it rip. 

Wiu^: Then we’ll let it rip for them. We'll make an Elizabethan 
job of it. Hold tight, girl! Blow, winds, and crack your cheeks. 

Helen: Rage, blow! You cataracts and hunicanoes 
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ere is a roll of thunder and a black-out. Helen and Wiluam 

Pavl and Ros^oary come downstage. Curtains close, Paul 

tool right md Rosemary on stool left. There are now tight- 
fishes and thunder. William and Helen enter from theh 
ctive alcoves with cloaks. They come to centre on rostrum, 
ghtnmg and thunder stops and two blue spots come on them, 
{in grand manner ) ; 

^that I should be tied to such a pudding bag 
Of dreaiy Vanity and duller wit. A thing 
Made up of braces, collar studs and starch. 

With hardly more red blood in it than drips 
Out of the poor frozen joint from Argentine. 


Helen; 


William 


Imagine a cat five feet four inches high. 

Take away dignity and let it rage 
With deep inferiority — and that’s a wife. 

Why — hot-water bottles of the cheaper sort. 

Bargains from Boots, bring me more comfort. 

Two and fourpence at the nearest Odeon 
Bring more romance or cheerful entertainment. 

{pointing to Helen): 

You’re Madame Nature’s grim old conjuring trick. 
Every man’s disappointment — ^girl into wife. 

I married a loving, ripe and meny lass. 

To find myself keeping, at a rising cost, 

A bitter woman who hates the sight of me. 

Helen {coming to centre and standing in front o/ W illiam): 

And why ? Because I had a lover once 
And now he’s disappeared, and in his place. 

For me to live with, are a costing clerk, a 
Lecturer, a stomach and a thirst. 

Helen comes down to piano left. William comes down to piano 
right. Paul and Rosemary rise. Joyce and Philip rise. 

Helen {pointing to William): Oh, hateful, pompous clown! 
William {pointing to Helen) : Oh, damned, malicious shrew! 
Rosemary and Paul point at each other also Joyce and Philip 
do the same, all bitterly quarrelling. 

There is a crash of thunder and the lighting is held until the 
curtain has fallen. 


End of Act Two 
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Pmr.ip and Joyce begin playing and go on brilliantly for a minuu 
or so. Then he stops and, after a moment or so, she stops too. 

Joyce {annoyed, leaning on piano): What’s the matter, darling? 

Philip: Well, nobody’s coming on or anything. What happens 
now? You see, it’s exactly what I said. They can’t make a third aci 
out of it. All the critics say, “Not really a play at all, and ever 
so it goes to pieces in the third act.’’ 

Joyce: Well, you’re quite wrong. {Sits at piano again.) The third 
act’s all right and it’s starting now. Listen ! 

Plays a few bars of pseudo-Oriental, mystical music. 

Philip: What’s that muck for? {Ptmse.) Are they bringing on a 
bogus Oriental illusionist? 

Joyce (os she plays softly): No, this is the fortune-telling music. 
Madame Aurora who’s just returned from the East 

Phiup: Probably Clacton-on-Sea. 

Joyce: — to read palms and gaze into crystals. 

Phiup: Rosemary’s consulting her, I suppose? 

Joyce: Yes. {Musk stops.) She and Paul have now arrived at the 

third stage, when each feels the other is hopeless and is ready to be 

consoled by somebody else. And so of course Rosemary’s havine 
her fortune told. 


Phhjp: Using her husband’s money to find out if there is any 
other chap on the way. 

Joyce: What a noble mind you have, maestro! 

Jcn^ commerwes to play t^ain in which Phiup joins her in a 
manner and curtains open to disclose comer of Mdme 
durortfs sitting-room, with a few cheap pseudo-mystical decora- 
tions. Rosemary in outdoor clothes sits at small table with crystal 
on a, oppodte IfcLBN as Mdme Aurora. She wears Oriental shawl, 
^ grey hair showing under it, probably large spectacles. Music 

cotohob voice, looking at Rosemary’s hand)- Yes 
dear. I see you’re married. Two childien— ^ ’ 

Rosemary {hastily): One. 

Hbien {qidckly): That’s right, dear. One. I’m afraid you’re not 
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very happy. Nothing like so happy as you thought you was 
to be. Of couKe, dear, your trouble is you’re a lot mote 
than people think ^you’re a very loving, sensitive nature, if» *«e as 
plain as a pikestaff — an’ what’s the result? The result is people rli*t r 
to you ’urt your feelings when they ’ardly know they’re doing it. Ah’ 
what else? You go an’ trust people — for you’ve a trustittg luitiue. 
I can see that — an’ then they go an’ let you down. Isn’t tiwt ti0tt7 

Rosemary: Yes, it is. I can’t imagin e how you can see so 
clearly. 


Helen: It’s a gift, dear. Very few ’ave it, an’ even then it needs 
a lot of development. (Coughing.') 

Rosemary: Could you — tell me what’s going to happen? 


Helen (taking and staring at Rqsemary’s right hand) 
man coming over the sea with love for you in his ’eart. 
’im soon, quite soon, an’ he’ll make you very ’appy. I s 
— and a strange bed. 


I see a tall 
Yon*!! meet 
ie a jounn^ 


Rosemary: What sort of strange bed? (Withdraws her hand.) 

Helen (darkly)'. Never you mind about that, dear. (With marked 
change of manner) And that’ll be seven-and-sixpence, thank yon, 
Mrs. — er 


Rosemary (hastily)'. Oh yes — of course. (Rises and exits nght.) 
Thank you so much. Good morning. 

Helen (rising as Rosemary goes): Good morning. 

Curtains close. Philip with one hand plays quick hardi music. 

Philip (pleased with himse^: Not bad, eh? Taxis. Street scene. 

Joyce: What about this? (Plays a heavy thumping tune in march 

time.) 

PfflLiP: Now what’s that? 


Joyce: Major Spaimer on the way. 
P htttp ! Who’s Major Spanner? 


Joyce (loudly and cheerfully): He was the wedding guest, you 
remember, who’d known her for a long time and didn’t think Pinl 
good enough for her. An awful chump, if you ask me, but nearly 
every woman’s got one of these faithful hounds tucked away some- 


where. Keep the street music gomg. 

As he does, Rosemary enters. She goes to centre below rostrum, 
looks at her watch, then glances at the space above footl^hts m 
if it were a shop window, catches sight of something that attests 
her, tries it on, so to speak, then rejects it and is just turning 

giving another glance at her watch, when Wn^ 

Geo^e Spanner, bronzed and trim, just back from the East. He 
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suddenly recognises Rosemary yvith delight. They talk in front 
of the imaginary window through which we see them. 

William {with enthusiasm): Why — Rosemary. 

Music stops. 

Rosemary {almost equally pleased): George Spanner! How nice 
to see you again ! 

William: Wonderful to run into you Uke this ! Just goin’ to ring 
you iq), matter of fact. 

Rosemary {with mock severity): You haven’t been back ages and 
never told me? 

William: Of course not, my dear Rosemary. I only got in last 
night. 

Rosemary: You didn’t come to England at all, did you, on your 
last leave? 

William: No. Haven’t been here since your marriage — you re- 
member? 

Rosemary: Yes. And I’ve missed you, George. 

William: Ho, ho! Like to believe that, but sounds a bit steep. 
I mean, young married woman and all that. 

Rosemary: But you’re one of my veiy oldest friends, George, and 
of course Fve mis^ you. 

William {soldierly embarrassment): Very decent of you to say so, 
Rosemary. Of course, I’ve missed you no end. Fact is, that’s why 
I stayed out East last leave. Felt I couldn’t face it here with you — 
well— er — tied up elsewhere sort of thing. 

Rosemary: George, is that true? 

^toxiAM: Word of honour. I shouldn’t have mentioned it, of 
comse. Your fault it slipped out. Let’s forget it. 

Rosemary {smiling at him): But I don’t want to forget it. 

Wiluam: Look here. I suppose you’re busy and crowded with 
e ngag f gnent s, eh? No chance of joining me in a spot of lunch, eh ? 

Rosemary: Pd love to. 

RtoUAM {as dtey begin to move away to left, takes Rosemary’s arm) : 

Good show! Now look here, I’m out of touch, and you know all 
the places. Whoe do you suggest we go? 

Esdt alcove left. As they move away, Philip supplies a little 
more street music. This dies down whm they have gone. Helen 
enters. She is wearing a Mrs. de Folyat day dress but not the 

Of 

Jtora: I’m sony, Helen, but I think that outfit’s all wrong for ^ 
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HmjBN {speaking to Joyce): It’s not meant for me. TIib ««|!_ _ 

for Mrs. de Folyat you know, the rich widow who talked to 

Spanner in the weddi^ lecqition scene. She’s givra Pmd 

commission, after leaving him alone for several years, and now she’s 

getting her claws into him. Paul and Rosemary are in the third 
now, you know. ^ 

Joyce: Yes, I know. But what’s she after, this Mrs. de Fo^? 

Helen. Anythmg sIk can ^t, I think. But nothing very sesdons. 
If she can detach an attractive man fi-om his wife and keqy Mm 

playing around and coming to her fm sympathy, she’s quite happg. 
A sort of collector. 


Joyce : 
Helen 
Joyce: 
Philip 


[ know. And how I hate ’em! 
Yes, but men often like them. 
Men’ll like anythmg. 

And so will women. 


Helen : I must see how the Spaimer afiEair is progressing. {Goes up 
on rostnan. Looks through curtains^ addresses Joyce.) Yes, yes. I 
think at any minute now she may throw a biscuit or a bone at Ms 
doglike devotion. 

Curtains open to disclose comer of restaurant. Table for two 
at aid of meal, just when cigarettes are lighted. Rosemary tmd 
William sit each half facing audience, the table having comer, 
not side, to front. 

William {who has had a good meal, holding photo frame)-. Yes, tMs 
photograph you once gave me — you remember it, eh? 

Rosemary: Yes, but that was ages ago. I’d onb^ just left schooL 
You don’t mean to say thafs the photograph 

William: Yes, it is. Had this neat little folding — cr— ftamc 
arrangement made for it, and taken it everyudieie. Been in some 
dashed queer places {puts photogngrh in his back pocket),! can^Hyou. 

Rosemary: But, George, that’s tembly touching. Fd no idea 

William: No, no, of course not. I couldn’t eiqiect you to hav^ 
But— er— well, I don’t mind telling you now, Rosemary, it was quite 
a blow — had to take it right on the chin— when I came home last 
time and found you’d just got engaged to Weybridge. {Pms^) 
Because I had made up my mind to ask you!— Because I was gomg 

to say something pretty fierce to you m3rsdf. 

Rosemary {softly): I’m sorry, George. {Pause. Puts out a hand 
and he pats it enthusiastically.) Go oil Tell me some n 

William {pats her hand again, more heavdy): Isn’t iraiA 
really Except this. Shouldn’t have said anythmg now if 
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you were happy. But now I know you’re not, it’s different. {Pause. 
Fiercely, leaning back in chair.) Good God, a wonderful little girl 

like you not being happy ! 

Rosemary {half-laughing): But you’re forgetting. I’m not a little 
girl and haven’t been for years. Not only am I married but I’m a 
mother— nearly a matron. 

William: Nonsense! To me you’re a little girl — {pats her hand) 
— my little girl. 

Rosemary: Really, George {jtats his hand), I believe you’ve been 
taking a course of something. You say all the nice things I want 
to hear. 

William {taking his hands from under hers, pats her hands again) : 
You won’t like this, though it’s got to be said. You’re not happy, 
are you? Weybridge doesn’t realise what a lucky fella he is. 

Rosemary {quietly, sincerely now): It doesn’t seem to be working, 
somehow. 

William: Queer thing. At your wedding do, some fool of a woman 
— a friend of his, of course — told me what a clever fella the bride- 
groom was. And I as good as told the woman there and then that 
in my opinion you were worth ten of him, ten of him. {Pause.) I’s e 
been uneasy in my mind ever since. 

Rosemary {affectionately) : Poor George ! 

William {fatuously): Well, that’s something. But — er — is that the 
best you <an do ? 

Rosemary {in half-comical whisper): No. 

William {doglike devotion in his stare, takes her hand and kisses it) : 
A wonderful little girl. 

Curtains close. Helen enters wearing no hat and a light coat 
or something to suggest outdoors. Philip plays some music. 

Helen {near entrance, calling): Here I am, Paul. 

Paul enters in ordinary lounge suit without hat or overcoat. 

He carries a note-book with him. It is essential she should look 
a rich, attractive woman. 

Helen; Now then, this is what I mean. Would it be possible to 
^ge the wing that way? No, you can’t see it properly from here. 
This IS tetter. {Takes hts arm and leads him a few paces, keeping her 
hand mstde hts arm.) Now you see what I mean ? 

Paul: Yes, it could be done. 

^ y«“. PmI, I wouldn't of letting anybody but 
yon lay a finger on the house. You do understand that, don't you ? 
Paul. Yes. That’s very good of you. 
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MELEN (turning so they face each other): Paul— <lon’ 
fessional. 

Paul {smiling) : Sorr>-, Frances. But you see, it was a 
question you were asking me. 


t be so pro- 
professional 


' ^ can't divide relationships into compartments 

like that. Don t forget {moxes closer and smiles seductheh at him) 
I’m a woman. 


Paul {smilingly): I'm not likely to forget that, my dear Frances. 

{In mock whisper) In fact, if I didn’t think there were at least a 

couple of your housemaids watching us through a bedroom window. 

I d probably behave — this very moment — \er\' unprofessionallv 
indeed . 


Helen: You talk as if architects could be struck off the register, 
like doctors. 

Palx; Oh — no, w e can be trusted. If you don’t make it too hard 
for us. 


Helen {with chattge of attack): Paul, I think you're looking tired. 
Palx : I ha\ e been rather hard at it lately. 

Helen : Of course. A man in your position and with your genius 
has to give and give. We all understand that. But it’s obsious that 
wife of yours isn't looking after you at all. 


Paul: Well, as you know, we don’t get on — and of course, now 
she isn’t very’ much interested in my welfare. 

Helen {with fine show of indignation): Paul, I think it’s monstrous! 
To have no intellectual companionship, no deep store of sympathy, 
at home — that’s bad enough — in fact, for a man of your kind it’s 
the worst thing of all — but on top of that simply to neglect the most 
ob\ious duties a woman has tow’ards a man — oh! 

Palx {uncomfortably): Well — there it is. {About to change the 
subject.) Do you think you'd like ? 

Helen {breaking in, impressively): Paul, I think I ought to meet 
>our wife. Remember I haven’t seen her since your wedding and 
don’t know her at all. You ought to bring us together. 

Paul {alarmed) : I don't think that would w ork very w ell, would it ? 

My dear. Please remember I’m a sensible woman of the 
world— and don't get into a silly masculine panic. There won't be 
any scenes. I’m a client— we’ve something to talk over— so you ask 

me to your house. {Taking his arm again.) 

Paul: All right, only don’t blame me if you don’t enjoy yourself. 

nvself. Better make it lunch, though. 



Helen: Of course, I’ll enjoy 
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not dinner. Just the three of us. FU look at my book ana see ii we 
can fix a date. 

They go out the way they came in. Joyce plays a few harsh 
chords. 

Phiup : What on earth is that ? 

Joyce {grimly)'. Just a brief sketch of the music for that lunch. 

Philip : Is it going to be Uke that ? 

Joyce: It’ll be worse than that. 

Enter William as himself. 

William: Getting a bit tired of Major Spanner. Not a character 
fhaf gives a fellow much scope. Where’s Helen? Still doing Mrs. 
What’s-her-name ? 

Philip: Yes. Mrs. de Folyat wants to meet Rosemary, so Paul’s 
got to arrange a lunch. 

Joyce: If he’d any sense, of course, he’d have refused. The two 
women’ll sit there, ^ting each other, and he’ll be wretched. How- 
ever, I like this third stage, with philandering just round the comer. 
I’m getting quite interested now. 

William {addressing audience): Not enough comment now, in my 
opinion. It’s rapidly degenerating into ordinary theatrical muck. 

Philip; That’s what she likes. 

Joyce: It’s what everybody likes. Let’s see how they’re getting on 
at that lunch. 

William: I’m against it. Leave ’em alone. 

Joyce : Just have a peep. 

William jumps up on rostrum and stealthily peeps through 
curtains into inner scene, then comes away. 

How’s it going ? 

William (sombrely): Light thickens and the crow makes wing to 
the rooky wood. 

Philip: Hamlet? 

William: Macbeth. AnH if c <»YtranrHinorv 


Joyce (impatiently breaking in): Oh, never mind about Shakespeare 
now— I want to see what’s happening at that lunch. It’ll be over soon. 
William: Over now, I think. 

William exits. Curtains open and show comer of dining-room. 
Helen is just going. Paul is in centre standing. Rosemary and 
Helen both have their backs to each other. 
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Helen (Hith false gush): Thank you so much, Mrs. Weybridge. 
It s b^n such a pleasure coming here and meeting you, especially 
after I \ e heard so much about you from your clever, clever husband. 

Rosenlvry ( with obsious false geniality) : Av^fuUy good of you to 
come, Mrs. de Folyat. I hop>e you’ll come and dine with us sometime. 
Helen: That would be lovely. 

P.vll: I 11 see you down to your car {crossing after her to left) and 
then I must get back to the office. 'Bye, darling. 

Follows Helen out. 

Rose>l\rv: ’Bye, darling. 

RosESLAJtY watches them go. 

Of aU the false, faked-up, smarmy, pvoisonous man-hunters I It 
w'ouidn't be so bad if he’d found himself a decent woman. 

Philip {turning to Joyce): You women always say that, don't 
you ? 

Joyce: Yes. We do 

Rosevlajry has now gone to telephone and is dialling. 
Rosenlvry: Is that the Sahibs Qub? Is Major Spanner there, 
please ? 

Curtains close. Phtlip is playing de Folyat music. Joyce comes 
in with the Spanner tune. 

Philip: Don’t come in with that awful Major Spanner tune now. 
I’m playing the Mrs. de Folyat music. 

Joyce : I know you are, dear. But I don’t piarticularly like the way 
you are plasing it. 

Philip: I was pla>ing it very well. 

Joyce : Rather too w ell, I thought- I believe > ou are beginning to 
take an interest in that frightful woman. 

FhnLiP: I am. ^'ery attractive t>pe. And probably cleverer than 

she looks. 


WiLLLVM enters. 

Willlvm: Well, I lay six to four against her. 

Philip : I'll take > ou. It’s money for nothing. Paul hasn’t a chance 


aeainst that woman. 

''willixm: Hasn’t he? WeU, I think she’s going to learn that iht 
situation is not quite as simple as she imagines. 

a husband and wife, even though they may be quarr^g aU the time 
is never simple, and I think we'U find that Mrs. >Miat s her-name- 
de Folyat— doesn’t realise that and so plays the wxong card. 

Joyce ■ I 3-ni dclishtcd to hca.r it. 
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Wiluam: WeU, let’s see. But give her every chance. (To pianisis) 
Music, atmosphere. 

Curtains open. Willia-M exits alcove. Philip and Joyce play 
de Folyat music. 

Scene shows corner of Mrs. de Folyat' s sitting-room, similar to 
Rosemary’s, hut harder, brighter colours. Helen as Mrs. de 
Folyat, in loose, semi-evening gown, is seeing that the right drinks 
—brandy, whisky, etc., are on low table and is all-expectant. She 
has a final glance at herself, and Palx enters dressed as before. 
Joyce leans on her piano. Helen, arranging flowers, turns to 

meet him. 

Palx: I came along as soon as I could. I was kept at the office 
until nearly nine. 

Helen (all solicitude): Poor boy! But have you had an\ thing 
to eat? 

Paul: Yes, I had a quick bite at the club on the way here. 

Helen (moving to table): Drink then, eh? Whisky, brandy? This 
brandy’s suppos^ to be rather wonderful. (Pours out glass.) Let 
me give you some. And sit back and rela.x. You poor boy , you must 
be so tired. 

Paul relaxing, while she gives him a liberal helping of brandy 

Helen: There, darling! (Coming to behind sofa with the glass.) 

Puts cushion behind Paul. As she stands near him, he takes 
her hand and she immediately leans over and kisses him, then 
fondles his face for a moment and lifts glass for him to drink. She 
sits centre of sofa. 

Philip: She knows her stuff all right. 

Joyce (sharply) : Sh — sh. (Philip stops playing.) 

Philip leans on his piano. They now look very cosy and relaxed. 
Paul sips his drink. 

Paul: You’re perfectly right, Frances. This is a wonderful brands 

m 

Helen: Well, my dear, I always take a little trouble and try and 
^t the best of everything. I may not always look it, but, believe it 
or not. I’m rather a clever woman. 

Paul (smiling, takes her hand): You’re a fascinating woman, and 
that’s even more important. (Kissing her hand.) 

Helen puts her head on Paul’s shoulder who is lying back with 
his arm round her. 

Helen (smiling at Paul) : Well, we had our lunch. 

Paul (not quite happily) : Yes, we had our lunch. 
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• course, being a man, you loathed every 

It, didn t you? 

Paul: Yes, ’fraid I did. 

Helen {soothingly) : Never mind. All over now. But, of course, 
I had to see for myself. 

Paul; And what did you see? {Into his glass.) 

Helen; My dear! Why, of course, you’re quite right. 

Paul {rather stiffly, lowering his glass): What do you mean? About 
Rosemary ? 

H e len ; Of course. Everything you told me about her — as well as 
everything you meant to infer— was, of course, absolutely righL She’s 
completely wrong for you. 

Paul {tonelessly): Yes. {Puts glass on floor left of sofa.) I suppose 
she is. 

He le n ; But — mean — saw that in two minutes. I can quite sec 
how it all began, of course. A nice, fresh, little thing. But now, 
you’re quite right. You’re growing all the time. She can’t develop. 
In fact, like most women of her type, she’s narrowing instead of 
broadening. It’s not even a matter of being really aware — of being 
shall we say — intellectual — ^but, of course, she’s not even moderately 
intelligent. In fact, let’s admit it, she’s stupid. 

Paul {who has liked this less and less): You know, you really saw 
Rosemary at her worst to-day. I mean, we’ve been having rows and 
so on — and then I think she sjmtted something. 

Helen : Oh — but then — as I say, it didn’t take me two riiinutes to 
see. She is stupid. 

Paul {angrily): She isn’t stupid. 

Hftfnt : My dear Paul, there’s no need to be cross merely because 
I’m agreeing with everything you’ve told me about her. 

Paul {sulkily) : I never said she was stupid. 

Helen ; Not in so many words, perhaps. It takes a woman to do 
that. But you’ve told me she doesn’t make an effort to understand 
you — she doesn’t try to develop. And now that Fve seen hCT for 
myself I’m merely telling you in one word — why ^because she s 

Paul {crossly): Yes, yes, yes. You said it before. 

Helen: Paul. What’s the matter? 

Paul {turning to face her) : I suppose the matter— is that I don’t 
enjoy listening to you sneering at my wife. 

Helen {annoyed herself now): Sneering! When Fm only 

PA.VI. {cutting in sharply): I You said that before too. WeU, 
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no doubt h’s all very illogica], inconsistent 
I’ve talked, but there it is— I don't like it 
manner) I’m sorry, Frances, I’ve had a loi 
rather tired. I think I’d better go. 

Helen (cooling rapidly): I think you h 


behaving very stupidly. 

Paul: No doubt that’s the trouble with us Weybridgcs— we’re all 
stupid people. Thank you for the brandy. Good night. 

He hurries out. Curtains close. Willia.m exits. P.'iUL wearing 
light overcoat enters as if walking home. We hear him muttering 
angrily to himself. Paul goes up on to rostrum. .Moonlight spot 


comes on. 

Paul: Damned cheek talking about my wife like that! Just 
damned cheek. Rich, spoilt woman — say anvihing. 

Pali, takes same position in moonlight spot as in .4ct One, 
then listens. 


Rosemary (voice off): Darling ... the lilac . . . 

Chopin music as before. Paul hears it. 

Rosemary (voice off): Chopin . . . perfect . . . only three days . . . 
I love you. 


Paul: Rosemary! 

Lights stay down but music soars as he hurries out. Curtain 
draws on right alcove, where Palx is discovered still in his rain- 
coat. Holding telephone, he is speaking into it eagerly. 

Paul: Rosemary, listen, darling. . . . Oh, it’s you, Nannie. Could 
I speak to Mrs. Weybridge, please. Gone away, well, if there’s a 
note you’d better read it to me. . . . Gone away for the week-end, 
perhaps longer, all ri^t then, Nannie. If she does ring up would you 
tell her I’ve gone away too, and I might be back on Monday, and 
I might not. 


Some music. Curtain closes on alcove. Fade-in ordinary 
lighting. 

Philip: It’s too bad she wasn’t there, just when he was readv to 
make it up. 

Joyce (rising): Doesn’t surprise me, though. That woman at lunch 
was the last straw, so she telephoned Major Spanner to take her awa". 
somewhere, for a nice little bit of consoling romance. 

Philip (showing more interest and rising): Oh— that’s it, is it? 

They^ve taken to the road, have they, probably under a false name ? 

Fun in a Tudor Trust House, eh? Though I ha\e my doubts about 
the Major. 
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Joyct: OI^ I don’t know. I’m beginning to fancy tte k&ior 
wgh I think he’d need a lot of training. Not a week-end man 

Philip: The blatant cynicism of you women — ugh! 

Joyce {indignantly) : And after the things Fve heard you say— 

^tting-room in very 

Olde Worlik Ime Rosemary in day clothes is sitting on sofL 

looking rather forlorn and dubious. She sits still throi^hout out- 
side dialogue. 


Philip: There w are. Ye Okie Tudor Inne with plaster beams. 

Joyce : And he’s taken a private sitting-room with the best donbte 
bedroom adjoining it. WeU, weD, well! 

MTilliam enters as hfajor Spanner, in a dinner jacket. Pbddup 
and Joyce retire to pianos and &t. Spanner has traces of a add, 
which gets worse throughout the scene. 

Rosemary: But, George, you’ve rhangpd 

William {startled): Changed? San le man you’ve always known. 
Loved you for years. 

Rosemary : No, I mean your clothes. 

William : Oh yes. Always like to change. Make a habit of iL 
Keeps a fella from getting slack, y’know. 

Rosemary {half vexed, half laughing): But we want to be sladk. 
That’s why we’ve come here. Besides I didn’t bring any evening tiling s 
with me. 


William: Oh — I see. Look odd, will it ? 


Rosemary : Of course it will. We’ll have to have dinn er up fame. 

William {rather disconcerted): Oh — ^will ue? Oh, I say. Fee just 
c omman deered a good table down there. Slipped down for a shout 
drink before feeding. {Sneezes, then sniffs a little.) Fact is, that bathr 
room’s damn ed draughty and I didn’t notice it in time. Have to be 
careful after all these years in a hot climate. 

Rosemary {vaguely) : Yes, of course. WeU, you’d bettm slip down 
again and teU them we’U dine up here. 

Whjjam: You don’t think it would look odd, do you? I me a n , 
you know what these people are. {Pointing to the door.) 

Rosemary {rather impatiently): WeU, if you like you can dine 
down there by yourself and I’U just have something on a tray up here. 
Fm not very hungry anyhow. 

William: Oh, aren’t you? Oh, I say, that’s rather a shame. Food 
here’s pretty gcmd, too. That’s how I remembered the name of the 

place. 
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Rosemary: I don’t care. I didn’t come here for food. 

William {rather embarrassed at this): No, of course not. Neither 
did I, of course. Happy, little girl? 

Rosemary: Yes, of course, darling. I’ve been enjoving the loveh 
peace of it. To be quiet— with peace all around— lovely. 

W it ha m {dubiously): Yes, quite. Mayn’t last, though. 

RoseM-ARY {startled): Why? 

William: Got a big table all laid out down below {leaning to'>-.arJ< 
her) and the head waiter told me it’s for a crowd of .Air Force bloke? 
who make a night of it here every Friday . Probably won’t be much 
peace and quiet when those lads get started. Ho — Hoi 

Rosemary: Yes, but I didn’t mean that. 

William: No, of course not. Quite understand what you mean. 

Rosemary {after pause, wistfully): George, do you really love me 1' 

William: Why, Rosemary, little girl, you know^ I do. Haven’t I 
carried that photograph of you with me everywhere for years? Got 
it here now, matter of fact. {Pats his back pocket.) 

Rosemary: You don’t want it now because you’ve got me. {.After 
staring at him speculatively) You know, George, darling, 1 hope you 
realise that a photograph is one thing and a real live person is quite 
a difirerent thing. I mean, are you quite sure it’s me — me my self— 
you really want ? 

William: Why of course, Rosemary darling. I tell you. I’ve 
dreamed of this for years. 

Rosemary {stifling all doubts): Darling! {Holding up her face) 
Kiss me! 

William {moving to her): By Jove, yes. Just a second. [Suddenly 
stops and turns away, then violently sneezes.) Oh— damn! Sorry ! 
{Sniffs and blows his nose hard.) 

Rosemary {not holding up her face now): Have you got a cold "! 

William {annoyed and apologetic): Yes. Beginning to look like 

it. Damn that bathroom! Felt a touch somewhere too. coming down 

in the car. That’s why I wanted the window closed, but vou wouldn’t 
hear of it. 

Rosemary {rather coldly): I’m sorry. I didn’t realise vou were so 
susceptible to colds. 

WiuiAM: Well, a fella can’t be years in a hot climate and then 

come ba^ to this cold, damp hole— without [ Just matches another 

sn€€Z€, then sits on sofa and looks at her gravely.) 

Rosemary {after a pause): What’s the matter, George ’ h i- - 
somethmg about usi 


I 509 1 



THEPLAYS OF J. B. PRIESTLEY 

WnxLAM {solenmlyy. CMi — no. But INc jnst icaliaed I mdk 
my attic ^ass thing. For the nose, y^know. 

Rosemary isatOy): No, George, I don't know. 

William (solenmiy, sinmg ray dbsr lo her): S«t of f A-fc- 
V know. Haiiey Street fdla told me nev^- to be whhoot it »***» m 
^*^me. First sign trf" a. cold you fin it with a scdDism of <* * *— salt 
and Incaitxinate, then use it ni^it and m orning {Goes thne^ 
Tfwtions of douching.) Loosens and dissolves the mucus, be —id 

Rosemary (in a tiny voice): Ihd yon say the mucus, Ge<Mge? 

William {so/enutly) : Yes, Rosemary. And Fvc gone and fbigaliea 
the thing and k’s too late now to boy one. 

Rosemary {sadly): Yes, George, it’s too late now to buy one. 

He gives tmother violent sneeze, fiddhs with his shirt c^ idh- 
out his hmdkerchiefy mops hisfeice, and now she suddenfy bm sts 
into a fit of hysterical laughter, roddng and sobbttg inth it whUe 
he sniffs and pats his nose and stares in trnmzement at her. J^iee 
several m om ents of this 


William {puzzled): Look hoe, are yon langbing c»r cry^g? 

Rosemary: Both! Both! {Risatg with dedskm). listen, Gemge, 
do yon know vdiat we’re going to do? 

William {swprised sniffing): Wdl, yes, I s u p pose 

Rosemary {briddy): No, you don’t, so Fm gcmig to tell you. One 
of us is going to drive back to town tomght, now, and die other is 
taking the early train back in the morning. Now, you fike yon 
can Slav here and enjoy your cold and let me go badk: in the car now. 

Or- ^ 

William: But — but — {just st^Ung a sneeze) — I mean to ay — atet 
— I thought we wCTe 

Rosemary: No, we’re not, my dear. I like you very very i nn c h , 
but aD the rest of it k simpty off. My mist a ke . And don’t i»c toid 
not to be relieved because I know very wdl you are and not just 
because you’ve got a cold eitlier. And if we both stay We’D only 
quarrel and fed sflly afterwards. Now, do 1 go back in the car to- 
night or do you ? 

William; Well — if h’s all the same to you — I think Fd fike to grt 
back — because if my cold 

Rosemary: I know — your little nose thing. That’s settled then. 
Run down and net som^hing to eat and FD pack for you- G o ^ 
there's a lamb, (/tr she almost bustles him out) And Geoigc^l^ 
member! We’ve nev«^ been here. It nevCT happoKd. AS a deam. 
Oh — wbat name did you put in the hotd register? 
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William {almost off, still trying to sneeze): All I could think of 
was the name of an old C.O. of mine— terrible old stickler (i/iecrt’s) 

Smith. 

William goes out. Rosemary sits on sofa, half- laughing, half- 
crying. Curtains close. Bar or two of music with Spanner theme 

suggested. 

Joyce: All he wanted was to go on with his nice, sate little doglike 
devotion. A photograph to wag his head o\er when he’d had a few 
drinks, and not a real woman. 

Philip: He’s probably got two or three little brown wises in 
Banji-Banji. But I thought that bogus romantic devotion wa^ just 
what you women wanted. 

Joyce: Not at all. 

Helen enters through curtains and comes to centre of rostrum. 

Helen: What we women want is something quite simple, and it’s 
you men who make it all seem complicated. What we want is simply 
to be intensely real living people to the men we lov e. Nothing fancy 
at all — we get over that a year after we’ve left school— not strange, 
romantic, glamorous figures — but just attractive and desirable real 
people. And your trouble is, whether you’re romantics, sensualists, 
Don Quixotes, Don Juans, it’s all the same— you won't let us be real 
people. You’ll turn us into anything, dolls, goddesses, drudges, 
s)nnbols, phantoms, rather than recognise us as our simple selves. 
And that’s the honest truth. 

Lights are now fading. Curtain on alcove left draws, showing 

Rosemary telephoning like Paul in the previous scene. Joyce 
plays. 

Rosemary {at telephone): Oh, Nannie, is Mr. Weybridge there’’ 
I see. ... All right, Nannie. ... 

She begins dialling savagely to the sound of staccato musk : 
playing stops. 

Is that Retcher, Retcher and Coulson. Is Mr. Coulson there, please ’ 
Mrs. Weybridge. Say it’s rather important. ... Oh, Mr. Coulson 

could I see you as soon as possible? WeU, it is, really Well, it’s 

—it's— {hurriedly, but rather louder)— it'% about a divorce 

Music starts a little mournful. Close of curtain alcove left. 

Helen: And there you are. That separated them. 

Playing stops. 

Joyce: It s just the sort of dam’ silly thing that would. 

^ important fact ? If 

she hadn t been m such a hurry to ring up that solicitor 
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JoYa= (cutting in) : Yes, yes, we know. But she felt she had to do 
something. I understand exactly how she felt. 

Philip: There you are. You women 

Helen (cutting in): Yes, we’ll admit it’s when we feel thoroughly 
upset, we are inclined to do the first thing that comes into our heads. 

Joyce; Oh Lord — yes! 

Philip. Quite so. Whereas — if you’d only take it easy, just turn 
things over, enjoy a little quiet reflection 

Joyce (cutting in): You’ve been taking it easy, turning things over, 
and enjoying your little quiet reflection ever since I’ve known you. 

Philip: I prefer to ignore that type of remark. 

Joyce (mocking his tone): He prefers to ignore that type of remark. 

Philip (annoyed): Oh — shut up! 

Helen: Hoy, hoy! It’s not you two we’re doing but Paul and 
Rosemary. Now of course, it was months — and horribly dreary 
months — before they found themselves together in the solicitor’s 
office. 

Joyce: Yes, it would be. But don’t show us any of those dreary 
months. 

William now enters as himself. 

William : No, no, we can imagine. (Sits on rostrum.) 

Helen : In any case, they ought to be back in that soUcitor’s office 
by now. Joyce — Philip. 

Helen joins William. Curtains open to reveal exactly the same 
solicitor's office scene as in Act One. Paul moves about as before. 
Rosemary’s voice is heard off, as before, saying "’Oh, in here. 
Thank you!" and she enters as before, wearing the same clothes. 
Paul is looking out of window and turns. She stares at Paul. He 
looks embarrassed. All as before. 

Paul (with an effort): I’m afraid this is— er— rather embarrassing 
— Rosemary. 

Rosemary (with similar effort): Yes — Paul — I’m afraid it is. . . . 
(Sits and looks away.) 

Paul: Not my fault. ... I had a note from Coulson asking me 
to be here at half-past three— to answer some questions about the— 

the divorce. . . . 

Rosemary (tiny voice): Yes, so had I. 

Paul (restlessly) : Oh, I say— monstrous thing for Coulson to do 
—asking us both here at the same time. Shows you how blankly 
insensitive these lawyers are. Typical lawyer’s tnck, this. Damn 

Coulsonl 
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Rosemary {faintly): Oh — I don’t think — it’s perhaps (Dies away.) 
Paul; What? 

Rosemary: No — nothing. . . . 

Paul: Look here. I’ll go and wait out there. 

Rosemary: No — it . . . 

Paul : Don’t mind a bit . . . 

They stare at each other uncertainly and miserably. Lights on 
inner stage and pianos and fore-stage now begin to fade. Jo^ CE 
rises from piano and begins to more towards back. Philip does 
same. 

Joyce: It’s just as it was before. In another minute he’ll go out, 
and that poor girl will start crying 

Philip: And if we’re not careful, we’ll find ourselves arguing about 
it as before, and then we’ll be shown how they first met, and it’ll 
all go round and round. 

Joyce: It’s not good enough. 

Paul {quietly but indignantly): I couldn’t agree with you more. 

Rosemary {rising, same tone as Paul): It’s really Helen’s fault— 
and William’s 

Philip {voice beginning to fade): Well, my dear, let them settle it. 

Moves to right alcove, and exits. 

Joyce {voice fading): And themselves — if they can. 

She exits from alcove left. Curtains close. William and Helen 
are now lit as if in firelight, with the rest of the stage dark. Helen 
speaks quietly, as if concluding a long story. 

Helen; So there they were. Paul, like a fool, went out. and poor 

Rosemary sat there crying. Of course, she’d asked the solicitor to 

send for them both at the same time, in the hope that seeing her again 

he might have discovered he was still in lose with her. {Pause.) 
William, are you listening ? 

Woxiam: Yes, I’m listening. But I’m thinking too. 

Helen; No doubt But I don’t believe you were listening. 

William: Yes, I wzs. The last thing vou said was that she hoped 

he still in love with her. WeU, he is. And he’s only got to run 

mto her anywhere outside that solicitor’s office, and he’U show her 
he IS. 

ru tell her about that. Then she’ll make sure he does run 
mto her. But what were you thinking about— those tw o ? 

William: No. About two other people. 

Helen {who knows at once) : Oh ! 
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William {shwly): Two ntlm older aad aiora 

id perhaps cleverer in some ways — thun those two, 
love, got married, and went galloping away to 
course, to find the usual hurdles and j ump * aii«p _______ 

e first excitement of possession, disagreeing about frieode 

LEN (quietly): Complains about being taken for 

neglected, and jealousy when other men and women weta 
attentive 

WiLUAM (quietly): And then a whole fog of 

Helen: And each of them wearing their pride like Minke* * 

William: And so, instead of clearing the hurdles anH reachi^ iImi> 
long fiat stretch where they could canter home in trust an<t 
they turned aside, they broke — they got divorced. 

Helen (with controlled emotion): One of them — didn’t 
mind very much — behaved as if it were true what he*d said 
when they were quarreUing — that marriage wasn’t right for 

William: He was a fool — and a liar. But he didn’t know 
then. And those were the silly easy days when people 
deceiving themselves. Now he knows that life is hard, and 
are slipping by, and soon the nights will be longer and lonelier and 
friends will vanish and where there might have been love to the end, 
not excitement and passion and possession, not rockets and start bat 
the steady glow of the fire, there will be darkness — and n othi n g. 
(Pause.) She can’t understand that yet. 

Hfijn (half-laughing, half-crying): Oh, can’t she? You ask any 
woman living alone! 

William: But she needn’t live alone. 

Helen : She prefers to. 

William (pause, turning to Helen): Fm giving mysdf a 
Helen. 

Helen: Why do you say that? 

William: Because— this being friends, all so gay and matey a^ 
cool — doesn’t work any longer for me. Tve tried hard baft 1 am t 
make it work. So if this is aU, I’m going away. 

Helen (hastily) : You’re not going without me. 

William (joyfully): Helen! (Turning to her.) 

Helen- No, wait, William. I agree with everythin g you’ve said, 

and I’ve felt it too. But it’s not good enough. Tm a 

not an insurance against a lonely old age. Say it— or never taft H* 

this again. . 

William (with great sincerity. Pause): My dear, I love you— 4 
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you with all my heart— and I ask you to forgive me— and marr> me 
again 

Helen: Oh — ^my darling — there’s nothing to forgive — and I lo\e 

you too — and, of course, I wiU 

They embrace, and then after a moment she withdraws and looks 
at him, half laughing, half crying. 

But darling, making all that fuss and getting divorced— and then 
marrying again — they’ll say we don’t know our own mindi- — — 

William (sturdily): Well, we do. 

Helen (same tone as before): They’ll laugh at us. 

William (roundly): Let ’em laugh. 

They rise. Curtains open on inner stage. Great burst of laughter 
from all four on inner stage, with all lights coming on full — show ing 
a back wall of drawing-room and a buffet table, with drinks, food, 
and the four — Palt, Rosemary, who are now in evening dress 
standing in front of it. The side curtains of alcoves are also drawn 
aside to show flowers or lighted decorations. The laughter is 
friendly and not at all malicious. 

Paul: Well, you’re a bright pair. Ask us here to celebrate with 
you — and then go off into a comer. 

He gives Wilua.m a glass, Philip hands glass to Helen. 

William (grinning): Sorry, old boy! 

Rosemary: And you haven’t even congratulated Joyce and Philip. 

Helen (to Philip): I hope you’ll be very happv, Philip. I’m sure 
you will. 

Philip; Thank you, Helen. I had to do something to make her 
play in tune. 

WnxiAM (after drinking): I don’t know that in the lone run 

mairiage makes anybody very happy. But then the single life d^^sn t 

make anybody very happy either. The fact is, nobods in his senves 
can be happy. 

Helen , Doo t start philosophising now. 

William: No, my love. (To Joyce) My congratulations, Josce! 
Joyct: Th^ you, William! I’m so tired of seeing him look 

bleary-eyed that I decided I’d better marry' him to trv and clean 
tum up. 

William (sternly): For that, get back to y our piano. 

Joyce comes down to piano left, 

Helen {to Philip): And you to yours. 

PlHLip comes down to piano right. They all have drinks ,i 


1 1 


[ 515 1 



THE PLAYS OF J. B. PRIESTLEY 

Rckemary ihoUitig up ghssY WdL here*s to all of os! 

Joyce, Phiup and Paux: Well, here’s to all of ns. 

They all toast each otiter aid Aiidc, the three empfer frp fr 
smile at each other. 


WaxiAM : Mind you, the sexual life, as even Shelley 

is a cheat. 

Joyce (sardomcaUy) : Are you idling me? 

W^iULiAM irmmching away at a sandwkh which RosEiu 
him) : It’s been a dieat e\'er since Paradise. 

Philip: It has. 

Helen: It takes us women in, just as h does you m 

Rosemary: Worse, 1 suspect 

William {broadly now): But fo share the dieat i 
humour and kindness 


hadtoadont. 


share the dieat toeclfaer — 


Helen {smili/^ at him): With trust and de^ienmg affection 

W ni ia m: Is to put up a toit not too far firom the sh i nhi g gates. 

Rosemary: That’s true. And I only hope you’ll all be as happy 
as Paul and I have always been. 

Philip and William take a drirdc. 

Paul (wo heartily): WdOL, I suppose we’ve been ext notdniM ly 
lucky — but there it is — nevw even a realty serious misunderstaadiiig. 

Rosemary {sweetly'): We said firwn the first we’d take care never 


to quarrel 

Helen: Wdl, I must say, my dears . . . __ 

WnxiAM (to Helen with irony): I don’t think we can do better 
than follow their wonderful example. 

At this Pmup and Joyce sit at their pianos and begm playings 
while Helen and William toast each other aid more ip at to the 

rostrum to meet Palx and Rosemary. 


End €X Play 
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